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MEMOIR OF GOLDSMITH. 


The Life of OUmr Goldsmith by Mr. (now Sir James) Prior, published in 1837, 
ill two volumes 8vo, was the first really careful biography of a writer who had 
already for seventy years been among the most popular and fascinating of our English 
classics. To the results of Mr. Prior’s researches it can hardly be said that there has 
been any material addition. Mr. John Forster’s well known Life and AdTjentures 
of Oliver Goldsmith^ published in 1848, superseded, however, for most purposes, the \ 

work of Mr. Prior, and from its greater vivacity and its abundant deliciousness of | 

literary anecdote, will probably remain the standard biography of Gokhmith to all i 

time coming. Washington Irving’s Oliver Goldsmith : A Biography^ published in 1849, ! 

was avowedly a compilation from Prior and Forster, but has an independent interest, 
as the work of one who delighted, all his life, in acknowledging Goldsmith as his 
literary master, and has been named, in consequence, “The American Goldsmith.” 

Of smaller memoirs of Goldsmith the number is past counting. Perliaps, therefore, 
no better reason can be given for here adding one more than that it will he 
convenient for possessors of this edition of Goldsmith’s ^Vorks to have some account 
of the AuUior bound up with it 

Oliver Goldsmith was born, on the loth of November, 1728, at the obscure, 
and then almost inaccessible, village of Pallas, or Pallasmore, in the county of 
Longford, in the very midmost solitude of Ireland. . His father, the Rev. Charles 
Goldsmith, was the poor Protestant clergyman of that Irish pari.sh. He was one 
of a fltmily of Goldsmiths, noted for worth and goodness of heart rather than 
worldly prudence, who were originally from the South of England, and in whom, 
since their first coming to Ireland, the clerical profession, in its Protestant form, had ^ 

been almost hereditary. Goldsmith’s mother, Ann Jones, was also of a clerical and 
Protestant family that had been naturalized in Ireland. She was one of the ; 

daughters of the Rev. Oliver Jones, master of the diocesan school of Elphin in 
Roscommon. From this maiternal grandfather young Oliver derived liis Christian 
name. He used afterwards to maintain, however, that it had come into the line of 
his maternal ancestry through some connexion with Oliver Cromwell. 

^ Four children, three of them daughters, and one a son, named Henry, had been 
; born to the clergyman of Pallasmore and his wife before the appearance of the 
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^‘ Oliver ’’ tliat was to make them famous ; and the family was ultimately completed 
bv the birth of three sons younger than Oliver, named :Maunce, 

The eldest of this family of eight (a daughter), and this last-named John, died in 
childhood. Effectively, therefore, Oliver grew up as one of a family of six, three of 
whom were older, and two younger, than himself. 

A native of the rural heart of Ireland, Goldsmith, till his seventeenth year, received 
his entire education, whether of scenery and circumstance, of m.nx* forma! ^ 
schooling, within the limits of that little-visited region. Xot, nowever, witlumt 
some changes of spot and society within those limits. In 1730, wlnle he was yet > 
but an infant, his father, after having been about twelve years minister of f'allas, 
removed to the better living of Kilkenny West, a parish some miles south of Pallas, 
and situated not in the county of Longford, but in the adjacent coimly of West 
Meath. Thenceforward, accordingly, the head-quarters of the Armily were no longer 
at Pallas, but at Lissoy, a quaint Irish village within the liounds of the new ])arish. 
Here, in a pretty and rather commodious parsonage-liouse, on the verge of ilie 
village, and on the road between Alblone and Pallymabon, the good clergyman set 
himself to bring up his children on his paltry clerical income, ehed out by the, 
farming of some seventy acres of land, lie was himself a mild eccentric of the; 
Dr. Primrose type, kindly to all about him, and of pious, confused ways. But the’ 
immortal oddity of Lissoy, and the incarnation of all that hail been peculiar for 
some generations in the race of the Goldsmiths, was the parson’s young son, Dliver. 
In book-learning, for one thing, he was, from the first, a little blockhead. “ Never 
was so dull a boy” was the report of a kinswoman, who, ha\'ing lived in the Lissoy 
household, had been the first to try to teach him his letters, and who afterwards, 
under her married name of Elizabeth Dclap, kept a small school at Lissoy, andi 
survived to be proud of her pupil, and to talk of him in her extreme old age, after 
he was dead. Hardly different seems to have been the report of the Lissoy school- ' 
master, Thomas Byrne, more familiarly known as “Paddy Byrne,”— a veteran who^ 
had returned to his original vocatiem of teaching after liaving served in the wars 
under Marlborough and risen to the rank of quartermaster to a regiment in Spain, 
And yet of this “ Paddy Byrne ” Goldsmith seems to have retained to the last 
an affectionate recollection : 


A man severe he was, and stern to view : 

I knew him well, and every- truant knew. 

Well had the boding tremblers learnt to trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning face : 

Full well they laughed with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he : 

Full well the busy whisper, circling round, 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned. 

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught. 

The love he bore to learning was in fitult : 

The village all declared how much he knew ; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too ; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage ; 
And even the story ran that he could gauge. 
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Better tliaii all, he had a stock of tales, not only of his own campaigning ad- 
ventures, but also from old Irish ballads, chap-books, and fairy lore, and a knack 
of versifying, which he was fond of exercising in the form of extempore Irish 
translations h'om ¥irgiL From this “Paddy Byrne,” in short, if from any one, 
Goldsmith caught his first notions of literary invention and rhyming. But the poor 
little fellow was always unfortunate. Hardly had he become aware of the wealth 
that was in Paddy Byrne, and hardly had Paddy Byrne had time to discern the 
spark of genius that lay somewhere in his awkward little pupil, when the two 
were separated. The boy was not more than nine years of age when an attack 
of confluent small-pox stopped his attendance at Lissoy school ; and, when he 
recovered, it was with his naturally plain face disfigured into such a grotesque of 
ugliness that it was difficult to look at him without laughing. Whether to get 
him out of .sight for a time, or because better instruction than Paddy Byrne’s was 
now thought necessary for him, he was sent away from Lissoy to Elphin, a distance 
of about thirty miles. The purpose was that he should attend the school at Elphin 
which had formerly been taught by his grandfather, the Rev. Oliver Jones, but 
was now under the care of a Rev. Mr. Griffin. For about two years, accordingly, 
he did attend this school, boarding all the while with his uncle, Mr. John Gold- 
smith of Bally oughter, who lived near Elphin. But in 1739, when he was eleven 
years old, he was brought back to a school of some reputation nearer home— one 
which had been set up in Athlone, about five miles from Lissoy, by a Rev. Mr. 
Campbell. Two years here, and four years more at the school of a Rev. Patrick 
Hughes at Edgeworthstown, county Longford, some seventeen miles from Lissoy, 
completed his school education and brought him to his seventeenth year. 

The accounts of young Goldsmith during this time when he was tossed about from 
school to school in Ins native part of Ireland, generally coming home to Lissoy and 
its neighbourhood for the holidays, correspond singularly with what he was all 
through life. At every school we hear of him as a shy, thick, awkward boy, the 
constant butt of his companions because of liis comically ugly face, and thought 
by most of them to be “little better than a fool,” And yet everywhere there seems 
to have been a liking for him as an, innocent simple-hearted fellow, who, though 
sensitive to the jokes made at his expense, and liable to fits of the sulks on account 
of them, would be all right again on the least beckoning of kindliness, and capital 
company in the playground at fives or ball with those who had been his tormentors. 

■Of his success in school-work we hear little. We are to suppose him gradually 
getting on in Latin and other things in preparation for the University; and 
something is said as to his fondness for Ovid and Horace, his peculiar delight in 
Livy, his liking for Tacitus after a while, and his little care for Gicero. There are 
hints also to the effect that he excelled in the style of his translations, and that; 
he had more credit for talent with the masters than among the boys. On the | 
whole, Johnson’s often-quoted saying about Goldsmith, “He was a plant that ; 
flowered late : there was nothing remarkable about him when young,” seems true 
f” only in a very obvious and rough sense. The “flower” of Goldsmith was the 
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r^;;T;;;o7Fntrlish wAmg whkh eventually lie gave U, the world ; and, 

Sh m>*qbk. "'!»• CoUimitl, ™ i 

bv growth and experience was even less ttian lb uhLuu i 

of himaTng his sehLlfellows at Elphin, Athlone, and Kdgworthstown, bu an t 
alSaU even to identity in the mode of its expression, o that opinion which 

SmiB^rke, Garrick, and others avowed they would have been obliged to form : 

roldv in all his dory, if they had judged of him personally and apart from his ; 

5re there wanting, in his boyhood, any more than m Ins manhood, those 
occasional gleanrs and flashes which challenged the current verdict, drew sudden 
attention to the absurd creature with the scarred face, and made people wmnder 
whether, if he were a fooi, he might not be a fool extmordmary, an inspiicd fool, ^ 
one of Shakespeare’s fools. Without insisting on the fact that the earliest letters . 
of Gold.smith extant (not written till several years after our present date) have .all ; 
the easy humour and grace of style .of his later writings, we might revert to the ' 
tradition of the superior finish of his boyish e.xercises m translation. ! 

is more than this. All through his school-days, it is known, young t.oldsmiUi | 
the trick of rhyming which he had learnt fi-om Paddy byrne, and not A 
English poetry as came in his way, but wrote verses of his own, | 
made his mother and others think that something after all miglit be made of i 
“Noll ” None of these verses, of any value for comparison with what he wrote ' 
afterwards, have been preserved. But there is an extempore metrical repartee of liis, | 
attributed to the time when he was at Elph in, and not more than eleven years of , 
age, which shows that there was wit in the little fellow even early. At his 

uncle’s house, it seems, as Oliver was dancing a hornpipe to the violin-playing 
of a certain Mr. Gumming, his droll face and figure so struck the that he , 

V.)urst into laughter and pointed to the dancer as a fac-simile cf “ugly .Esop. /Esop . 
at once retorted by calling out this couplet • i 

Our herald hath proclaimed this saying : 

See TEsop dancing, and his monkey playing.” 

Now that he was come to the age of seventeen, what was to be ^done with this 
lunipish, ill-favoured lad, whom everybody laughed at as a fool, and w'ho yet was 
evidently no fool? The understanding had been that he was to go to the University 
of Dublin, where his elder brother, Plenry, had already concluded his course with 
credit. But there were difficulties in the way. The family circumstances, never 
very good, had been recently much straitened by a particular cause. Goldsmith’s 
eldest sister, Catherine, having been privately married to a Mr. Daniel Ilodson, 
whom Henry Goldsmith was then acting as tutor, and wdio was the son of a 
gentleman of good property, her father thought himself bound to prove that her 
family had not meanly brought about the match for their own interests. Accord 
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inely, he entered into an engagement, Sept. 1744, to pay 400/. as her marriage- 
portion. By this arrangement for the credit of Mrs. Plodson all the rest of the 
femily were pinched at the time, and some of them permanently. If Oliver were 
to go to the University now, it must be not as a ^‘pensioner,” like his brother 
Henry, but in the lower grade of a “ sizar/^ or “poor scholar,’^ wearing a coarse 
stuff gown and a red cap, and performing menial ottices aooiit college in return 
for his tuition and board. At this prospect Goldsmith recoiled. He would rather, 
he declared, be bound to some trade. At length, however, the remonstrances of 
a relative, whom he had every reason to respect, persuaded him to yield. This 
was “ Uncle Contarine”—/.^. the Rev. Thomas Contarine (originally Contarini, 
for his grandfather was a refugee from Venice), cleigyman of Oran, near Ros- 
common, This worthy man, who had been the college- companion of Bishop 
Berkeley, had married a sister of Goldsmith’s father; and, during her life, Oliver 
had been a frequent visitor at their house. No one had liked the boy belter all 
along, or better discerned what was in him, than Uncle Contarine. Already he 
had helped to maintain him at school; and, the recent death of his wife having 
left him a widower with one daughter, whatever affection would have gone to a 
son of his own was transferred to his nephew Oliver. He insisted that Oliver 
must go to college. What mattered being a sizar ? He had been a sizar himself, 
and had he fared the worse for it? 

After some kind of examination, Goldsmith was admitted at Trinity Colleg *, 
Dublin, on the iith of June, i 745 j in a list of eight sizars, of whom a 

John Beatty, his school-fellow at Edgeworthstown, was another. These two chummed 
together during the entire four years of Goldsmith’s college-course. Among fellow- 
students who knew him well at college were Lauchlan Macleane, and some others 
who afterwards rose to some distinction in politics' or in the church ; Flood and 
Edm\ind Burke were both then in the college, but barely remembered, in after life, 
having seen Goldsmith there. No contrast can have been greater than between the 
college-life of Burke and that of Goldsmith. There was nothing, indeed, very 
distinguished, according to formal academic estimation, in Burke’s college-career ; 
but we have glimpses of him as a “ terrible fellow ” in a set of his own, domineering 
in a private debating society, and storing his ample mind with all sorts of information, 
acquired in his own way. In poor Goldy’s case we find what might have been 
expected—*' no specimens of genius,” according to the report of one of his college- 
acquaintances, but “only squalid poverty, and its concomitants, idleness and de- 
spondence.” He was better known as “lounging about the college-gates,” and 
getting into any row that was at hand, or as playing the flute and singing irLsh songs 
in his rooms, than as making any figure in the classes. Two causes probably con- 
tributed to make his college career more reckless and miserable than it need have 
been. One was that he had for his tutor a strong-bodied brute, named Wilder, of 
whose savageness to all about him there are yet traditions, and who seems to have 
had all the more delight in tormenting the poor sizar because he had come from his 
own part of the counti-y and had been specially recommended to him. Male, 




when Oliver wns under examination, thou# sometimes he was 
maU, he ^ ^ 3^1 the death of Oliver’s father early m 1747, .* 

forced to cm un h ,,,, , greater cause of break-down 

tLn Wate“ rough tutorship. The main income of the tamily thus failed, and the I 
than wuaers 10 g 1 Hodson remaining, indeed, 111 possession 

‘fST.r.T in r.n.„,.n..nn, n,„. ,» _ 

brotlier Hnniy tnkiiig the curacy of his father’s ohi parish of I ailasmiut, n it i yof a 

hrothei tieniy g ^ circumstances, such small supplies 

yearofsalaiyanc > Oliver^fiom home were no longer forthcoming. Uncle I 

as had till now reached ^ with such la.x husbandry as Oliver’s, • 

?“teTaS = ““ “ “?■ “ ! 

It wao like puLL i, mishaps and 

WJJ „t Olircr’s fa.h.,, Iherc ^ 

CM a^Slege riot in Duhiiii against the ,iolice, in retaliation for ll.e arrest of a 
Student- and it ended in an attempt to break open the prison and llio deaths of 
several townsmen. Four of the ringleaders were e.xpclled from the Uimuisity, am 
m f™,r others who were publicly rebuked for their share m the aliair uas Olnci . 
Goldsmith-tlie Latin record in the University-books bearing that he had “ favoured ; 
SLn and given aid to the rioters.” The next month he tried for a scholarship ^ 
midd led. He did obtain a small exhibition, worth about thirty shillings a year ^ 
but V n this he lost by subsequent negligence. He had to pawn Ins books and 
resort to every other haggard shift for raisiitg now and then a haltoown. Is othi g , 
can be more doleful than the account of the poor sirar’s life at this lime. But he 
'■ w“ bLscd, aslie himself said afterwards, with “ a knack at hoping.” A copy 0 | 
Scanula’s Greek Lexicon, which was one of his college class-books and is .sbll j 
preserved somewhere, attests this veiy characteristically. It is scribbled over with : 

L signature in various forms, and especially in such forms as these- Fn-e: Olmr 

Goldsmith:^ I promise to pay, ^c.: Oliver Goldsmith showing lo^^, m ns 
college-rooms, the poor fellow would dream of one^ clay being a member 01 
Parliament and being able to frank letters, or of being in a position to be accom- 
modated easily with any desired sum. Meanwhile, too, at least one of 
shifts for instant money-making had a relish f , 

the writing of ballads, to be sold, at a particular shop lie knew of, for five shillings 
each, and thence retailed, in coame print, to the Dublin ballad-singers. Lvery five 
shillings was something in itself; but to go out at nights, and, leaning against a 
lamp-post, feel one of the shillings still in your pocket, and at the same time lieai a 
ballad of your own sung to a ragged crowd of men and girls, and be able to buy a 
copy of it for a was a delight worth all the pains of sisarsliip and the 

tyranny of ten Wilders ! So sometimes Oliver felt ; hut the one Wilder had ^"ost 
V proved more than enough. One evening, in the flush of some little success, Oliver 
‘ was giving a supper and a dance in his rooms to “ a party of young friends of both 
^sexes from the city,” when the tutor, hearing of the breach of rule, burst in, and not 
. i only abused him in gross terms before his guests, but actually collared and thrashe 
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him. Next day Oliver was off. He sold his books and spare clothes, hung about 
Dublin till he had but a single shilling left, and then set out to walk to Cork, 
meaning to get to America. He subsisted on the shilling for three days; after 
which he wandered about, living no one knows how — save that he used afterwards 
to tell that the most delicious meal he had ever tasted was a handful of grey peas 
given him in this wild walk by a girl at a wake after twentyffour hours of fasting. 
At length he was sensible enough to think of going home; his brother Henry met 
him by appointment; and after a little time they went back to Dublin together, and 
made it up so far with Wilder that Oliver was re-admitted into college. Things 
then went on very much as before— Oliver ^ain and again ‘‘ cautioned,” and fines 
appearing against him in the buttery-books. Once more we hear of an encounter 
between him and Wilder, a-nd not so unsuccessfully for Goldsmith this time. The 
tutor had been lecturing on the subject of the Centre of Gravity, and had asked 
Goldsmith for a restatement of what had been said. Utterly in the dark, Goldsmith 
had groped in vain for some answer that would pass, when the tutor took the trouble 
to go over the explanation again, winding up, “ And now, you Idockhead, where is 
yoiir centre: of gravity?” As if not doubting that the question was intended 
literally, “ Why, Doctor, from your definition,” said Goldy in a slow voice, “ I 
should think—” and he went on to na 7 ney in the frankest possible manner, the 
supposed whereabouts of the point required. There was a roar of laughter from 
the class ; and, furious as Wilder was, he could only call Oliver impertinent as well 
as ignorant, and turn him down to the lowest place. The date of this incident, 
which Goldsmith used afterwards to relate with glee, is ascertained to have been 
May 9, 1748. Less than a year afterwards, i.e, in February 1749, he reached the 
end of his University-course and was admitted to the B.A. degree. He was the 
lowest in the list of those who took the degree. The wonder is that, having been 
so often in the black books, he obtained it at all. 

And now, at the age of one-and-twenty. Goldsmith could go forth to the world as 
a graduate of Trinity College, Dublin. Of what use had his four years at the 
University been to him? Apparently, in his own opinion, of very little. Not 
only did he never forget the indignities attached to sizarship in those days, but 
he seems to have formed a theory that much of the education received at Universities 
was quite unnecessaiy. “ A boy,” he afterwards wrote, “ who understands perfectly 
well Latin, French, arithmetic, and the principles of civil law, and can write a fine 
hand, has an education that may qualify him for any undertaking.” And yet, with 
all his hardships at college and all his indolence, he had probably got a good deal 
there that remained useful to him. In mathematics he did nothing, consoling 
himself with the odd opinion that “this seems a science to which the meanest 
intellects are equal ;” and to all forms of metaphysical or philosophical study — 
“the cold logic of Burgersdicius, or the dreary subtleties of Smiglesius” — he pro- 
fessed a dislike. But in scholarship and general literary accomplishment he cannot 
have been among the worst. He could “ turn an ode of Horace into English better 
than any of them,” he afterwards told Malone, and there is no reason to doubt it. 




MEMOIR OF GOLDSMITH. 


11 


he must have sometimes been rewarded vvrth a VaUe bme. In shon', ^ 

at Skge, as previously at school, though the general op.mon of Gokl^uth always ^ 
eLresfd itself in the phrase, quoted by himself more than mme, ‘that he was ve.y 
3.natured and had not the least hamr in him,” there must have been occasional 
laSes from him causing people to doubt whether he was noU much cleverer fellow 
than he looked. And then there were his private scnbblmgs m^prose and verse for . 
his own amusement at nights, and those precious and now unknown ballads that 

For about two years, after leaving college, Goldsmith led wbat 1 hackeray 
calls “the life of a buckeen,” hanging on his relatives. He lived chieny in his 
mother’s house in Ballymalion-close to which there was a convenient imi, where 
he could be jovial in the evenings, and sing songs and tell stones to the choice 
rustic spirits that gathered round him. But sometimes lie was with his sister and 
brother-Llaw at Lissoy, fishing, otter-hunting, or lounging about the ferni ; and 
at other times he went over to his brother Henry’s at I’allasmore, and tried 1, is 
hand for a week or two at helping that good man witlv his pupik. Ihis vaga- , 
bondage of Oliver seems to have been a sore trouble to all the family. They had i 
looked forward to his taking holy orders ; but, to his own secret satisfaction, that ■ 
project had failed through the refusal of the Bishop of Elphin to ordain him. 
Some said the refusal was because of reports of his conduct that had reached the : 
bishop- others thought it was because he had stupidly gone to the bishop in f 
flaming scarlet breeches. Anyhow', the Established Church of Irelaiid lost the 
services of Oliver Goldsmith. Uncle Contarine, who had been the chief hand in ? 
persuading him so far to the clerical project, next suggested a tutorship, and did , 
at length get him, as tutor, into the family of a Mr. Flimi in Roscommon county. 
Here he seemed to be all right for about a year ; but, suddenly tiring of the work. • 
or quarrelling with the family, he set out, on a good horse and with thirty pounds 
in his pocket, bound a second time (so he gave out) for America w'ff Cork. Nothing g 
was heard of him for six weeks, when unexpectedly he turned up at his mother’s 
door, without a penny, and riding on a bony animal which he called Fiddleback. 
He gave his mother a long rigmarole account of his adventures— how he had gone 
to Cork, taken his passage and sent his kit on board, and how, the captain having 
sailed without him, he had had to sell his good horse, buy the wretched^ beast ; 
Fiddleback, and all but beg his way through the country to Ballymahon. “ And . 
now, my dear mother,” he ended, seeing the old lady’s face gloom, aftei having 
struggled so hard to come home to you, I wonder you are not more rejoiced 
to see me.” Little wonder that, from this moment, there was a coolness on 
Ml'S. Goldsmith’s part to her young prodigal, and a wish to get rid of him anyhow, ; 
Even his good brother Henry ceased to have anything to say to him. Only Uncle 
Contarine stuck by him. He suggested that Oliver should go to London and study 
law at the Temple; and Oliver, having readily acquiesced, was provided with 
50/. by Uncle Contarine for his first expenses, and duly set off. But he never 
got any farther than Dublin. Falling into bad hands there, he lost all he had 
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by gambling and what not, and had to return with real shame and contrition. 
He was forgiven, again provided with some outfit of money, and again sent off— 
not, however, this time to London to study law ; but to Edinburgh, to qualify 
himself for the medical profession. And this time Ireland and the circle of Irish 
relatives did get rid of their troublesome Oliver — rid of him for ever. He was but 
four-and-twenty years of age, and he .lived twenty years longer ; but he never again 
saw Ireland, or the face of any one of his family, save when, some five years afterwards, 
his younger brother Charles, a lad of twenty, knocked at the door of the wretched 
London garret in which he then was, and came in ruefully to spend a day or 
two with him on his way to Jamaica. All through Oliver’s future life, however, 
there was a warm corner in his heart for recollections of his native Ireland, and 
those he had left there—his mother, his brother Henry, Uncle Contarine, and the 
rest. He would think of them often till the tears camej he never quite ceased 
to correspond with them ; and he had a cherished dream of revisiting them all 
some day, and again resting his eyes on dear Lissoy and the green landscape 
round it, ** the most pleasing horizon in Nature.” Ere the dream could be accom- 
plished, the mother, Uncle Contarine, and brother Henry were all dead, and it 
was no longer worth while. 

Goldsmith as a medical student in Edinburgh might be a good theme for a little 
semi-historical novel to any one who chose to write a variation of some of the 
chapters of Gtiy Mamiering, twining the quaint traditions and queer social habits of 
the picturesque old Scottish capital, in the middle of the eighteenth century, round 
the figure of the humorous Irish lad, of subsequent celebrity, who had come into the 
midst of them. He was there for about eighteen months, or from the autumn of 
1752 to the beginning of 1754. He was boarded and lodged, no doubt, high up 
some stair in one of the unsavoury old courts, going off from the High Street, that 
still amaze the stranger in Edinburgh. His letters do not tell the exact spot— the 
address “ Student in Physic, in Edinburgh,” being enough to ensure that return- 
letters would reach him at the University ; but he gives a satirical description in one 
of them of his landlady and her economical style of cookery. There w^ere other 
Irish students of medicine in the town besides himself ; for the Edinburgh School of 
Medicine was then famous throughout the world and drew students from all countries. 
Much of this fame depended on the great reputation of Dr. Alexander Monro, 
Professor of Anatomy — the first of three Alexander Monros (grandfather, father, 
and son) who held the same Professorship in succession from 1720 to 1846. The 
other medical Professors were Dr. Charles Alston (Botany and Materia Medica), 
Robert Why tt (Institutes of Medicine), Dr. John Rutherford (Practice of Physic), Dr. 
.Andrew Plummer (Chemistry), and Dr. Robert Smith (Midwifery). There is proof 
that Goldsmith, during the two sessions of his stay in Edinburgh, attended all the 
medical classes, or all but the last. Of most of the Professors he did not think 
highly, but he was enthusiastic in praise of Monro. “This man,” he writes, “has 
brought the science he teaches to as much perfection as it is capable of; ’tis he, I 
may venture to say, that draws hither such a number of students from most parts of 
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even from Russia.” ' That Goldsmith, whde *us attending Monro s 
Stums r ally took some interest in medical studies generally, is proved by the fact 
hShe was a member of the “Medical Society ”-an associahon o he young 
Lope of the profession, for medical debate and dissertatioi^ which still emsts in 
Snrlh in hi<^h repute. His admission into this society is entered m ns books 

£d nbui^g ^ P future great chemist, Di% Joseph Blacky ^ 

of GolcJmith’s fellow-students at Edinburgh, and remembered ' 

fellow-students with him, afterwmds more or less known, weie Dr. Tan 

Dr Joseph Fenn Sleigh, and Lauchlan Macleane, his former co-mate at finiity Cob r 
w DuW, and now also thinking of medicine as a pro ession But, as may be ; 
nnoosed it was not all medical study and preparation for the profession with Goldy ; 
^Edinburgh. We hear of him, naturally enough, as gathering Uie young Irishmen , 
of the University about him, and leading in their suppers and their songs. He must 
have eot somehow also into what was then the more select and stately society of the 
Scottish metropolis; for there is a letter of his to a friend in Ireland giving an , 
amusing description of the fashionable Edinburgh balls and asscmblies-^^-the death, 
like solemnity of the dancers of both sexes, the leanness and high cheek-bones ol the 
men and the ravishing effect of the Scottish dialect when spoken by a Scottish belle. 

“ For instance, teach one of young ladies to pronounce ‘ Whoar wull I gong; 
with a becoming widening of the mouth, and I’ll lay my life she 11 ^^'Ound eveiy 
hearer ” There is something also about some brief and unsuccessful connexion of . 
his, or proposal of connexion, in some capacity, with the household of the Duke of ; 
Hamilton ; and he had leisure for at least one walking-tour into some pait of the ; 
Scottish Highlands. Very probably, by some exertions of his own, in teaching or the ‘ 
like he helped to pay his expenses in Edinburgh, though obliged to draw now and 
then on Uncle Contarine for 61 , or 4/. His last draft on the excellent man was late 
in the winter of 1753. As I shall not have another opportunity of receiving money 
from your bounty,” he writes to Uncle Contarine about that date, “ so I have drawn 
for the last sum that I hope I shall ever trouble you for ; ’tis 20/. And now, dear 
Sir, let me here acknowledge ” :~what is acknowledged may be easily guessed- 
etemal sense of obligation to the good uncle. The 20/. w’ere wanted, as he explain? 
m the same letter, to carry him to the Continent, for the completion of his medical 
education. I have seen all that this country can exhibit in the medical way, and 
therefore intend to visit Paris, where the great M. Farhein, Petit, and Du Hammel de 
Monceaix, instruct their pupils in all the branches of medicine.” That the lectures in 
Paris were in French, which he understood perfectly, and notin Latin, as the lectures 
at most other foreign Universities were, would, he hinted, be of great advantage to 
him ; and this was the reason for his determining on Paris, rather than on Leyden, 
which he had also been thinking of on account of i^s “great professor,” Albinus, 
The fact is, it was restlessness, restlessness. He had always had a desire to travel, 
and “the great M. Farhein” and “the great Albinus” were convenient as an 
excuse. 


Of course, as it was Paris that Goldsmith wanted to go to, it was at Leyden that 
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be arrived. He explains, rather confusedly, how this occurred, in a letter to his 
uncle from Leyden, in April or May 1754, in which he draws a humorous contrast 
between the Hollanders he was now among and the Scotch he had just left 
“Scotland and this country bear the highest contrast. There hills and rocks 
intercept every prospect ; here 'tis all a continued plain. There you might see a 
welbdressed duchess issuing dirty close, and here a dirty Dutchman 

inhabiting a palace.” The “ great Albinus,” it would appear, had dwindled in 
Goldsmith’s view on nearer inspection; for he goes on to say, “Physic is by no 
means taught so well here as in Edinburgh; and in Leyden there are but four 
British students, owing to all necessaries being so extremely dear, and the professors 
so very lazy, the chemical professor excepted.” With this chemical professor, 
named Gaubiiis, he formed some real acquaintance. But, though he remained about 
ten months in Leyden, and learnt something there, It was only to set out from that 
town on a strange roving tour through the Continent. The notion of the possibility 
of such a tour to one without finances appears to have been put into his head by 
accident Just before his arrival in Leyden there had died in that town the famous 
Danish humorist and miscellaneous author, Baron Holberg {1684 — 1754)> ^nd 
there seems to have been much talk in Leyden circles about this remarkable man, 
the reputed creator of modern Danish literature, and especially about the hardships 
and adventures of his early life. A Norwegian by birth, he had come, after a 
boyhood of great privation, to Copenhagen, and had struggled on there in singular 
ways. * ‘ But his ambition, ” as Goldsmith himself tells us, “ was not to be restrained, 
or his thirst of knowledge satisfied, till he had seen the world. Without money, 
recommendations, or friends, he undertook to set out upon his travels and make the 
tour of Europe on foot. A good voice and a trifling skill in music were the only 
finances he had to support an undertaking so extensive ; so he travelled by day, 
and at night sang at the doors of peasants’ houses, to get himself a lodging.” With 
great admiration Goldsmith goes on to tell what countries young Plolberg travelled 
through, and how at length, returning to Copenhagen, he became popular as an 
author, was lionoured with a title and enriched by the king, “ so that a life begun 
in contempt and penury ended in opulence and esteem.” What Holberg had done 
Goldsmith resolved to do; and the description he gives of Holberg’s tour and his 
means of subsistence during it is almost an exact description of his own tour and its 
' shifts. Leaving Leyden in February 1755, he contrived, we cannot tell how, to 

I visit Louvain, Antwerp, Brussels, and Maestricht, and other towns of Flanders, 

1 remaining some little while in each. Then, passing into France, he seems to have 
I fluted his way through the provincial villages of that country, much as Holberg had 
done, greatly charmed with the gay and simple sociability of the poor French peasants, 

I and making himself at home among them with Irish ease. Reaching Paris, he 
'i remained there some time, attending the chemical lectures of M. Rouelle, and had 
‘ the honour of seeing Voltaire, and listening to a splendid conversation in which the 
great Frenchman, then past his sixtieth year, took the chief part. It was an argu- 
I ment about England and the English, in which Voltaire, after being long silent 
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two years in all. Having, it is believed, not a farthing in his pockets it took him 
about a fortnight, and some comic singing in country bams, to pull himse f on to 
London. He was tiventyseven years and three months old when he fiist se 
foot in the London streets, and he was to be a Londoner and nothing else all 

* Alfs^ ^mdon, London ! thon breaker of hearts from of old, thou wrecker of 
generations of lives, thou insatiable maw of the bones and brains of men, vas 
over thy flat acres, then as now, spread thy fabric of brick and stone, of squaies 
and alleys and streets, with rising steeples among them and iron-railed churc i- 
yards-divided, then as now, by the flowing and ebbing river, and on either 
sick the river the same roar of traffic and wheels, and the same rush and skuny 
of myriads, all competing for existence, and some for its prizes and sweets ! 
Didst thou note, thou half-brutal London of that day, a certain few of those 
myriads, on either bank of the river, whose occupation seemed to be the most 
foolish and peculiar of any— a constant coming down to the river with lighted 
nratches, papers, tapers, torches, oil-pots, and all sorts of combustibles, in their 
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hands, and trying to set the moving tide on fire? Not one of them succeeded; 
and the Thames flows yet an unburnt, and apparently unburnable, river, hissing 
at the biggest torch that can be flung into it But the attempt to set it on 
fire has been a traditional employment from time immemorial, and so fascinating 
tbat Englishmen born far away from London, and even Scotchmen and Irishmen, 
have left their own native, and probably more combustible, streams, and set 
themselves down, each with bis new trick for inflaming water, on the banks of 
this large one. Poor fellows ! it does the Thames no harm, and it amuses them! 
Strange, however, that it is precisely those Londoners, native or naturalized, 
who have been engaged in this hopeless occupation, that the world cares to 
remember afterwards ! All their contemporary myriads, otherwise occupied, are 
forgotten; and the very history of London is a record of the successive groups 
of men that have laboured at setting fire to the Thames. Well, thou big half- 
brutal London of February 1756, here is another young fellow, footsore from 
Dover, on his return from a wild continental tour, who enters thee on thy south 
side, and is staring about him confusedly. He has himself no notion in the world 
what he is to do ; but, from his looks, one may prophesy that he will have to 
attach himself to your existing group of Thames-kindlers. He seems fit for 
nothing else. True, he has a diploma of M.B. from some foreign University 
(whether Leyden, Louvain, or Padua, no one knows), and may practise medicine, 
and even call himself, by courtesy, “Dr.” Goldsmith. But who would trust 
such a short, mean-visaged, odd-looking fellow, to bleed him or prescribe for 
him? Clearly, whatever he may try, he can be nothing else eventually than one 
of the lucifer-match brigade. Meanwhile I'eceive him as gently as you can ! 
lie is one of the best-hearted creatures that ever came out of Ireland, without 
a bit of harm in him, and indeed a great deal wiser and cleverer than he looks. 

A little information will be more welcome than farther exclamation or the 
overworking of a hackneyed image. — Well, the population of London in 1756 
was about 700,000. The reign of George II., which had already extended over 
nearly thirty years, was approaching its close. In home-politics what was chiefly 
interesting was the persistence in office of the Duke of Newcastle’s unpopular 
ministry— opposed, however, by Pitt (afterwards Lord Chatham), and soon to give 
way before the genius of that statesman, and to be succeeded by that blaze of Pitt’s 
ascendancy which makes the last years of George II. so brilliant a period in British 
. annals. For Britain and Frederick the Great of Pmssia were already on an under- 
standing with each other, and the Seven Years’ War was beginning. Not till 1757, 
indeed, when Pitt became Prime Minister, did the alliance begin to promise its 
splendid results— Clive’s conquests in India, Wolfe’s in America, &c. Just at pre- 
sent, while Newcastle was in power, things had a blacker look. Byng’s blundering 
at Minorca, the all but certain loss of Hanover, and the like — these were the topics 
for the 700,000 Londoners; unless they chose to talk rather of such matters nearer 
home, as the building of the new chapel for Whitefield in Tottenham Court Road, 
or the opening of the Foundling Hospital, or the proposed taking down of the old 
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ri ertle e London newspapers of that date-daily, weekly and 

Whig. Tory, and what not ; and, in addition to the newspapers, qu. e an 
awt c of i leal journals, reviews, and magarines. For it was beginning to be 
f V ly U time in British literature. That organisation of literature in o a 
Lmmerce which the Tonsons may be said to have commenced had now been 
pretty well improved and regularized. It was no longer on the Com I, oi on \t hig 
and Tory Ministers, or on the casual patronage of noblenien of taste, that men o 
letters depended, but on the demand of the general public of readers and book- 
purchasers, as it could be ascertained and catered for by bookselleis making 
publishing their business. The centre of this book-trade was natmally London ; 
S herefaccordingly, hanging on the booksellers, and wntmg for the newspapers 
aS magazines, burwith side-glances also to the theatres and then maiiagmrs, were 
now coiW^d ®"di a host of authors and critics by profession as bad ^ver 
been known in London before. To borrow from Mr. Forster a convenient list of 
those whom we have now dismissed into oblivion as the smaller fry of this Grub 
Street world of London in the latter days of George IL, there were he I uidons. 
Hills, Willingtons, Kenricks, Kellys, Shiels, Smarts, Bakers, Gutlnies, Wotj^ 
Ryders, Collyers, Joneses, Fraucklins, Pilkingtons, Huddleston Wynnes, and 
ffiffernans.” They did not consider themselves small fry, but busy and 

boisterous enoiigh-the Irish among, them fighting with the Scotch, and both with the 
English; and perhaps the last-named Irishman, Hiffernan, ought to have a place in 
literary history still, as the inventor of the grand word “impecumosity. But in 
midst of these less-known or forgotten one would seek out now the figures of those 
who were undoubtedly the Thanies-kindlers in chief. And ist among lese com® 
Johnson, now fortv-seven years of age, and a Londoner already for nearly twenty 
years-not yet “Dr.,” and not in possession of his literary dictatorshj, though 
advancing, towards it. The poet Young was alive in old ap, and at least 
occasionally in London ; and Londoners confirmed were Richardpn, appioachmg 
his seventieth year, and with all his novels published, and Smollett, not past his 
thirty-seventh year, but with some of his best novels published, and now working 
hard at histories, reviews, and all sorts of things. Fielding had been eat tip 
years, and Sterne, though some years over forty, had not yet been heard ol. 1 he 
poet Collins was dying, in madness, at Chichester. Slump together Uie veteran 
and not much-liked Mallet, and Armstrong, Glover, Akenside, Garrick, Foote, 
Murphy, and the Wartons, without being too particular in inquiring whether they 
were all in London habitually at the exact time under consideration ; remember 
also that Chesterfield, Warburton, Dyer, Shenstone, Gray, Horace Walpole, and 
Mason were alive here or there in England, and could be in London if they liked, 
and that away in Scotland, only dreaming of London in the distance, weie a few 
northern lights, with Allan Ramsay still surviving among them ; finally imagine 
Burke, who was Goldsmith’s junior, already an adventurer in London, and such 
other men of about Goldsmith’s own age as Percy of the Ballads, the satirist 
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Churchill, and the elder Geoi'ge Colman, either come to London or tending 
thither and you will have an idea of the state of the world of British letters 
at the end of the Second George’s reign, and also some rough notion of the 
extent to which that world and its interests interpenetrated London when Goldsmith 
first gazed about in the crowded streets. And who was the nominal chief or 
laureate? Who but Colley Cibber, of whom Johnson had written — 

Great George’s acts let tuneful Cibber sing, 

For Nature formed the poet for the king. 

But Cibber, who was now eighty-four years of age, did not live beyond 1757. He 
was succeeded by a William Whitehead, whose laureateship extended from 1757 to 
1788. The whole of Goldsmith’s literary career, as it happened, and large portions 
also of the lives of Johnson, Smollett, Burke, Garrick, Reynolds, and others whom 
we now associate with Goldsmith, fell within the laureateship of this memorable 
Whitehead. 

We have been attaching Goldsmith to the London world of letters somewhat in 
anticipation of his own efforts at any such connexion. Not to set the Thames on 
fire, but to get anything whatever to do by which he could earn sheer bread for hi? 
own teeth and mouth, with a daily gulp of beer, was the poor fellow’s one object 
during a whole year after liis arrival in London. It was desperate work, and the 
details were locked up, for the most part, in his own memory, and never told 
connectedly to anybody. “When I lived among the beggars in Axe Lane,” he 
would sometimes afterwards say with a laugh ; and there are traces of him in various 
capacities just above . Axe Lane and its beggars. He was, for some time, an usher 
somewhere under a false name; he was then employed in the shop of a druggist in 
Fish-street Hill ; next he is heard of as having set up for himself as a physician among 
the poor of Bankside, and as wearing a miserable second-hand suit of green and 
gold ; and again he is found as reader for the press to Richardson, the novelist and 
printer, in his printing-office in Salisbury Court, Fleet Street. Of this last con- 
nexion, in which one might liave fancied some likelihood, nothing more came than 
some acquaintance with Richardson himself and a sight of the poet Young; and 
Goldsmith had some glorious project of getting appointed to go out to the East, on 
a salary of 300/. a year, to decipher the inscriptions on ‘Hhe Written Mountains” 
(the necessary Arabic to be learnt in the process), when an ushership in a boarding- 
school of the better sort turned up at Peckham. Here he lived for some time with 
Dr. Milner, a Dissenting minister, the proprietor of the school, and was apparently 
not worse off than other ushers. One day, however, Griffiths, the bookseller of 
Paternoster Row, dined with the Milners, and, from something he saw or had heard 
of the Irish usher, fancied he might be useful for hackwork on the Monthly Review 
— a periodical which had been started by Griffiths in 1749 Whig principles, but 
against which a Tory rival had recently been set up in the Criiical Revieiv, edited by 
Smollett. After getting some specimens of what Goldsmith could do in the kind 
of work wanted^ Griffiths was discerning enough to engage him. Accordingly, in 
April 1757, he took up his quarters in the house of Griffiths, over the shop in 
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tl«^:ior board, lodging, and some small 
!.t rv besides lie was to write such articles and reviews of books a,s_ might be 
remiLd from’ him. Griffiths, and .(what was wome for Goldy) Mm. OnlUhs, were 

to\c judges of the articles, and were to clip and doctor them to sui . , , 

B hold Goldsmith at last with the pen put into h.s hand-h.s one predestined 
inst— t in the world ! In the circumstances, however, he does not seem to have 
taken to it kindly. For five months, indeed, he sat daily m his luoin lu the 
bookseller’s house from nine o’clock till two, and sometimes later, wMing, or sup- 
posed to be writing, notices of books and such-like for the Mon hly /u, Ills 
Ltributions, longer and shorter, in the successive numbers of he Aiw/cre from 
Sil to SepJembtr 1757 , have been picked out from among the articles supp bed by 
^ members of the Griffiths staff-Griffiths himself, Ruffhead, Graingei, Kalp i, 
Kippis, Langhorne, &c. They include a paper on Mallets “Mythology of the 
Sts,” and reviews of Home’s “Douglas,” Burke’s “ Essay on the Sublinm and 
BLi ifid,” .Smollett’s “History of England,” Voltaire’s “ Universal _ History, 
Wilkie's “Epigoniad,” and the “Odes” of Gray. They were lair magasine-articles 
of the kind then going, and something of Goldsmith’s lightness .and ease o s y e i, 
discernible in all or most ol them. But, whether because t.oldsmith s late of 
industry did not satisfy the. metlnxlical bookseller, or because Mrs. C,nftiths did not 
like his ways, or because the tampering of both with what he wrote and their 
general treatment of him hurt his sensitiveness, the engagement, which had been foi 
; year, was broken .short at the end of the five months. A new hand, named 
Kcurick, took Goldsmith’s place as Griffiths’s resident hack ; and Goldsmith was 
again adrift-not absolutely cashiered by Griffiths, and indeed still writing for him, 
togh they were not on the best of terms, but at liberty to take other work. 

Why dwell over the particulars of the next year or two of Goldsmith s anonymous 
drudgery? Let the merest sketch suffice In or about September 1757, after leaving 
Griffiths, he went into a garret somewhere near Salisbury Square ; and here it was 
that his youngest brother, Charles, came in upon him, and lived for a day orlwo 
with him ruefully, on his way to Jamaica. He was then living on translations from 
the French and other things, still chiefly for Griffiths, with the Temple Exchange 
Coffee House, near Temple Bar, as his daily house of call, where letters could 
be addressed to him, and where he could meet and talk with a few fellow-craftsmen 
like himself, or somewhat more flourishing. Then he is traced going back for a 
little while, in his despair, to his ushership at Peckham— only, however, to emeige 
again and resume literary hackwork. In I 75 ^ found living in No. 12, Gieen 
Arbour Court, Old Bailey—a dingy little old square, approached from Farringdon 
Street by a passage called Break-Neck Steps, now all demolished, and siii giving 
only in Washington Irving’s description of it when he visited it for Goldsmith’s 
and found it a colony of washerwomen, and slovenly with wash-tubs on the 
and clothes hung to dry on lines from the windows. Here, when it 
same state, Goldsmith lived from some time in 1758 till late 
II. was king no longer, but young George III. reigned 
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in liis stead. Here, tliroiigli part of 1758 and part of 1759, he was at his very 
worst. Never having quite ceased to hope something from his medical studies 
and his degree of M.B., he had set his heart on going out to India as a medical 
officer in the Company’s service, and had actually, through Dr. Milner, obtained 
the promise of some such appointment on the Coromandel coast. This prospect 
failing in some unexplained way, he resolved to try for an appointment as surgeon’s 
mate in the Army or Navy. The result appears from an entry in the books of 
the College of Surgeons. At a Court of the Examiners for the College, held on 
the 2ist of December, 1758, in the Old Bailey, not far from Goldsmith’s lodging, 
various candidates were found qualified for appointments. Among them was a James 
Barnard, who passed as “ mate to an hospital;” after the record of which fact 
there is this brief entry, “Oliver Goldsmith, found not qualified for ditto.” It 
was a dreadful blow, not only on account of the shame should the fact become 
known (it was pretty well kept secret during Goldy’s lifetime), but also on account 
of some immediate consequences. To appear becomingly before the examiners 
he had wanted a new suit of clothes ; and, though by this time he had begun to 
have dealings wdth other publishers than Griffiths — with Newbery, the proprietor 
of the Literary Magazine, and with Archibald Hamilton, the proprietor of the 
Critical Review, which Smollett edited— yet it xvas to Griffiths that he had ap- 
plied in his difficulty. For four articles contributed in advance for the Monthly 
Revieiu Griffiths had become his security to the tailor for the new suit, on condition 
that the suit should be returned or paid for within a certain time. But, four days 
after Goldsmith’s rejection at Surgeons’ Hall, his landlord, to whom he was in 
arrears, was hauled off to prison for debt, and, to help somewhat in the landlady’s 
distress, not only the new suit went into pawn, but the books of Griffiths which 
Goldsmith had for review. Griffiths, learning the fact, and probably all the angrier 
with Goldsmith because he had written for Hamilton and the rival Review; 
demanded his books, called Goldsmith a “sharper” and a “villain,” and threatened 
all sorts of horrors. “Sir,” wrote Goldsmith in reply, “I know of no misery 
“but a jail to which my own imprudences and your letter seem to point. I have 
“seen it inevitable these three or four weeks, and, by heavens! request it as a 
“favour— as a favour that may prevent somewhat more fatal. I have been some 
“ years struggling with a wretched being, wdth all that contempt which indigence 
“ brings with it, with all those strong passions which make contempt insupportable.” 
But Griffiths’s bark was worse than his bite, and Goldsmith was let live on in Green 
Arbour Court. 

An extract or two from letters written by him to his Irish relatives and friends, 
either shortly before or shortly after his rejection by the College of Surgeons, will 
picture him better in this time of his deepest distress than any mere description. 
“Whether I eat or starve,” he writes to his brother-in-law Hodson at Lissoy, “live 
“ in a first floor or four pair of stairs high, I still remember them [his Irish friends] with 
‘ ‘ pleasure ; nay, my very country comes in for a share of my affection. U naccoun table 
“fondness for country, this maladic du pays, as the French call it ! Unaccountable 
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“that he should still have an affection for a place who never, when in it, received 
“ above common civility ; who never brought anything out of it but his brogue and 
“ his blunders ! Surely my affection is equally ridiculous with the Scotchman’s, who 
“ refused to be cured of the itch, because it made him unco’ thoiighthil of his wife 
“ and bonny Inverary.” He goes on to say that, if he went to the opera, where 
Signora Columba was pouring forth all the mazes of melody, it only made him sigli 
for Lissoy fireside and “ Johnny Armstrong’s Last Good Night” from the lips of 
Peggy Golden, and that, if he climbed Hampstead Hill, the magnificent prospect 
thence only made him think of the dearer landscape from tlie little mount before 
Lissoy Gate. Again in a letter to an old college friend, Bryanton, whom he jocosely 
takes to task for having forgotten him : “ God’s curse, Sir ! who am I ? Eh 1 wlm 
“am I? Do you know whom you have offended? A man whose character may 
“one of these days he mentioned with profound respect in a German comment or 
“Dutch Dictionaiy,- whose name you will probably hear ushered in by a ‘doctis- 
“simusdoctisshnorum,’ or heel-pieced with a long Latin termination. . . . There will 
“ come a day, no doubt it will— I beg you may live a couple of hundred years longer 
“ only to see the day— when the. Scaligers and Daciers will vindicate my character, 
“ give learned editions of my labours, and bless the times with copious comments on 
“the text. You shall see how they will fish up the heavy scoundrels who disregard 
“me now, or will then offer to cavil at my productions. How will they bewail the 
“times that suffered so much genius to lie neglected ! If ever my works find their 
“ way to Tartary or China, I know the consequence. Suppose one of your Chinese 
“ Owanowitzers instructing one of your Tartarian Chianobacchi— you see I use 
“ Chinese names to show my erudition, as I shall soon make our Chinese talk like 
“an Englishman to show his. This may be the subject of the lecture, ‘Oliver 
“ Goldsmith flourished in the i8th and 19th centuries. He lived to be an hundred 
“ and three years old, and in that age may be justly styled the Sun of Literature and 
“ the Confucius of Europe,”’ &c. Again, in a letter to his cousin, Uncle Contarine’s 
daughter, now Mrs. Lauder: “Alas ! I have many a fatigue to encounter before that 
“ happy time arrives when your poor old simple friend may again give a loose to the 
“luxuriance of his nature, sitting by Kilmore fireside, recount the various adventures 
“ of a hardffought life, laugh over the follies of the day, join his flute to your harp- 
“sichord, and forget that ever he starved in those streets where Butler and Otway 
“ starved before him.”. And, best of all, in a long letter to his brother Henry : “ It 
“ gives me some pain to think I am almost beginning the world at the age of thirty- 
“ one. Though I never had a day’s illness since I saw you, I am not that strong active 
“ man you once knew me. You scarcely can conceive how much eight years of 
“disappointment, anguish, and study, have worn me down. If I remember right, 
“you are seven or eight years older than me ; yet I dare venture to say that, if a 
“ stranger saw us both, he would pay me the honours of seniority. Imagine to yoiir- 
“ self a pale melancholy visage, with two great wrinkles between the eyebrows, with 
“ an eye disgustingly severe, and a big wig ; and you have a perfect picture of my 
“ present appearance. ... 1 can neither laugh nor drink ; have contracted a hesi- 
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“ tating, disagreeable manner of speaking,, and a visage that looks ill-nature itself ; 

in short, I have thought myself into a settled melancholy, and an utter disgust of 
‘>all that life brings with it. . . . Your last letter, I repeat it, was too short ; you 
should have given me your opinion of the design of the heroi-comical poem which 
I sent you. You remember I intended to introduce the hero of the poem as lying 
‘‘ in a paltry alehouse. You may take the following specimen of the manner, which 
“ I flatter myself is quite original. The room in which he lies may be described 
somewhat in this way — 

“ ‘ The window, patched with paper, lent a ray 
“ That feebly showed the state in which he lay ; 

“ The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread, 

“ The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ; 

“ The game of goose was there exposed to view, 

“ And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 

“ The Seasons, framed with listing, found a place, 

“ And Prussia’s monarch showed his lamp-black face. 

“ The morn was cold ; he views with keen desire 
‘‘ A rusty grate unconscious of a fire ; 

“ An unpaid reckoning on the frieze was scored, 

" And five cracked teacups dressed the chimney-board.’ ” 

This last letter was written in February 1759, and within a month or two after 
that date thing.s took a turn for the better with Goldsmith. His writings, hitherto, 
had been but anonymous hackwork in the Monthly Revie 7 v, the Literary Magazine^ 
and the Critical Review, with two translations from the French, both for Griffiths — 
one a novel; the other entitled ‘‘Memoirs of a Protestant condemned to the 
Galleys of France for his Religion,” published in two volumes in February 1758, 
under the borrowed name of James Williiigton. But one consequence of his quarrel 
with Griffiths had been an engagement to pay off his unsettled score with that 
bookseller for the suit of clothes, and earn something besides, by writing A Life 
of Voltaire, to be published along with a new translation of the Henriade. The 
life and the translation were advertised by Griffiths in February 1759, as then 
about to appear ; and, though this intention was not carried into effect, and both 
remained to be published in another form, the Life was probably ready by March, if 
not earlier. But, better still, Goldsmith had for some time been engaged on a 
little treatise of his own designing, which he intended to be his first avowed 
publication, and on which, accordingly, he was bestowing pains. The batch of 
letters to his Irish friends and relatives from which we have quoted had been in 
great part occasioned by his desire to announce to them this forthcoming perform- 
ance, and to obtain through them Irish subscribers for English copies in advance, so 
as to prevent the Dublin booksellers from reprinting it and thus depriving him 
of the benefits of an Irish sale. Little or nothing seems to have been done in the 
desired way by his Irish friends when, in April I 7 S 9 » the book was published in 
London by the Dodsleys, in a respectable duodecimo, and with the title 
Inquiry into the Present State of Polite Learning in Eurot)eP It is the first 
publication of Goldsmith’s in which one need now look for anything of his real 
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mind, and is still well worth reading. Though his name did not appear on the 
title-page, he had no wish to conceal the authorship, but quite the contrary ; and, as 
the notices of it that immediately or soon appeared were on the whole very 
favourable {with the exception of one in Griffiths’s Monthly Review^ written by 
Kenrick, his successor as the hack for that periodical, and lull of personal 
scurrility), the publication attracted attention to Goldsmith and won him some 
reputation even in the crowded London market of letters. From that date his 
connexion with Hamilton, the publisher of the Critical Re-vird’, and with Smollett, 
its editor, became closer, and his services as a contributor more in demand witli 
them I and towards the end of the year 1759 there appears even to have been some 
competition by knowing ones in “the trade’’ for the use of the light and easy ]>en 
which Griffiths had not sufficiently valued. Thus, when in October I 7 S 9 > tbo 
bookseller Wilkie started The Bee, a weekly periodical of essays, dramatic criticisms, 
&c., price yl., and also a new magazine called The Lad)h Magazine, nominally 
intended chiefly for lady-readers, who but Goldsmith was the chief essayist and 
critic in the one, and the principal writer in llie other? Not the less for this 
association with Wilkie in these two periodicals was he a contributor to a third 
periodical. The Busy Body, started at the same time l>y another bookseller, 
Pottinger, and published thrice a week. To be sure, both The and The Busy 
Body were short-lived — the one reaching but its eighth number, and the other its 
twelfth. But Goldsmith’s papers in them were noted at the time, and those in 
The Bee were in such demand afterwards that they had to be reprinted ; and, 
after both periodicals had ceased, there were still the Critical Rezdm and the 
Lady's Magazine to write for. 

Acquaintances, too, were multiplying round Goldsmith. Even in his worst 
distress the sociable creature had made himself at home with his landlord’s family ; 
his flute, and sweetmeats, when he had them, were at the service of the children of 
Green Arbour Court, some of whom grew up to remember him and tell anecdotes 
of him ; and we hear of one person, an ingenious watchmaker of the neighbourhood, 
used to spend evenings with him. Then, according to Thackeray’s observation 
there never was an Irishman so low in circumstances but there was some other 
lower still and looking up to him and going errands for him, there were 
fellow-countrymen of Goldsmith clinging to him, to be helped by him when 
could hardly help himself — especially a certain Ned Purdon, who had been his 
schoolfellow. At the Temple Coffee House, also, there were opportunities for 
something like general society. But in the course of 1759 we have more distinct 
traces of Goldsmith’s contact with known men in London. It was in March in 
before the publication of Goldsmith’s the Slate 0/ Folite 
that the Rev. Mr. Percy, afterwards Bishop Percy of the Ballads, paid 
that first memorable visit to him in Green Arbour Court, the queer incidents of 
which he used afterwards to describe. From that day Percy and Goldsmith were 
friends for life. Garrick’s first encounter with Goldsmith was several months later, 
and much less pleasant, The secretaryship of the Society of Arts being vacant, 
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Goldsmith was anxious to obtain the post, and waited on the gteat actor to solicit 
his vote and interest. Garrick, it is said, reminded him of a passage in his 
Polite Learnings and asked how he could expect his support after that. It was a 
passage in which, while discussing the prospects of the drama, Goldsmith had 
expressed rather sharply the common complaint then made against theatre-managers, 
that they neglected contemporary talent and lived on old stock-plays which cost 
them nothing. “ Indeed,” said Goldy bluntly, “I spoke my mind, and believe I 
said what was veiy right’'’ And so they parted civilly, and it was long before 
Garrick and Goldsmith came really together. Quite otherwise it was between 
Goldsmith and Smollett It is pleasant to think of these two, perhaps the most 
strongly contrasted humorists and men of genius of their day — the simple, gentle- 
hearted, sweet-styled Irishman, and the bold, splenetically-independent, irascible, 
richly-inventive, rough-writing, but sombre and melancholic Scotchman— -to think of 
these two as knit together by some mutual regard, when Smollett was already in 
the full bustle of his fame and industry, and Goldy was struggling and needed 
employment. During the whole of I 7 S 9 > ns we have seen, they had been, to some 
extent, fellow -workmen. And in the end of that year there was a visit of Smollett, 
along with the bookseller Newbery of St. Paul’s Churchyard, to Goldsmith’s 
lodgings in Green Arbour Court, which led to important results. 

Though London already swarmed with periodicals, the indefatigable Smollett, 
then recently released from his three months’ imprisonment for libel, had projected a 
new sixpenny monthly, to be called The British Magazine ; and Newbery, besides 
having an interest in this magazine, had resolved on the larger attempt of a daily 
newspaper, price 2\d,, to be called The Public Ledger, It was to secure Goldsmith’s 
services in both these undertakings that they had called upon him. Accordingly, 
from the first appearance of the British Magazine, on the ist of January, 1760, with 
a fervid dedication to Pitt, and the unusual distinction of a royal licence to Dr. 
^ Smollett as its editor, Goldsmith was a regular contributor to its pages -his essays 

^ and criticisms forming perhaps the chief attraction of the magazine after Smollett’s 

i novel of “Sir Lancelot Greaves,” which appeared there in successive instalments till 

; its conclusion in December 1761. Goldsmith’s contributions to this magazine 

extended even into 1762, and included at least twenty separate essays, of which some 
; were in his most charming style. But it was in the Public Ledger that he made his 
great liit. He had been engaged by Newbery to furnish for this newspaper an article 
‘ of some amusing kind twice a week, to be paid for at the rate of a guinea per article. 

» He had already written one or two articles to suit, when the idea stnick him of 

I bringing on the scene an imaginary philosophic Chinaman, resident in London after 

t long wanderings from home, and of making the adventures of this Chinaman, and 

1 his observations of men and things in the Western world, as recorded in letters supposed 

I to be written by him to friends in China, together with the replies of these friends, 

I the material for a series of papers which should consist of character-sketches, social 


- satire, and whimsical reflection on all sorts of subjects, connected by a slight thread 

f pf story. He liad al\^•ays had a fancy for Ghiim and the Chinese, and an anticipation 






of this idea will be found in one of his letters from which we have already quoted. 
The first of Goldsmith's “ Chinese Letters,” as they came soon to be called, 
appeared in the ledger on the 24tli of Jan. 1760, with no intimation that there was 
be a series of them ; the second appeared on the 29th ; the third on the 3rst ; and 
from that date so eagerly were they expected, and so much did they contribute to the 
of the Ledger, that Newbery gave them the most conspicuous place in the paper. 
Ninety-eight letters in all appeared in the course of 1760 ; and these, completed by 
subsequent stragglers in the Ledger, and by the incorporation of other papers in the 
same vein published elsewhere, formed eventually that delightful, if somewhat too 
lengthy, Citken of the World, whose place among our English classics is now sure 
after more than a hundred years. It was while all London was reading the Chinese 
Letters” and becoming fond of the philosophic Chinaman, and his friends, the 
Gentleman in Black, Beau Tibbs, and the rest, that George II. died, and his grand- 
son, George III., began his reign. The glorious ministry of Pitt was brought to an 
abrupt end soon after, and the favourite Bute came into power, drawing Scotchmen 
in his train, and rousing the unanimous execration of all England against everything 
was or could be called Scottish. 

A change probably as important to Goldsmith personally as the change of king 
and of ministry was his removal, towards the end of 1760, from Green Arbour Court 
to superior lodgings in Wine Office Court, Fleet Street. Here, through the rest of 
1760 and through 1761 and 1762, his work for the Public Ledger and the British 
Magazine continued to be a considerable part of his occupation. Not the whole, 
He had not quitted his hold of the Lady's Magazine; of which periodical, 
indeed, he appears to have become virtual editor some time in 1760. Among his 
contributions to it in 1761 were successively-published portions of that Life of Voltaire 
he had written for Griffiths two years before, but which had, for some reason 
or other, remained in manuscript. But, naturally, it was for Newbery that Gold- 
smith’s literary services were now chiefly reserved. This worthy publisher, whose 
red face, bustling benevolence, and zeal in getting up nice children’s books, Goldsmith 
has celebrated in a well-known passage, did not confine himself merely to children’s 
books and periodicals, but had a flourishing general business besides. He had 
been for many a year paymaster and advancer of loans to needy men tsf the 
literary tribe, including his own son-in-law Christopher Smart, and also Johnson. 

: man to let Goldsmith, who had done such a stroke of work for him 
rust for want of employment. He seems, indeed, to have taken 
a kind of charge, partly for Goldy’s benefit, and partly with a view 
own profit. The very lodging in Wine Office Court to which Goldy had 
removed was in a house the tenant of which was a relative of Newbery’s. Here 
Newbery could have him at command, not only for the Ledger, but for all kinds of 
miscellaneous work — compilations, pamphlets on this and that, revisions of other 
people’s books, prefaces to such, abridgments of such books as Plutarch’s Lives, 
conclusions of historical manuals left unfinished, translations from the French, and 
moral articles for the Christians Magazine, then edited for Newbery, 
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^ for circulation among the religious, by poor, Unhanged Dr. Dodd. The amount of 
*' such work done for Newbery by Goldsmith between 1760 and 1763, and traceable 
still in cash-accounts between them, is very large; and much remains untraceable. 
On the whole, though it was dreadful task-work, Goldy found it worth while, in 
respect of the money it brought him. His receipts at this time, and chiefly fnnn 
Newbery, may be calculated at what would be equivalent now to about 250/, or 300/. 

( a year; and, though he was generally on the debtor side in Newbery’s books, for 

I work paid for in part beforehand, there is yet evidence that the Goldsmith of Wine 

f Office Court was, socially, in a different plight from the Goldsmith of Green 

^ Arbour Square. Not only does he frequent the theatres and taverns, attend 

I meetings of the Society of Arts, and drop in on Monday evenings at the famous 

I Robin Hood Debating Society in Butcher Row, where, under the presidency of 

“the eloquent baker” Caleb Jeacocke, young lawyers and fledgling wits discussed 
religion and politics ; he even “receives” in his own lodging, is sponged upon there 
I for guineas and half-guineas by rascals that know his good nature, and sometimes 

I gives literary suppers. One such supper, given by him in Wine Office Court, 

I is memorable. It was on the 31st of May, 1761. Whether Johnson had met 

Goldsmith before is uncertain ; most probably he had, for the author of the 
Inquiry into Polite Learning and the Chhiese Letters can hardly have remained 
a stranger to him; bnt this, at all events, was their first meeting not merely 
casual. Johnson had accepted Goldsmith’s invitation to meet a largish party of 
friends, and Percy w^as to accompany him. As the two were walking to Wine 
Office Court, Percy observed, to his surprise, that Johnson had on “ a new suit 
of clothes,” with “a new wig nicely powdered,” and everything in style to match. 
! Struck with such a variation from Johnson’s usual habits, he ventured a 
I remark on the subject. “Why, sir,” said Johnson in reply, “I hear that Gold- 
smith, who is a very great sloven, justifies his disregard of cleanliness and decency 

! by quoting my practice, and I am desirous this night to show’ him a better example.” 
And so the two went to Goldy’s rooms, and the door was shut behind them and the 
others ; and there was, no doubt, much noise and splendid talk far into the night ; 
but it has not been reported, for there was no Boswell there. But from that 
day began the immortal intimacy of the gentle Goldsmith with the great Johnson, 
and all that peculiar radiance over the London of the eighteenth century which 
we still trace to the conjunction of their figures in its antique streets. Of only 
I three of his contemporaries in the English world of letters had Goldsmith written 
I with admiration approaching to enthusiasm — Smollett, the poet Gray, and Johnson. 

I A recluse at Cambridge, Gray was inaccessible. With Smollett an acquaintance 
had already been established ; but the resident London life of the overworked and 
melancholic novelist was nearly over, and he was about to be a wanderer thenceforth 
in search of health. But at last Goldsmith had happened on that most massive and 
central of the thrcc, towards whom in any case all intellectual London consciously 
or unconsciously gravitated. Johnson was then in his fifty- second year, living in 
t cliambers in Inner Temple Lane— not yet *<Pr.j” and not yet pensioned, though 
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the best of his work before 1 ™"' ^ bookseller Newbery continued till 

The convenient bondage of Go Newbciy published the 

the end of 1764. or even ‘ ^ • „iving Giildsmitli five guineas for tlic , 

CV&r» oftke World in its Goldsmith, whose health had 1 

new copyright Somewhat kter m the s, ^ p,, recreation; f 

suffered from his recent materials for a memoir of Beau Nash, i 

and from Bath he brought back to . p-ashion at Bath, then just dead. | 

the famous master of the ceremonies » Newbery gave him fourteen , 

guineas, was published in Oc obt 7 s means a book- 1 

msK Es,, It was immediately popiilai p.ecniber. : 

buyer, is found purchasing a copy, an ‘ ■ j„atter of domicile, or ^ 

ByVis time Goldsmith had made a neiv -“SemenUii 

Newbery had made a new auangemen^^^^^^^^ apartments were taken 

either given up or retamea mr ^ _ TcUiyMnn in the house of a Mrs. f 

in the suburban neighbourhood o ^e^y^^ery himself resided. 

Elkaheth Fleming, close to Canonhuiy > Goldsmith’s board and : 

The terms with Mrs. Fleming were ^ „„dertook to make 

lodging— equivalent to about i ^ ‘ whatever might be Goldsmith’s 

the “"tlte main point, and with only his incidental 

earnings. Thus ^ considerable enough, for a guinea could 

expenses to be ha^ a gaudy taste in 

never remain a day whole in his p , _ Harrow in | 

tbe e^ent of the work ; and Goldsmith drew, or overdrew, for what he w anted . 
he wnhim S the bookseller to look at the state of affairs every quar er 
he cam! to pay Mrs. Fleming her 12/. lor., together with any litt e extras for 

LX; S &c., incurred^ with her by Goldsmith Tha‘ - 

kept most punctual accounts, and does not seem to have been at all exact^, 
in the exX; for! when Goldsmith brought a friend home to dinner mnd tea, 
especially if it was the Irish physician Dr. Redmond, her 

nothing on that account, but only to make such an entry as this m the bill- Dr. 
Remaps dinner and tea, o/. or. onf.” There is some reason to believe tha mnong 
the friends who sometimes visited Goldsmith in his Islington lodgings, but aie not 
recorded to have had gratis dinners from Mrs. Fleming, was the painter Hogan, 
then in the last years of his life. Altogether, in these lodgings Goldsmith seems to 
bave been tolerably comfortable and tolerably industrious through 1763 and 1764. 
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Among the fruits of his industry, in addition to a great deal of miscellaneous work 
which need not be inquired after particularly (though, if Goody T%vo Shoes were 
really his, one would like to know it), was a History of England in a series of Letters 
from a Nobleman to his Son. This work, which must not be confounded with a 
subsequent History of England from his pen, was published by Newbery in two 
pocket volumes in June 1764. The title was a ruse to attract attention to the book, 
and it succeeded. It was attributed to Lord Chesterfield or Lord Orrery, and then 
very generally to Lord Lyttelton, and became very popular. Goldsmith, having 
received 21/., which remained as the balance due to him for the work, did not wish 
to undeceive the public. He had, indeed, by him, finished or nearly finished, certain 
things of his own, not written to Newbery’s order, but for private pleasure, and for 
which he cared more than for any compilation. But of these presently. 

Islington, though more out of the bustle of central London then than it is now, 
was not so far off but that a walk every other day would bring Goldsmith into 
Fleet Street and its purlieus. And more and more now there were attractions for 
Goldsmith tn that cosy heart of London. His acquaintance with Johnson had led 
to his introduction to Mr. (not yet Sir Joshua) Reynolds, then forty years of age, 
living in his mansion in Leicester Square, and hospitable, with his kind serenity of 
disposition and his 6,000/. a year of income, to the largest circle of attached friends 
that any man ever drew around him. At those metes cocnccque Deiim at Reynolds’s 
in Leicester Square, long afterwards remembered with such relish by Boswell, 
Goldsmith was certainly welcome even thus early. Here he would meet Burke, 
who barely remembered him at Trinity 'College, Dublin ; and sometimes he and 
Johnson, leaving Reynolds’s, and parting with Burke at the door, would go down 
the Strand to Johnson’s chambers in Inner Temple Lane, or perhaps (for 
Johnson hated early hours) drop in, for more talk, at the Mitre Tavern in Fleet 
Street. Just at this time, too, Boswell’s visage does begin to be seen on the skirts 
of the group of which he was to be so singularly intimate a member, and whose 
history he wms to write for the whole world. He had been up to London for the 
first time in 1 760, a mere lad of twenty years, but already a devoted worshipper of 
Johnson, and possessed with a passion for being introduced to him. He had failed 
in that object then ; but in the end of 1762 he was again in London on his way to 
Utrecht to study law. Two chapters in his “Life of Johnson ”~two as interesting 
chapters of anecdote as ever man wrote— preserve the particulars of that visit, 
which extended over more than six months, or to August 1 763. Early in the visit, 
M appears, he met Goldsmith at dinner at the house of Thomas Davies, the ex-actor 
and bookseller, in Russell Street, Covent Garden — whose shop was perhaps then 
the most noted afternoon rendezvous in London for poets, wits, dramatists, and 
literary gossips. Improving this meeting, he had even, he tells us, become “ pretty 
well acquainted” with Goldsmith before he made that greater acquaintanceship 
for which his soul panted. What mattered it to know Goldsmith, with Wilkes, 
Churchill, Lloyd, Robert Dodsley, and others — to all of whom the eager young fellow 
had somehow pushed his way — so long as Johnson was unknown? At last the 
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momentous day came — Monday the i 6 th May, 1763* Boswell was sitting with 
Mr. and Mrs. Davies in the back -parlour behind their shop, where indeed he 
seems to have been for some time on the watch for the apparition that now 
presented itself. It was Johnson at last, rolling into the shop, as large as life, 
to have a talk wdth Davies. “Mr. Davies,” says Boswell, “mentioned my name 
“and respectfully introduced me to him. I was much agitated; and, recollecting 
“his prejudice against the Scotch, of which I had heard much, I said to Davies, 
“ ‘Don’t tell him where I come from.’ ‘From Scotland,’ cried Davies, roguishly. 
“ ‘Mr. Johnson,’ said I, ‘I do indeed come from Scotland, but I cannot help it.’ 
“ ‘That, Sir, I find, is. what a very great many of your countrymen cannot help.’ 
“This stroke stunned me a good deal; and, when we sat down, I felt myself 
“ not a little embarrassed, and apprehensive of what might come next. He then 
“ addressed himself to Davies, ‘What do you think of Garrick? He has refused 
“me an order for the play for Miss Williams, because he knows that the house 
“will be full, and that an order will be worth three shillings.’ Eager to take 
“any opening to get into conversation with him, I ventured to say, ‘O Sir, I 
“cannot think Mr. Garrick w^ould grudge such a trifle to you.’ ‘Sir,’ said he 
“with a stern look, ‘ I have known David Garrick longer than you have done, 
“ and I know no right you have to talk to me on the subject.’ ” Here w'as 
a knock-down for the young enthusiast — only two-and-twenty years of age, it is 
to be remembered in his favour. But one of the best things ever said of Boswell 
was what Goldsmith said of him not long afterwards. Some one had called him 
a “Scotch cur.” “No, no,” replied Goldsmith, ‘‘you are too severe; he is only 
a Scotch bur, Tom Davies threw him at Johnson in sport, and he has the faculty 
of stkkin^.^* He showed this faculty by the way in which he took Johnson’s 
first rebuff. Much as it discomposed him, it did not prevent him from calling 
on Johnson a week afterwards; he called again on the 13th of June, and was 
delighted to hear Johnson ask why he had not returned sooner; and, in fact, 
within a week or two from that time the queer Scotch lad had w'ound himself 
into Johnson’s affections in a way that surprised everybody. Sixteen different 
meetings and conversations with Johnson, besides those already mentioned, are 
duly chronicled by Boswell as having made him happy during the six or seven 
weeks longer he remained in town — some in Johnson’s chambers, some in Boswell’s, 
some at supper at the Mitre or another tavern, and one, which lasted a whole day, 
at Greenwich down the river. At most of these meetings Boswell kept Johnson 
all to himself; but on the 1st of July Goldsmith was with them at the Mitre; and 
on the 6th, when Boswell gave Johnson a formal supper at the Mitre, Goldsmith 
was again there, with two other guests. Something like a jealousy of Goldsmith, 
indeed, on account of his established intimacy with Johnson, and Johnson’s 
professed regard for him, seems to have mingled with the pleasure of Bozzy’s 
first revel of six weeks in Johnson’s society. It is exactly at this point of his 
“ Life of Johnson,” at all events, that he introduces his general sketch of Goldsmith 
with a view to his frequent appearances thereafter in the narrative ; and in the 
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depreciating tone of this sketch, with its often-quoted statements as to Goldsmith’s 
vanity and his ridiculous ways of showing it, we have the anticipation of all that 
Boswell would let himself feel or think about Goldsmith to the very end. With 
Boswell, Goldsmith was but the foil to Johnson. And yet— -foiy though jealous, 
Bozzy could not but be honest— there are passages, even in this first sketch he 
gives of Goldsmith, which make amends. He tells us what Johnson said to him 
of Goldsmith when his name was first mentioned between them. “ Dr. Goldsmith,” 
said Johnson, “is one of the first men we now have as an author, and he is a very 
worthy man too ” — praise which, as Goldsmith was then known only or chiefly by 
his Inquiry into the State of Polite Learning and his Citizen of the World, seemed 
rather over the mark to the hearer. Again he informs us how “ Goldsmith’s 
respectful attachment to Johnson ” equally struck him, and how Goldsmith’s 
incidental remarks about Johnson increased his admiration of Johnson’s goodness 
of heart. For example, when some reference was made to Mr. Levett, whom 
, Johnson maintained as a pensioner under his own roof, Goldsmith said to Boswell, 
“He is poor and honest, which is recommendation enough to Johnson;” and 
again, when Boswell referred to some man of known bad character with surprise 
that Johnson should be kind to such a person, “He is now become miserable,’’ 
said Goldsmith, “ and that ensures the protection of Johnson.” On the whole, 
the relations between Johnson and Goldsmith were so cordial that Boswell must 
have thought with a pang how much they would be together, and what talk of 
Johnson’s Goldsmith would hear, when he should be in London no longer to 
partake of such happiness, but away in Utrecht, studying law. If anything could 
have reconciled him to the coming absence, it was the extraordinary proof given, 
before he went, how thoroughly he, an unknown Scotch lad, whom Johnson had 
< never seen till he met him in Davis’s shop, had won the big man’s heart. To 
-have heard Johnson say to him, “ There are few people whom I take so much 
to as you,” was much ; but to hear him farther say, as the day for his departure 
f approached, “I must see thee out of England ; I will accompany you to Harwich,” 

was sheer ecstasy. And actually to Harwich Johnson, while all London wondered, 
did accompany the young cub, giving him good advices all the way, and at last 
seeing him off. “ My revered friend,” says Boswell, “walked down with me to 
j “'the beach, where we embraced and parted with tenderness, and engaged to 

“correspond by letters. I said ‘I hope, Sir, you will not forget me in my 
p “ absence.’ ‘ Nay, Sir, it is more likely you should forget me than that I should 

“forget you.’ As the vessel put out to sea, I kept my eyes upon him for a 
“considerable time, while he remained rolling his, majestic frame in his usual 
“manner; and at last I perceived him walk back into the town, and he 
' “ disappeared.” 

An event of real importance in the Johnsonian world, which happened shortly 
after Johnson’s return from seeing Boswell off at Harwich, and the rumour of which, 
^ if it reached Utrecht, must have greatly interested Boswell, was the foundation of the 
^ famous club, unnamed at first, but afterwards called “ The Literary Club,” which 
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thlxurk’s in Gerrard Street, Soho. The original members of this club 

Johnson, Reynolds, Burke, Goldsmith, Topham “ J ^ 

Sir Tdui Hawkins, and Dr. Nugent-to whom were soon added Mi. 

Dyer and others. They met one evening a week— Monday evening a iis , m i 

was diTnged to Friday evening-for supper and talk. The club ^may have been 
tod d t 1763, but ii was certainly in full operation in 1764. trom ha date 
“ingly, Gokmith’s attendances at its meetings, and his enjoyment of what 
passed theL, have to be remembered in our imaginations of the routine of his life. 
rappeireUr that, for the convenience of these attendances, m or other reasons. 
GoldLith, early in 1764, had a share of some rough cliambers in the lemplc, on 
the libi-ary staircase,” in addition to his Islington lodging. Possibly, this was bj 
*iy of removal fro^ the rooms in Wine Office Court, hitherto retained for sleeping 

mirDOses when he was ill town. , , - Viir <.* 

^ It was either at some now unknown lodging in town, occupied for some li tie time, 
or more probably, at the Islington apartments in Mrs. Flemings house, that theie 
occun-ed, late in 1764, an incident in Goldsmith’s life, of which vmy varying versions 
have been given, but of which the true account is indubitably Dr. Johnson s. 1 
“received one morning,” Johnson long afterwards told Boswell, “ a message from ; 
“ poor Goldsmith that he was in great distress, and, as it was not in his power to 
‘ ‘ come to me, begging that I would come to him as soon as possible. I sent hmi a 
“ guinea, and promised to come to him directly. I accordingly went as soon as I 
“ was dressed, and found that his landlady had arrested him for his rent, at which he 
“ was in a violent passion. I perceived that he had already changed my guinea, and 
“had got a bottle of Madeira and a glass before him. I put the cork into the 
bottle, desired he would be calm, and began to talk to him of the means by 
“which he might be extricated. He then told me that he had a novel ready for 
“the press, which he produced to me. I looked into it, and saw its merit ; told the 
landlady I should soon return ; and, having gone to a bookseller, sold it for 60/. 
I brought Goldsmith the money, and he discharged his rent, not without rating his 
landlady in a high tone for having used him so ill.” If, as appears all but certain, 
it was to Islington that Johnson had trudged, and the harsh landlady was Mrs. 
Fleming, the explination probably is that, owing to some break-down between 
Goldsmith and Newbery, Mrs. Fleming saw no chance of getting her last quarter s 
and board paid her in the usual manner. What renders this likelier is that 
Newbeiy’s advances to Goldsmith are found about this date dwindling to very small 
sums, and that, as if Newbery were proving a broken reed, Goldsmith had recently 
been negotiating, or proposing to negotiate, with other booksellers, such as Dodsley, 
Tonson,' and Griffin. It was, possibly, for this last bookseller, whose shop was the 
Garrick’s He-id in Catherine Street, .Strand, and who speculated in music, that the 
libretto for an intended Oratorio, on the subject of the Captivity in Babylon, was 
originally written by Goldsmith early in 1764, although afterwards it was sold by him 
to Dodsley and Newbery conjointly. But what most confirms the conjecture of some 
ecu Iness between Goldsmith and Newbery at the time in question is that the book- 
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j seller to whom Johnson carried the manuscript was not Newbery himself—who, if 

all had been right between him and Goldsmith, would naturally have been first 
i applied to — but his nephew, Francis Newbery, of Paternoster Row. In giving 6o/. 

' for it this younger bookseller must have been influenced as much by Johnson’s 

recommendations as by any notion he could have had for himself of the worth of 
’ what he had bought. For, though it was the manuscript of the Vicar of Wakefield^ 
it was thrown aside as soon as purchased, to wait young Mr. Newbery’s convenience. 
For the present, therefore, all the satisfaction Goldsmith derived from the exquisite 
little tale which for a year or two he had been quietly and carefully writing at in- 
tervals, by way of relief from his compilations and task-work, was the immediate 
6o/. brought him by Johnson. Fortunately, however, he had another thing by 
him, similarly written for his own pleasure, and according to his own best ideas of 
literary art. This was his poem of the Traveller^ the idea of which had occurred to 
him nine years before during his own continental wanderings, and some fragments 
of which he had then written and sent home from Switzerland to his brother Henry. 

' On this poem, as well as on the Vicar of IVa/ccfcld, he had been for some time engaged 
in his Islington lodgings, writing it slowly, and bringing it to the last degree of finish, 
but so diffident of its success as to say nothing about it to his friends. Reynolds, 
indeed, once visiting him, found him bending over something at his desk, and at the 
same time holding up his finger in rebuke every now and then to a little dog he was 
teaching to sit on its haunches in a corner of the room ; and, on looking over his 
shoulder at the manuscript, he could see that it was a poem and was able to read and 
remember one couplet. At length, probably at the very time of Johnson’s visit of 
rescue, Goldsmith took Johnson into his confidence in the matter of the poem too. 
It was highly approved by that judge, who even added a line or two of his own ; 
the elder Newbery, who may already have been spoken to about it, did not mind 
promising twenty guineas for it; and on the 19th of December, 1764, it was 
: published, price one shilling and sixpence, with this title, ‘‘ T/^c Traveller; or a 

f Prospect of Society : A Poem, By Oliver Goldsmith^ M. BP It was the first publi- 

cation of Goldsmith’s that bore his name, and it was dedicated, in terms of beautiful 
affection, to his brother, the Rev. Henry Goldsmith. 

; The publication of the Traveller was an epoch in Goldsmith’s life. Now, at last, at 
the age of six-and-tliirty, he stood forth, not as an essayist, compiler, and miscellaneous 
! prose-bumorist, half-hidden by a habit of the anonymous, but avowedly as a caii- 

I didate for those higher and finer honours that belong to the name of English Poet. 

: The time was unusually fiivourable. Poor as Britain had been, during the whole of 

; the preceding portion of the eighteenth century, in poetry, at it had once been 

understood and as it came to be understood again — with Pope as its all-ruling 
tradition in the world of verse, and only Thomson and one or two more recollected 
as powers of variation— -there was perhaps no point in the century when the British 
Muse, such as she had come to be, was doing less, or had so nearly ceased to do 
anything, or to have any good opinion of herself, as precisely about the year 1764. 
^ Young was dying ; Gray was recluse and indolent ; Johnson had long given over his 
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metrical experimentations on any except tlie most inconsiderable scale ; Akenside, 
Armstrong; Smollett, and others less known, had pretty well revealed the amount 
of their worth in poetry ; and Churchill, after his ferocious blaze of what was really 
rage and declamation in metre, though conventionally it was called poetry, was prema- 
turely dead and defunct. Into this lull came Goldsmith’s short, but carefully-finish ed, 
poem. It was no innovation in apparent form, for the verse was that heroic rhymed 
couplet which the eighteenth century had adopted as the one and only true form, 
save for such lesser themes as would run" into stanzas or gurgle into the mechanical 
paroxysms that were called Pindarics. But Goldsmith, as the dedication to his 
brother shows, really meant the poem as something new ' in spirit and in style — a 
return to simplicity and truth of feeling, and, above all, a protest against Churchill, 
and the wretched reduction of poetry, as in his case, to the one principle, indignaiio 
facit vcrsusT And the public was wonderfidly ready for such an appeal to its finer 
literary instincts, and welcomed Goldsmith’s poem beyond his utmost expectations. 
It was widely and h'gldy praised in the Reviews, the general verdict being that there 
had been nothing so fine in verse since the time of Pope; even poems were published 
in commendation of it ; and the author’s high-mindedness in dedicating it to his 
brother, a poor Irish parson, rather than to any noble or wealthy patron, did not 
escape notice. A second edition was called for in March 1765, and a third in the 
following August; and, before Goldsmith died, he was to revise it again and ^gain, 
with slight corrections throughout, till it reached its ninth edition. Of course, by all 
this Goldsmitli benefited socially. The author of the Traveller was not a man to be 
thought of or looked at with indifference. People who had known him before, but 
to whom he had been little more than a laughing-stock, began to see what it was in 
him that deeper observers, like Johnson and Burke, had all along recognised. “I 
shall never more think Mr. Goldsmith ugly,” said' Miss Reynolds, Joshua’s sister, 
after Johnson had read the poem aloud in her hearing from beginning to end. But 
even the deeper observers themselves were roused to a higher opinion of Goldy’s 
genius. When Reynolds aftei*wards hinted to Johnson that perhaps* the warm 
reception of the poem was due to the partiality of Goldsmith’s friends, “Nay, Sir,” 
said Johnson candidly, in a reply which I'eflectecl even on himself, “the partiality of 
his friends was always against him: it was with difficulty we could give him a 
hearing.” Johnson’s own opinion of Goldy from this time forward was that he was 
distinctly one of the chiefs of British Literature. 

While i\\Q Traveller was passing through the press, Goldsmith had written his 
pretty ballad of “ Edwin and Angelina,” afterwards introduced into the Vicar 
of Waktfelf under its present title of “ The Hermit.” This little composition 
was occasioned by his interest in the collection of ballads and other old English 
poems which his friend, the Rev. Thomas Percy, was then busy with, and \vhich 
was published in 1765 under its ever famous name of The Reliques. Goldsmith had 
shown his ballad to Percy, who was then chaplain to the Earl, afterwards Duke, of 
Northumberland ; and the Countess of Northumberland had taken such a fancy to 
it as to have copies privately printed for herself and her friends. It was expected 
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that something advantageous to Goldy might arise from this introduction to the 
Northumberland family— especially as the Earl was Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 
had all sorts of offices on the Irish establishment at his disposal, and might easily, 
with public approval, have given some sinecure to one who was not only a popular 
author, but an Irishman to boot. Goldsmith did have an interview with the Earl 
at Northumberland House, received compliments from him on his Traveller^ and 
was informed that the Earl had heard he was a native of Ireland, and would be glad 
to do him any kindness. Instead of improving the occasion for himself, “this idiot 
in the affairs of the world,” as Sir John Hawkins calls him, only told the Earl he 
had a brother in Ireland, a poor clergyman, who stood in much need of help, 
“As for myself,” he said afterwards in telling the story to Sir John, “I have no 
dependence on the promises of great men : I look to the booksellers for support.” 
This was no mere affectation on Goldy’s part; it was really true. With the excep- 
tion of Mr. Robert Nugent, afterwards Lord Nugent, Viscount Clare and Earl 
Nugent— a jovial, elderly Irishman, of great- wealth, and free-and-easy politics, who 
admired Goldsmith, and was always glad to see him at his seat at Gosfiekl Hall, 
Essex— Goldsmith never cared to trouble any of the “great people” with his 
intimacy. And the utmost Jhat came to him from this friendship, besides a week 
of country air nowand then, was the appearance, once or twice, of a haunch of 
venison in his chambers in town. For, of course, Goldsmith was now done with 
Islington and Mrs. Fleming. The Temple, now and thenceforth, was his established 
place of residence. He had had rough temporary accommodation here, as we 
have seen, “ on the library staircase,” in 1764; and this he is found exchanging, 
in or about 1765, for superior chambers in the same court — i.c.^ Garden Court. 
These he retained till 1 768. 

In June 1765 Goldsmith, to take advantage of his new popularity, published, 
with hisname, and under the title of Essays, and with the motto “Collecta 
Revirescunt,” a selection from his anonymous papers in the Bee, the Busy-Body, 
the Lady s Magardne, the British Magazine, &c. Other people, he says in the 
preface, had been reprinting these trifles of his, "and living on the pillage, and now 
he reclaimed the best of them. The republication was in one duodecimo volume, 
for \vhich Newbery and Griffin, who were the joint-publishers, gave him ten 
guineas each. Then, again, through the rest of that year and the whole of 1766 
and 1767, — ^his Traveller having brought him more applause than cash — he relapses, 
for cash-purposes, into hackwork, compilation, and translation. He thought of 
translating the Lusiad, but, his ignorance of Portuguese being a slight obstacle, 
left that undertaldng for hlickle. Among the compilations which he did execute 
we hear of such things as A Purvey of Exferi mental Philosophy and a Short 
English Grammar for Newbery, a translation of a French History of Philosophy 
(Physical Speculations) for Francis Newbery, a collection of Poems for Young 
Ladies for Payne of Paternoster Row, and another poetical collection in two 
volumes for Griffin called Beauties of English Poetry, For this last, to which he 
gave his name, he received a considerable sum ; but the sale of the collection, which 
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was otherwise a tasteful one, is said to have suffered from the admission into it of 
two pieces of Prior not deemed fit for family reading. And what, all this while, 
had become of the Vicar of Wakefield? It emerged from the younger Newbery’s 
shop in the very midst of the compilations just named — viz. on the 27th of March, 
1766, or fifteen months after the Traveller been out. The Vicar of Wakefield : A 
Tale; supposed to hevuritten by such was the title under which the little 

grose masterpiece announced itself. With less of acclamation than had hailed the 
'"ifiMler^ but gently, quietly, and surely, as it was read in households, and its 
. charming sweetness felt wherever it was read, the Tale made its way. There w'as a 
; i. second edition in May, a third in August, and before Goldsmith died the sixth 
J , edition was in circulation. 

^ As, by his Traveller^ Goldsmith had taken his place among English poets, so by 
the Vicar of Wak field he took a place, if not as one of the remarkable gi’oup of 
English ^‘novelists” that distinguished the middle of the eighteenth century (for 
th^ had all been voluminous in this department), at least, with peculiar con- 
spicuousness, near that group. Richardson had been five years dead ; Fielding 
twelve years ; only Smollett of the old three remained, with his Humphry Clinker 
still to be written. But Sterne, the fourth of the group, had recently hashed into 
notice — eight volumes of his Tristram Shandy ^ published between 1759 ^ 7 ^ 5 ? 

having taken the literary world by storm, and made their strange author, then a 
middle-aged clergyman of loose notions, the lion of London society for the time 
being, with dinner engagements always fourteen deep. Not the radiance ot 
Tristram Shandy itself, however, diamond-darting in all colours athwart the literary 
heaven, could , hide the pure soft star of Goldsniith’s new creation. /How simple 
this Vicar of Wakefield was, how humorous, how pathetic, how graceful in its 
manner, how humane in every pulse of its meaning, how truly and^deeply good ! 
So said everybody ; and gradually into that world of imaginaiy scenes and beings 
made familiar to British readers by former ’works of fiction, and the latest additions 
to which had been Smollett’s and Sterne’s inventions, a place of especial regard 
was found for the ideal Wakefield, the Primrose family, and all their belongings. 
Moses, with the gross of green spectacles and shagreen cases for which he sold 
the horse ; the philosophical wanderer George ; the two daughters, Olivia and 
Sophia ; the bouncing Flamborough girls ; Miss Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia 
Skeggs, and the other fine lady from London ; the rogue Jenkinson and his 
repentance ; the rascally Squire ; and the good uncle, Sir William, alias Burchell — 
who could forget any of them? Above all the good clergyman himself, with his 
punctilious honour, his boundless .benevolence, and his one or two foibles ! Wlio 
! could help laughing over that passage in which he tells how the rogue Jenkinson, 
* in proceeding to swindle him, assails his Aveak point by asking if he is the great 
Br. Primrose who had written so learnedly in favour of monogamy and against 
second marriages ? ‘‘ Never did my heart feel sincerer rapture than at this moment, 
“ ‘Sir,’ cried I, ‘the applause of so good a man as I am sure you are adds to 
“ that happiness in my heart which your benevolence has already excited. You 
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“ behold before you, Sir, that Dr. Primrose, the monogamist, whom you have been 
“ pleased to call great. You here see that unfortunate divine, who has so long, 

‘ ‘ and, it would ill become me to say successfully, fought against the deuterogamy 
“ of the age.’ ” And the description of the family picture, executed by the travelling 
painter who took likenesses at fifteen shillings a head I Their neighbours, the 
Flainboroiighs, had been painted, seven of them in all, each holding an orange; 
but the Primroses would not be painted that way. “We desired to have 
“ something in a brighter style ; and, after many debates, at length came to a 
“ unanimous resolution of being drawn together, in one large historical family 
“ piece. This would be cheaper, as one frame would serve for all, and it would 
“ be infinitely more genteel ; for all the families of any taste were now drawn in the 
“ same manner. As we did not immediately recollect an historical subject to hit 
“ us, we were contented each with being drawn as independent historical figures. 

“ My wife desired to be represented as Venus, and the painter was desired not to be 
“ too fnigal of diamonds in her stomacher and hair. The two little ones were to 
“ be as Cupids by her side ; while I, in my gown and band, was to present her 
“ with my books on the Whistoiiian controversy. Olivia would be drawn as an 
“ Amazon sitting upon a bank of flowers, dressed in a green Joseph richly laced 
“ with gold, and a whip in her hand. Sophia was to be a shepherdess, with as 
“ many sheep as the painter could put in for nothing ; and Moses was to be dressed 
“ out with a white hat and feather. Our taste so much pleased the Squire that he 
“ insisted on being put in as one of the family, in the character of Alexander the 
“ Great, at Olivia’s feet.” But there was no end to the passages that people 
quoted and continued to quote. Nay, not to Britain alone was the renown of the 
story confined. There had been French translations of one or two of Goldsmith’s 
anonymous writings before ; but the F/ca?' of Wakefield ran, almost at once, over 
the Continent. It was four years after its first publication when young Herder 
in Strasburg read a German translation of it to young Goethe. Every reader of 
Goethe’s Autobiography knows what an impression the beautiful prose-idyll, as he 
called it, made on the heart and imagination of the glorious youth, and how he 
used its names and fancies to invest with a poetic haze the realities of his own 
early German loves. To the end of his days, and after he had long been the 
monarch of German literature, Goethe retained his affection for the book, and spoke 
of it as having been an influence of subtle spiritual blessing to him at an important 
moment of his mental history. Here was praise, indeed, could Goldsmith have 
heard of it I But Goethe was but twenty years of age when he first read the PIcar 
of Wakefield^ and it is doubtful whether, when Goldsmith died, he knew that there 
was such a person as Goethe in the world ! 

On the strength of his increasing literary reputation, Goldsmith, even before the 
publication of his Vicavy had made one more attempt to get into practice as a 
London physician. He had been advised to this by Reynolds, who thought there 
were a good many families that might rather like to have the author of the Traveller 
for their medical man, and was anxious to see his friend in the receipt of a less precarious 
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income than he received from the booksellers. It went so far that Goldsmith actually 
donned a splendid professional suit made for him by Filby-—“ purple silk small- 
clothes, a handsome scarlet roquelaure {i.e. short mantle) buttoned to his chin,” with 
a full-dress wig, a sword, and a gold-headed cane. The top of this last he was to 
put to his mouth when meditative in the approved fashion at the bedsides of his 
patients. One hears, however, but of one patient of any consequence that he ever 
had. It was a Mrs. Sidebotham ; and he did not keep her long. He had prescribed 
some dose for her, the terrific nature of which so stunned the apothecary that he 
refused to make it up ; and, as the lady chose to trust the apothecary rather than 
the physician, Goldsmith went off in a huff, and vowed he would practise physic no 
more. Accordingly, though from this time the name of “Dr. Goldsmith” was 
more firmly attached to him than it had been, he fell back for the rest of his life 
on literature exclusively. A distinction between two kinds of his literary labours 
will have already amply presented itself in the course of our memoir so far ; and 
this distinction has to be carried on in the reader’s mind as applying even more 
conspicuously to what of his life remains. We have brought him to the year 1767, 
when he was thirty-eight years of age, spoken of with admiration as the author of 
the Inquiry into the State of Polite Learning, the Citizoi of the Wo 7 'ld, the Traveller, a 
volume of Essays, and the Vicar of Wakefield, but known also to have written no end 
of compilations and done an immense amount of obscure hackwork for publishers. 
Well, he was to live seven years more ; and during these seven years his life was still 
to distribute itself as. before, and to exhibit a few finer occasional performances at 
the bidding of his own genius gleaming over a vast basis of sheer drudgery in 
compilation. “It is surely to be regretted,” wrote one of his critics, “that the 
“author of the Traveller, one of the best poems that have appeared since those of 
“Mr. Pope, should not apply wholly to works of imagination.” It was easy to say 
this, but how could it be helped ? He found it impossible to live by poems and 
novels done as he would like to do them. By hackwork alone could he live j and, 
if he died of hackwork, you must, blame the system ? 

One chance of escape there was, and Goldsmith had it shrewdly in view. The 
Drama was still a form of English literature in which one might follow the bent of 
one’s genius, and yet hope for sufficient remuneration. If one could write a really 
.successful play, and so establish a permanent connexion with the theatres ! So had 
Goldsmith been thinking ever since the publication of the Vicar ; and not merely 
thinking, for in,, the spring of 1767 he had finished the manuscript of his comedy, The 
Cood-Nitinred Man, and, through Reynolds’s introduction, had submitted it to Garrick, 
with a view to its production at Drury Lane. He liad spent pains on the comedy, 
and had taken the liberty, in it also, of differing from the prevalent taste. The 
kind of comedy then in fashion was “ Genteel Comedy” or “ Sentimental Comedy,” 
as it was called ; and there was a special horror, on the part of theatre managers 
and critics, of what might be considered “low” or too broadly farcical. Goldsmith, 
prepossessed in favour of the old^r dramatists of the century, and especially of his 
countryman Farquhar, whoin^ beastly reckoned the best of tliem all, had ventured 
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on a return to the style of free and natural humour. Whether on this account, or 
for other reasons, Garrick did not like the play ; and, after much hesitation on his 
part, and suspense on Goldsmith’s, it was put into the hands of Cohnan, the Covent 
Garden manager. Neither was Colrnan In any hurry ; and poor Goldsmith, while 
waiting for the result, had to betake himself for immediate supplies to his alternative 
of compiling. Not with his old employer, Newbery of St. Paurs Churchyard 
(who, indeed, died in 17^7)9 with Thomas Davies of Russell Street, he made an 
agreement to write a compendium of ** Roman Plistory,” to be ready in two years, 
and for which he was to receive 250 guineas. And so, with a portion of this money 
advanced him, he lived through 1767, and at length, on the 29th of Januaiy, 1768, 
had the satisfaction of seeing his Good- Natitrcd Man produced at Covent Garden, 
Satisfaction is too strong a word. Colrnan had had no great hopes of the piece; 
the actors, with one or two exceptions, were cool about it ; through a great part of 
the performance the audience were little moved ; at the famous scene of the bailiffs 
hisses were heard, and cries of “low,” 'Gow,” from the partisans of Genteel Comedy 
in the pit ; and not till the fourth act was the house fairly conquered into laughter 
and approbation. Goldsmith, who had been accompanied to the house by Johnson, 
Burke, and others of the Gerrard Street Club, had suffered dreadfully. It waS the 
club night ; and though, when all was over, he took the congratulations offered him, 
and went back to the club with his friends, and seemed in riotously high spirits, and 
sang his comic song of the “Old Woman tossed in a Blanket,” it was only make- 
believe. “ Ail the while,” he said, telling the story afterwards at a dinner-table, “ I 
“’'’"^s suffering horrid tortures ; and verily believe that, if I had put a bit into my 
. mouth, it would have strangled me on the spot, I was so excessively ill ; but I made 
“ more noise than usual to cover all that, and so they never perceived my not eating, 
nor, I believe, at all imagined to themselves the anguish of my heart. But, when 

“ all were gone except Johnson here, I burst out a-crying and even swmre by that 

“I would never write again.” “All which. Doctor,” said Johnson, who had been 
listening with amazement to this frank public confession of Goldy, “ I thought had 
“Been a secret between you and me ; and I am sure I would not have said anything 
“about it for the world.” After all, however, the comedy might be called a success. 
With the offending scene of the bailiffs cut out, it ran a due number of nights; it 
brought Goldsmith between 300/. and 400/. ; on its publication by Griffin, with the 
offending scene restored “ in deference to the judgment of a few friends who think 
in a particular way,” it had a considerable sale ; and Johnson, who had stood by it 
manfully all through, and written the Prologue, pronounced it the best comedy that 
had appeared since the Provoked Husband. 

All this time, of the writing of the Good-Natured Man^ and the trouble in getting 
it brought out, Goldsmith had continued a tenant of his chambers in Garden Court, 
Temple, where latterly he had kept a man*seryant. The success of his play, 
however, such as it was, induced him to a still farther promotion of himself in the 
matter of domicile and housekeeping. He purchased, for 400/'., the lease of new 
chambers in “No. 2, Brick Court, Middle Temple, up two pair of stairs,” and 
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furnished them in what was thought a decidedly luxurious style — “ Wilton carpets,” 
“mahogany sofas,” “ card-tables,” “ looking-glasses,” &c. These chambers, 
consisting of three apartments, were to be his fixed London residence for the 
rest of his life. For neighbour, and occasional money-lender, on the same floor, 
he had a jolly barrister named Bott, also from the Green Island ; and in the 
rooms underneath was the great lawyer Blackstonc, dreadfully disturbed in the 
composition of his Commentaries, every other night, when Gokly had friends 
with him, by the singing and stamping and general hulla-baloo overhead, d'wo 
nights every week, however, were club-nights with Goldy, when he met 
company out of his own chambers. Monday evening for some time, as has 
been already mentioned, and then Friday evening, was the fixed evening of 
meeting with his more celebrated friends of the Gerrard wStreet Club. But for 
homelier jollity, and especially for the pleasures of song along with conviviality, 
he belonged, it appears, to another club, called the Wednesday’s Club, which met 
at the Globe Tavern in Fleet Street. In addition to persons now unknown, this 
club numbered among its members Kelly the dramatist, King the comedian, 
Thompson the song-writer and editor of Andrew Marvel, an Irish medical man 
and ex-actor named Glover, and a certain William Ballantyne. Some manuscript 
memoranda by this last of the proceedings of the club, and of the songs sung in it, 
came into Mr. Forster’s hands, and enabled him, in \m Life of Goldsmith, to recover 
more of the history of the club and of Goldsmith’s connexion with it than had 
been previously known. 

From such a trial of the nerves as the comedy had been it was almost a relief to 
toil on at compilation. And here it will be as well to give an account at once of “ 
all of this sort that Goldsmith was occupied with during the last years of his life, 
including the undertaking that was largest of all and that hung like a millstone 
about his neck almost to the day of his death. Contributions to the Centlemmis 
Journal, started by Griffin in November 1768, and to a Westmmster Magasme, 
begun in 1772, are hardly worth mentioning; a Life of Pan tell, prefixed to an 
edition of FarnelFs Works, published by Davies in 1770, was but by-play; and a 
Life of Bolmgbrohe, prefixed to a reprint by Davies, in the same year, of some of 
Bolingbroke’s pamphlets, is perhaps the poorest compilation that came from Gold- 
smith’s pen, if not the most featureless thing that ever called itself a biography. 

It w'as on his more extensive compilations of an historical kind that Goldsmith 
depended. His Roman History, which he had promised Davies in two years, and 
shares in which had been assigned to other publishers, duly appeared in two volumes 
8vo, in ]\Iay 1769, leaving him free for a greater compilation which he had just 
agreed for with Griffin. It was to be a huge Natural History, or History of the 
Earth and of Animated Nature, in eight volumes, the payment to be 800 guineas for 
the whole, or at the rate of 100 guineas a volume. It was the most magnificent- 
looking engagement that Goldsmith had ever made ; but it proved, as has been said, 
a millstone hung round his neck. For, five hundred guineas of the price having 
been paid ere -the work had been well begun, and the whole before June 1772— 
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by which time Griffin, to raise the money, had transferred his right to others — 
Goldsmith, while employed on the undertaking, was in the condition rather of 
one working off a heavy debt than one working for expected wages. Hence the 
necessity of other labours to be carried on collaterally. These were— a History of 
England in 4 vols., promised to Davies in June 1769, for 500/,, and linished and 
published in August 1771 ; a school-abridgment for Davies, in 1772, of the Roman 
History already published; and a History of Greece, begun for Griffin in 1773, but 
not published till after the author’s death. Add a translation of Scarron’s “ Comic 
Romance,” and perhaps other things of the same kind of which no account has been 
kept, and Goldsmith’s miscellaneous literary industry from 1769 onwards will not 
appear inconsiderable. Deserving particular mention is a project of his, in 1773, of 
a “ Dictionary of Arts and Sciences,” or, as we should now say, an Ihicyclopcedia, 
to be edited by himself, and for which he had promises of contributions from 
Johnson, Burke, Reynolds, Garrick, Burney, and others. He had drawn up a 
prospectus of this really promising scheme, and made other preparations, when the 
impossibility of finding capital obliged him to desist. 

Amid all this toil for the Muse of hackwork (what a hag she must be !) Goldsmith 
did not quite neglect the finer and dearer Muse of his own affections. On the 26th 
of May, 1770, there appeared, published by Griffin, at his shop in Catherine Street, 
price two shillings, The Deserted Village: A Poem: By Dr. Goldsmith. This poem, 
dedicated to Sir Joshua Reynolds, and for the copyright of /which Goldsmith had 
received one hundred guineas from Griffin, w^as instantaneously popular. Two new 
ed-itions of it were called for in the following month, and a fourth in August ; and 
through the rest of that year the lovely village of Auburn was in all men’s fancies, 
passages from the poem were in every mouth, and the topics, which it suggested, 
of depopulation, luxury, and landlordism, were discussed in connexion with it. 
Whatever reputation Goldsmith had won as an English poet by his was 

now more than confirmed, and people were only anxious to have more in the verse- 
form from one who managed that form with so perfect a mastery. As a writer of 
verse, however. Goldsmith was too fastidious, too careful of every line and phrase, 
to be very productive. The Haunch of Venison : A Poetical Epistle to Lord Clare, 
written in 1771, but not published till after Ms death, and Threnodia Augustalis, 
“ rather a compilation than a poem,” as he himself says, written to be set to music 
on the death of the Princess Dowager of Wales, and actually recited and sung at a 
public commemoration of that event in Febmary 1772 in the rooms of Mrs. 
Cornelys, in Soho — these, with one remarkable exception, to be mentioned in due 
time, are the only pieces of verse of any length that came from Goldsmith’s pen 
after The Deserted Village. But, to make amends for his sparingness in the article 
of verse, he gave the world a second comedy, richer and better evei'y way than his 
first, and indeed about the best thing of its kind in the English literature of the 
eighteenth century. He was busy with this comedy in 1771, and seems to have had 
it by him finished before the end of that year ; but there was the usual, or even 
more than the usual, delay and difficulty in getting it accepted and brought on the 
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stage. Not till the iStb of March, 1773, was it brought out at Coveiit Garden by 
Colman, under the name She Stoops to Conquer; or the Mistakes op a Ntght, which 
Goldsmith had happily adopted for it at the last moment. Colman himself was 
dead against it, and had spread about dismal forebodings of its feilure. But the 
triumph was immediate and complete. It was performed every possible night for 
the rest of the season, and once by royal command; all the town rang with it ; and, 
the humours of the immortal Tony Lumpkin raised such roars of laughter that good, 
hearty laughter came again into fashion on the stage, the deathblow was given to 
prim “Sentimental Comedy,” and the practitioners and partisans of that style of 
drama were beaten off the field. Goldsmith’s receipts from the theatre may have 
been between 400/. and 500/. ; and as when the play was published, 6,000 copies 
were sold within a year, he must have received something additional on that account. 
It was dedicated to Dr. Johnson, in words admirably chosen. “By inscribing this 
“slight performance to you,” said Goldsmith, “I do not mean so much to compliment 
“ you as myself. It may do me some honour to inform the public that I have lived 
“ many years in intimacy with you. It may serve the interests of mankind also to 
“ inform them that the greatest wit may be found in a character without impairing the 
“most unaffected piety.” What could be better expressed? Pen in hand, as one 
here sees, Goldy could do anything of this kind more beautifully and delicately 
than any one else.' 

And now, having, with one exception, completed our inventory of Goldsmitli’s 
writings, whether of the compilation kind or of the finer and more perma- 
nent kind, during the last years of his life, we are free for a look at the dear 
fellow himself, and his habits and circumstances socially, during all this exercise 
of his pen. 

IBs head-quarters were his chambers in No. 2, Brick Court, Middle Temple. 
Not only had he furnished them e.xpensively ; but the breakfasts, dinners, and 
suppers which he frequently gave in them, whether to his friends of the Johnson 
and Reynolds set, or to the needier Hiffernans, Glovers, Kellys, and other 
literary Irishmen, of whom he had always a retinue attached to him, were 
extravagantly lavish. This, with his pei-petual giving away of guineas to poor 
blackguards, or better fellows, who wanted them, and his general carelessness 
of money, kept him always poorer than, with his receipts, he need have been, 
llis receipts during the last six years of his life may be calculated at between 
3,000/. and 4,000/. in all, which was worth in those days about double what 
such a sum would be worth now ; and yet he was always in debt. Something 
may have gone to his relations in Ireland-— -to his much-loved brother Henry, 
before his death in May 1768; to his mother, who survived till 1770, and was 
blind in her old age ; and then to his younger brother Maurice, to whom at any 
rate we find him resigning a small legacy that had been left him by Uncle 
Contarine. Some expense to Goldsmith was also caused by the arrival in I.ondon 
of his nephew Hodson, and his residence there for some time without means of 
his own. Goldsmith’s famous accounts with his tailor, Filby, which ran high 
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— one year as high as 70/. — were swelled by orders of clothes for this incon- 
/ . venient young gentleman. But, on the whole, his general recklessness in his 
Brick Court Chambers, where he never kept a drawer locked, and let his man 
Dennis manage everything — this and his open-handedness to all about him in the 
London streets account sufficiently for his expenditure. Often, however, he was 
, out of London, taking his open-handedness with him to the fields, or along 
country roads, and into roadside inns or country houses. He was particularly fond 
of starting with one or two Irish friends, after breakfast in Brick Court, on a 
ramble to Islington, Kilburn, Hampstead, or some other suburb, returning late or 
not till next day. He and his friend Bott rented together for some time in 
j 1768, and again in 1769, a convenient cottage eight miles from London on the 
Edge ware' Road; and in this “Shoemaker’s Paradise,” as Goldsmith called it in 
honour of the trade of its builder, he worked away for weeks together, in those 
years, at his Roman History and other things, running up to London when he 
liked. The neighbourhood was a favourite one with him, for he returned to 
it during portions of 1771 and 1772, for greater leisure to write his Anlnatiel 
A^ature—not this time to the “Shoemaker’s Paradise,” or with Bott, but to a 
farm-house, in Hyde Lane, near the six-mile stone on the same Edgewarc Road. 
Here, occupying a single room, and boarding wdth the- farmer’s family, who became 
exceedingly fond of him, he wrote not only a good portion of his A nhnated Nature, 
but also, it is said, She Stoops to Conquer, Of course, in addition to these 
occasional retirements to the quiet of the Edgeware Road, there were longer 
journeys at intervals into various parts of England. He is traced into Plampshire, 
Sussex, Suffolk, Derbyshire, Leicestershire, Lincolnshire, and Yorkshire; and in 
I 1771 he was, for a good while together, with .his friend Lord Clare at Bath. 

Some of these country excursions appear to have been undertaken in the interests 
I of his Animated A’aiiire ; at all events, in the course of the excursions, he now and 

^ then jotted down an observation for use in that compilation. More purely for 
' pleasure w-as a visit of six w-eeks to France in the autumn of 1770 — his only visit to 

' the Continent since his long and strange vagabond ramble in it fifteen years before. 

On this occasion he w'ent as one of a family-party, with Mrs. Horneck, a widow 
i lady, whose acquaintance he had recently made through Sir Joshua Reynolds, and 
i her two daughters, beautiful girls of tw^enty and eighteen respectively. The elder, for 
I wdiom Goldsmith had invented the playful name of “Little Comedy,” w'as engaged 

t i, to be married to a Mr. Bunbury; the younger, Mary Horneck, or “The Jessamy 

Bride,” as Goldsmith called her, was unengaged, and ! Well, wdio knows? 

Of no feminine creature^ at all events, save this “Jessamy Bride,” do we hear, 
in all Goldsmith’s life, so near to him, and in such circumstances, that the world 
can fancy he was in love with her and can wish that they had wedded, “The 
i Jessamy Bride ! ” wdiat a suggestion of the jasmine-flower, of gracefulness and 

: white muslin, in the very sound of her name ! Poor, plain, mean-looking Goldy t 

— two-and-forty years of age, too !— -did he only look and sigh, and know it to be 
hopeless? Everything was against him even in this journey. For example, there 
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Hickey, the attorney, who joined Ae party in Pans, and would 
make a butt of Goldy even in the presence of the ladies, and came back with the 
story how, maintaining a certain distance from one of the fountains at Versailles 
to be within reach of a leap, he made a jump to prove his assertion and his 
muscular power to the Jessamy, and tumbled into the water. ^ Who c^ld marry a 
man like that? One comfort is that she did not marry Mr. Hickey. When she was 
encaged, which was not till a year after Goldsmith’s death, it was to a Colonel 
Gwyii, whose wife she became about three years after that. She was alive late 
as 1840, having survived Goldsmith sixty-six years. She talked of him fondly 

*°The'reader may remember a Certain Kenrick, who succeeded Goldsmith as 
Griffiths’s hack on the Monthly Ranew in 1757 , and who had ever since been, for 
some reason, his deadly enemy. In March 1773 , when Goldsmith had reached the 
very height of his living reputation, and She Stoops to Compier was winning the 
plaudits of the town, this envious brute, who was editing the London Packet news- 
paper, inserted in its columns an anonymous letter of abuse against Goldsmith and 
all that he had done. Not content with condemning all Goldsmith’s writings and 
especially his last comedy, as worthless, flimsy, and what not, he ventured on such 
ele^-^ancies as this : “ Your poetic vanity is as unpardonable as your personal : would 
“ man believe it, and will woman bear it, to be told that for hours the great 
“ Goldsmith will stand surveying his grotesque orang-outang figure in a pier-glass? 

‘‘ Was but the lovely H k as much enamoured, you would not sigh, my gentle 

** swain, in vain ! ” When Goldsmith read this, his blood was properly up ; and, 
aciompinied by Captain Horaeck of the Guards, the brother of the lady whose 
name had been dragged in, he was off to the bookseller Evans’s m Paternoster Kow^ 
where the newspaper was published. What passed was described to Mr. Prioi, 
when he was writing his Life of Goldsmith, by Mr. Harris, the publisher of St. 
Paul’s Churchyard, who had been in Evans’s employment at the time in question, 
and was a witness to the scene. “I have called,” said Goldsmitn to J 

“ consequence of a scurrilous attack in your paper upon me (my name is Goldsm , 
“and an unwarrantable liberty taken with the name of a young lady. As for myseli 
“ I care little, but her name must not be sported with.” Evans, professing that he 
knew nothing of the matter, stooped down as if to look for ^J^"{^Llsh 

file of the newspaper, when Goldsmith, unable to resist the sig i o ^ » - 

back so temptingly exposed, came down upon it with a whack of lus cane. V 

it was big Welshman against little Irishman ; a lamp winch hung m-erhead was 
broken in the scuffle, and they were both drenched with the oft ; one of the shopmen 
ran for a constable, and the sneak Kenrick himself, coming out from his editor s room, 
helped Captain Honieck to separate the combatants, and send Goldsmith home m a 
coach For a week the town v^as merry over the affray, chiefly at Goldy s expense ; 
who had, moreover, to pay 50/. to a Welsh charity, to avoid an action by Fwans. 
One’s wish now is that time could be rolled back to the moment of the scuffle, so 
that the lamp-oil that was spilt might have been poured down Kenrick’s throat. 
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There is an abundance of stories of Goldsmith in his last years, his ways in 
society, and his table-talk. They are all to the same effect— what a sensitive, 
guileless, tender-hearted, and really high-minded, creature he was, so that every- 
body that knew him liked him ; and yet how absurd, blundering, alternately 
consequentiarand bashful, so that eveiybody took liberties with him, and it was 
only when people remembered what a writer he was, or nowand then when his 
wits did clear in the course of talk, and he flashed out a brilliancy as keen as any in 
his books, that he was looked at with adequate respect. “Dr. Goldsmith,” said 
some one, “ is this sort of man : when he comes into a room, if you have not seen 
‘ ‘ him before, you look at him with reverence because of his writings ; but, before 
“ he leaves the room, you may be riding on his back.” Again, when the poet 
Rogers asked Conversation Cooke, as he was called, who had known Goldsmith 
well and been much with him, what he really was in talk, this was the answer he 
received, “ Sir, he was a fool. The right word never came to him. If you gave 
“ him back a bad shilling, he’d say, ‘ Why, it is as good a shilling as ever was borni 
“You know he ought to have coined. Coined^ Sir, never entered his head. 
“ He was a fool. Sir.” Or take Boswell’s report of one of his conversations with 
Johnson. “ Of our friend Goldsmith he said, ‘Sir, he is so much afraid of being 
“ unnoticed that he often talks merely lest you slrould forget that he is in the 
“company.’ Boswell~‘ Yes, he stands forward.’ Johnson — ‘True, Sir; but, 
“ if a man is to stand forward, he should wish to do it not in an awkward 
“ posture, not in rags, not so that he shall only be exposed to ridicule.’ Boswell 
“ — ‘For my part, I like very well to hear honest Goldsmith talk away carelessly.’ 
“ Johnson— ‘ Why, yes, Sir ; but he should not like to hear himself. ’ ” To the same 
purpose is another conversation of Goldsmith’s friends about him, recorded by 
Boswell. “Goldsmith being mentioned, Johnson — ‘It is amazing how little 
“Goldsmith knows. He seldom comes where he is not more ignorant than any 
“one else.’ SiR Joshu.a. Reynolds — ‘Yet there is no man whose company is 
“more liked.’ Johnson— ‘To be sure, Sir. When people find a man of the 
“ most distinguished abilities as a writer their inferior while he is with them, it 
“must be highly gratifying to them. What Goldsmith comically .says of himself 
“ is very true — he always gets the better when he argues alone ; meaning that he 
“ is master of a subject in his study, but, when he comes into company, grows 
“ confused, and unable to talk.”’ 

Among the best stories of Goldsmith are certainly those preserved by Boswell. 
Tlie young Scotchman, it is to be understood, whom Johnson had seen off at 
Harwich oil his way to Utrecht, had returned from abroad in February 1766, 
with his head full of a new enthusiasm for Corsica and Paoli. lie at once 
renewed liis intimacy with Dr. Johnson, whom he found now residing in Johnson’s 
Court, Fleet Street ; and, as during his absence Goldsmith had published his 
7 ra 7 ’cUer ziXid other things, he no longer wondered at finding Johnson and Goldsmith 
so much togellier. The three’again supped at the Mitre, and met once or twice at 
Johnson’s, before Boswell’s return to Edinburgh to begin the practice of law. But 
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in 1768 Boswell was again in London for a considerable time; again in 1769; 
again in 1772, having in the meantime married; and again in 17 73, when he had 
the honour of being elected a member of the Gerrard Street Club, already rein- 
forced since its commencement by some other new members, among whom were 
Percy, Chambers, Colman, and Garrick. In Boswell’s pages, accordingly, and 
chietly in the form of his own recollections of those visits to London, we have 
a pretty continuous history, from 1768 to 1774, of that Johnsonian world whicli so 
fascinated him. It was the time, in general politics, of the continued fame of Wilkes 
and Liberty — the time of Chatham’s obscuration, of the Grafton and other unpopular 
ministries, of the Letters of Junius, and of those discontents in the American 
colonies which led to the War of American Independence. Nor, amid these public 
events, were matters stationary in private with the members of the Johnsonian group. 
Burke’s political career as a Rockingham Whig had begun in 1766, and his voice 
w'as now powerful in the House of Commons. Johnson had added his edition of 
Shakespeare to his many previous publications, had had his famous interview with 
young George III. in the royal library, had begun his intimacy with the Thrales, 
and had entered on his si.Kties. The Royal Academy having been founded in' 1 768, 
Reynolds had become its first President, and received his knighthood. W’hat 
Goldsmith had been doing has been already told —save that we have yet to advert 
to an honour that came to him, in association with Johnson, in consequence of this 
last-mentioned fact of the foundation of the Royal Academy. ‘'Dr. Johnson,” 
says the Public Advertiser of December 22, 1769, “ is appointed Professor of Ancient 
Literature, and Dr. Goldsmith Professor of History, to the Royal Academy. 
These titles are merely honorary, no salary being annexed to them.” It was 
Reynolds who had arranged these distinations for his friends in connexion with the 
new institution. About the same time he painted his well-known portrait of 
Goldsmith, engravings from which were to be seen in 1770 in the windows of all 
the print-shops. Its only fault is that it represents Goldsmith without a wig, 
whereas he invariably wore one. Reynolds, doubtless, foresaw that posterity would 
like to know the real shape of the head. 

And now, with these preliminaries, let Boswell tell some of his stories of 

Goklsmith’s ridiculous ways. Gold)ls Envy of Johnson on account of his 

Intennexv with the fling : — “During all the time in which Dr. Johnson was 
“ employed in relating to the circle at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s the particulars of 
“what passed between the King and him, Dr. Goldsmith remained unmoved 
“ upon a sofa at some distance, affecting not to join in the least in the eager 
“ curiosity of the company. He assigned as a reason for his gloom and seeming 
“ inattention that he apprehended Johnson had relinquished his purpose of 
“ furnishing him wnth a Prologue to his play, with the hopes of which he had 
“ been flattered ; but it was strongly suspected that he was fretting with chagrin 
“ and envy at the singular honour Dr. Johnson had lately enjoyed. At length, 
“ the frankness and simplicity of his natural character prevailed. He sprung from 
“ the sofa, advanced to Johnson, and, in a kind of flutter, from imagining himself 
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in the situation which he had just been hearing described, exclaimed, ‘ Well, 
“ you acquitted yourself in this conversation better than I should have done ; for 

“ I should have bowed and stammered through the whole of it.’ ” — Goby's 

Bloom-- Coloured Coat Johnson) honoured me with his company at 

“ dinner on the i6th of October (1769) at my lodgings in Old Bond Street, with 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Garrick, Dr. Goldsmith, Mi*. Murphy, Mr. Bickerstaff, 
“and Mr. Thomas Davies. , . . One of the company not being come at the 
“ appointed hour, I proposed, as usual on such occasions, to order dinner to 
“be served; adding, ‘Ought six people to be kept waiting for one?’ ‘Why, 
“yes,’ answered Johnson, with a delicate humanity, ‘ if the one will suffer more 
“by your sitting down than the six will do by waiting.’ Goldsmith, to divert 
“the tedious minutes, strutted about, bragging of his dress, and I believe was 
“ seriously vain of it, for his mind w^as wonderfiilly prone to such impressions. 
“ ‘Come, come,’ said Garrick, ‘talk no more of that. You are perhaps the 
“ worst— eh, eh!’ Goldsmith was eagerly attempting to interrupt him, when 
“ Garrick went on, laughing ironically, ‘ Nay, you will always look like a 
“gentleman; but I am talking of being well or ill drest.^ ‘Well, let me tell 
“you,’ said Goldsmith, ‘when my tailor brought home my bloom-coloured coat, 
“ he said, “ Sir, I have a favour to beg of you. When anybody asks you who 
“ made your clothes, be pleased to mention John Filby, at the Harrow, in Water 
“Lane.”’ Johnson — ‘Why, Sir, that was because he knew the strange colour 
“would attract crowds to gaze at it, and thus they might hear of him, and see 
“ how well • he could make a coat even of so absurd a colour.’ — --Goldy's 
Fads in Natural History: — “ On Thursday, April 29 (1773), I dined with him 
“ (Johnson) at General Oglethorpe’s, where were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Langton, 
“ Dr. Goldsmith, and Mr. Thrale. ... Goldsmith — ‘ There is a general abhor- 
“ rence in animals at the signs of massacre. If you put a tub full of blood into a 
“ stable, the horses are like to go mad.’ Johnson— ‘ I doubt that.’ Goldsmith— 
“ ‘ Nay, it is a fact .well authenticated.’ Thrale — ‘ You had better prove it before 
“ you put it into your book on Natural History. You may do it in my stable 
“ if you will.’ Johnson — ‘Nay, Sir, I would not have him prove it. If he is 
“ content to take his information from others, he may get through his book with 
“ little trouble, and without much endangering his reputation. But, if he makes 
“ experiments for so comprehensive a book as his, there would be no end to them ; 

“ his erroneous assertions would then fall upon himself.’ ” Goldy trying to 

shdte, and resc 7 iting familiarity : — “ Goldsmith’s incessant desire of being conspicuous 
“ in company was the occasion of his sometimes appearing to such disadvantage 
“ as one should hardly have supposed possible in a man of his genius . . . (Once) 
“ when (he was) talking in a company with fluent vivacity, and, as he flattered 
“ himself, to the admiration of all who were present, a German who sat next 
“ him, and perceived Johnson rolling himself, as if about to speak, suddenly stopped 
“ him, saying, ‘ Stay, stay — Toctor Shonson is going to say something.’ This 
“ was, no doubt, very provoking, especially to one so irritalde as Goldsmith, who 



lu MEMOIR Of goldsmith, ^ 

“ frequently mentioned it with strong expressions,, of indignation. It may ^ilso be 
observed that Goldsmith was sometimes * con te A to be treated with an easy 
familiarity, but upon occasions would be consequential and important. An 
“ instance of this occurred in a small particular. Johnson had a way of contracting 
“ the names of his friends : as Beauclerk, Beau ; Boswell, Bozzy ; Langton, Lanky ; 
Murphy, Mur ; .Sheridan, Sherry. I remember, one day when Tom Davies was 
telling that Dr. Johnson said, ‘ We are all in labour for a name to Golify's play,’ 
“ Goldsmith seemed much displeased that such a liberty should be taken with 
“ his name. ‘ I have often desired him not to call me Goldy? ” 

The foregoing are from Boswell’s ‘‘ Life of Johnson,” where there is more of the 
same sort ; but other stories, as good, have come down by other channels of tradition. 

One or two of these may be added to the string. Gibbon making game of Gohfy : — 

While Goldsmith was busy wdth his ‘ Grecian History,’ Gibbon is said to have called 
upon him at his chambers in Brick Court. “ You are the very person I wanted to 
see,” said Goldsmith, “for I can’t remember the name of that Indian king -who gave 
7\lexander the Great so much trouble.” “Montezuma,” said Gibbon mischievously ; 
till, perceiving that Goldsmith took the information in good faith, and was making a 
note of it, he thought the jest might go too far, and added, “No, I mistake : it was 

not Montezuma; it was Porus.” Burke making ga??ie of Gohiy: — Burke, and 

his friend Mr. {afterwards Colonel) O’Moore, were walking together to Sir Joshua 
Reynolds’s to dine, when they saw Goldsmith, who was also going there, standing 
near a crowd that had gathered to stare and shout at some foreign women 'who weir 
looking out from the windows of a house in Leicester Square. ‘ ^ Observe Goldsmith, ” 
said Burke to his companion, “and mark what passes between him and me at Sir 
Joshua’s.” They arrived at Sir Joshua’s before Goldsmith ; and, when he appeared, 
Burke received him with a grave face, as if seriously offended. When Goldsmith had 
pressed some time for an explanation, Burke, with seeming reluctance, said it was 
really too much to expect that one could continue to be intimate with him after the 
indiscreet way in which he had been behaving in the square. With great earnestness 
Goldsmith professed his ignorance of having done anything wrong, and asked what 
it was. “Why,” said Burke, “did you not exclaim, as you were looking up at 
those women, what stupid beasts the people must be for staring with such admiration 
at those painted Jezebels while a man of your talents passed by unnoticed ! ” 
“ Surely I did not say that,” said the astonished Goldsmith. “ Nay, if you had not 
said so,” replied Burke, “how should I have known it?” “That’s true,” said 
Goldsmith humbly ; “I am very sorry—it was very foolish ; I do recollect that 
something of the kind passed thro%n rny mind, but I did not think I had uttered 

it.” Goldy and the Pig-Butcher : — At the humble Wednesday’s Club at the 

Globe in Fleet Street, according to Mr. Forster, no less than at the Gerrard Street 
Club and the parties at Sir Joshua’s, Goldsmith was the subject of practical jokes. 
Mr. Forster tells some of these and adds this story: A frequent attendant at the 
Club was “a certain Mr. B., described as a good sort of man and an eminent pig- 
“ butcher, who piqued himself very much on his good fellowship with the author of tlie 
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“ Traveller^ and whose constant mann^ of drinking to him was, ‘ Come, Noll, here’s 
“my service to you, old boy this one night after the comedy {the Good-^ 

Matured Man) was played, and when there was a very full club, Glover went over 
“ to Goldsmith, and said in a whisper that he ought not to allow such liberties. 
“‘Let him alone,’ answered Goldsmith, ‘and you’ll see how civilly I’ll let him 
“ down.’ He waited a little ; and, on the next pause in the conversation, called out 
“aloud, with a marked expression of politeness and courtesy, ‘Mr. B., I have the 
“honour of drinking your good health.’ ‘Thankee, thankee, Noll,’ returned 
“ Mr. B., pulling the pipe out of his mouth, and answering with great briskness.” 

Enough in this vein I Quite as numerous are the anecdotes of Goldsmith’s 
extreme tenderness of nerve, his generosity, his quick sympathy with all kinds of 
distress. Once, at a whist-table, we are told, hearing a woman sing in the streets, 
and struck by something peculiarly mournful in the tones of her voice, he could not 
rest till he had run out, given her some silver, and sent her away. In his own 
poverty he was ready with help and kind words not only for the Purdons, Pliffernans, 
and other poor Grub Street hacks, personally known to him, but also for any 
unknown young fellow he might casually encounter walking about the Temple 
Gardens and looking aimless and woe-begone. Remembering this, one cannot help 
wondering sometimes what might have happened or been prevented, if the boy 
Chatterton, during his fatal three months in London (May — August 1770) had chanced 
upon Goldsmith in his weary ramblings. One cannot but imagine, at all events, 
a certain sad significance in the fact that the hour of the last agony of that 
marvellous young life, the hunger-and-arseiiic agony in the dreadful garret in 
Brooke Street, Holborn, coincided with the time of Goldsmith’s absence from 
London on bis Paris journey. As it was, he was one of the fn-st, on his return, to 
hear of Chatterton’s fate, and to talk of him and the Rowley Poems. But what 
more is needed to attest the essential goodness of Goldsmith’s heart, his singular 
unselfishness and placability than the story which Boswell tells of his momentary 
quarrel with Johnson? “I dined with him (Johnson) this day (May 7, 1773),” says 
Boswell, “at the house of my friends, Messrs. Edward and Charles Dilly, book- 
“ sellers, in the Poultry : there were present— -their elder brother, Mr. Dilly of 
“ Bedfordshire; Dr. Goldsmith; Mr. Langton ; the Rev. Dr. Mayo, a Dissenting 
“ minister ; the Rev. Mr. Toplady ; and my friend, the Rev. Mr. Temple.” There 
was much talk ; they came at last on the subject of toleration ; and Johnson, whom 
the presence of a Dissenting minister made unusually loud and pugnacious, was 
hammering away on this subject, without much success against Dr. Mayo’s calm 
stolidity in the common opinion. “During this argument,” continues Boswell, 
“Goldsmith sat in restless agitation, from a Avish to get in and shme. Finding 
“ himself excluded, he had taken his hat to go away, but remained for some time 
“ Avith it in his hand, like a gamester, Avho, at the close of a long night, lingers for a 
“ little Avhile, to see if he can haA^e a favourable opening to finish Avith success, 
“ Once when he AAvas heginiiing to speak, he found himself overpowered by the loud 
“ voice of Johnson, who was at the opposite end of the table and did not perceive 
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Goldsmith’s attempt. Thus disappointed of liis wish to obtain the attention of 
“ the company, Goldsmith in a passion threw dowm his hat, looking angrily at 

Johnson, and exclaimed in a bitter tone, “ Taheity When Toplady was going to 
‘‘ speak, Johnson uttered some sound^ which led Goldsmith to think that he was 
“beginning again, and taking the words from Toplady. Upon which he seized 
“this opportunity of venting his own envy and spleen, under the pretext of 
“ supporting another person : ‘ Sir,’ said he to Johnson, ‘ this gentleman has heard 
“you patiently for an hour ; pray allow us now to hear //////.’ Johnson 
“ (sternly) Sir, I was not interrupting the gentleman ; I was only giving him a 
“signal of my attention. Sir, you are inipertinent’ Goldsmith made no reply, 
“ but continued in the company for some time.” After he had gone, the rest talked 
a while longer ; but at last, it being the club night, the company broke up. “ He 
“ (Johnson), and Mr. Langton, and I,” says Boswell, “went together to the club, 
“ where we found Mr. Burke, Mr. Garrick, and some other members, and amongst 
“them our friend Goldsmith, who sat silently brooding over Johnson’s reprimand 
“ to him after dinner. Johnson perceived this, and said aside to some of us, ‘ I’ll 
“make Goldsmith forgive me;’ and then called to him in a loud voice, ‘ Dr. 

• “ Goldsmith, something passed to-day where you and I dined; I ask your pardon.’ 
“Goldsmith answered placidly, ‘It must be much from you, Sir, that I take ill.’ 
“ And so at once the difference was oveir, and they were on as easy terms as ever, 
“ and Goldsmith rattled away as usual.” 

Goldsmith, as Boswell had to admit, did not always drivel in conversation. Forked 
lightnings now and then came out of the fog, and he said excellent and memorable 
things. We have already quoted his definition of Boswell’s main faculty, and Boswell 
has himself honestly recorded two or three sallies of Goldsmith at his expense. 
“ One evening, in a circle of wits, he found fault with me for talking of Johnson as 
“ entitled to the honour of unquestionable superiority. ‘ Sir,’ said he, ‘you are for 
“making a monarchy of what should be a republic.’” Again, in 1773, when 
Boswell had booked Johnson for his three months’ tour that autumn in Scotland and 
the Hebrides, and it was more than flesh and blood could stand to hear him exult- 
ing in the prospect and talking of the matchlessness of his great man, “ Is he 
like Burke, who winds into a subject like a serpent?” said Goldsmith angrily. 
Even Johnson himself was occasionally outwitted by Goldjr, and took it good- 
humouredly. “Johnson — I remember once being with Goldsmith in West- 
“ minster Abbey. While we surveyed the Poets’ Corner, I said to him, — 

* Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebitur istis.’ 

“When we got to Temple Bar, he stopped me, pointed to the heads upon it, and 
“ slyly whispered me, 

^ Forsitan et nostrum nornen miscebitur istis* 

Again, when Goldsmith, in talk with Johnson and Reynolds, spoke of the difficulty 
of fable-writing, and gave as an instance “the fable of the little fishes who saw birds 
fly over their heads, and, envying them, petitioned Jupiter to be changed into 
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birds.” While he was dilating on this and pointing out very earnestly that the 
skill consisted in “making them talk like little fishes,” Johnson’s laughter roused 
him. “ Why, Dr. Johnson,” he proceeded smartly, “this is not so easy as you seem 
to think ; for, if you were to make little fishes talk, they would talk like wkaks," 
Again, these two often-quoted sayings about Johnson are Goldsmith’s: “There is 
no arguing with Johnson; for, when his pistol misses fire, he knocks you down 
with the butt-end of it and, “Johnson, to be sure, has a roughness of manner, 
but no man has a better heart : he has nothing of the bear but his skin.” Finally, 
take the story of the tke-a-i^te supper of Johnson and Gokly off rumps and kidneys 
at Jack’s Coffee House in Dean Street: — “Sir,” said Johnson, “these rumps are 
pretty little things, but then a man must eat a great many of them before he is 
satisfied.” “Ay, but how many of these would reach to the moon?” said 
Goldsmith. “To the moon I” echoed Johnson; “that, sir, I fear, exceeds your 
calculation.” “Not at all,” said Goldy firmly; “I think I could tell.” “Pray 
then let us hear?” “Why,” said Goldy slowly — and Mr. Forster must be right 
in supposing that here he edged off as far as possible from Johnson — “one, if it 
were long enough.” “ Sir, I have deserved it,” gasped Johnson at last. 

Poor Goldsmith’s successes in this way, however, bore no proportion to his 
failures. “I have been but once at the club since you left England,” wrote' 
Beauclerk to Lord Charlemont, another member of the club, on the 5 th of July, 
1773 ; “and Ave were entertained as usual by Dr. Goldsmith’s absurdities.” This 
had become the common way of talking of him. More especially since Garrick, 
wdth his love of mimicry and mischief, had become a member of the club, it had 
become the fashion there to laugh at Goldy and all he said and did. But the fashion 
extended beyond the club ; and, whenever Goldy ’s friends met together, and Garrick 
chanced to be among them, Goldy’s “ absurdities ” were sure to be the theme. One 
such place was St. James’s Coffee House in St. James’s Street, where for some time 
a company of persons, partly belonging to the club and partly not, had been in the 
habit of dining together periodically. Here, one day in February 1774, when 
Goldy was absent, it was proposed to write jocular epitaphs upon him. Several 
' such were written, and among them this by Garrick : — 

“ Here lies Poet Goldsmith, for shortness called Noll, 

Who wrote like an angel, but talked like poor Poll” 

But it was not very safe to challenge Goldsmith at this kind of sport, as Garrick and 
others found to their cost when, in the course of the next month, fragments of 
Goldsmith’s little poem called Retaliation began to be whispered about. Who does 
not know this exquisite masterpiece of satire, or rather of humorous character- 
painting ? For there is not a touch of malice or mere caricature in it, but only the 
keenest and kindliest observation, and the quintessence of happy expression ? Flow 
all the friends that had been laughing at him are paid off, one by one, with what is at 
once most gracious compliment and most delicate banter, so that they must have 
both liked it and not liked it, and must have known that the tables were turned 
upon the whole pack of them, by this one retort of Goldy, for all time to come ! 
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Especially what three portraits in miniature are those of Burke, Garrick, and 
Reynolds 1 Burke lived fiye-and-twenty years longer, and was to be and do during 
those five-and-twenty years a great deal more than he had yet been or done ; but it 
is Goldsmith’s character of him that we always quote when we want epigram or 
epitome. In vain Garrick tried, by subsequent verses, not in the best taste, to out- 
epitaph Goldy after he was dead; his clever “Poor Poll” couplet does last, Init 
Goldy’s thirty-two lines on Garrick in his Ketaltation last also, and are a settlement 
for ever of the account between them. And what portrait of any one has come to 
us from the pencil of Reynolds more graphic than the unfinished pen-and-ink sketch 
of Reynolds himself with which Retaliation ends ? 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 

When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing ; 

When they talked of their Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff, 

He shifted his trumpet, and only took snuff. 

By flattery unspoilt .... 

So, with this loving tribute to Sir Joshua, the poem breaks off. He had more to 
say in honour of the great painter who had been so truly bis friend. Did he 
contemplate the addition of a portrait of Johnson ? Most probably not. “It must 
be much from you, Sir, that I take ill,” tire gentle creature had said to the terrible 
Samuel on receiving his apology for a gross insult ; and, notwithstanding his tetchy 
observation about Johnson to Boswell, “Is he like Burke, who winds into a subject 
like a serpent?” it is clear that there was no human being for whom Goldsmith felt 
so profound and absolute a regard. 

They were not to be troubled, any of them, with poor Goldy much longer. His 
Animated Nature and his Grecian History^ though not published, were off his 
hands ; and except that Retaliatio?i may have been lying on his desk to have a few 
lines added to it now and then when he w'as in the humour, we hear of nothing 
particular that was occupying him in the months of February and INIarch 1774. 
He had come to the end of some years of labour in compiling ; and now, if ever, 
was the time for carrying into effect the resolution, to which he had been persuading 
himself, of retiring permanently into some quiet part of the country and coming to 
London only for two months evciy year. But, in fact, either to go or stay would 
have been difficult for him. All his resources were gone ; his feet, as he 
walked in the streets, were in a meshwork of debt, to the extent of about 2,000/. ; 
and all that he could look forward to, with any promise of relief in it, was the chance 
of a new stretch of some ten thousand acres of additional ditch- work and compi- 
lation, for some bookseller who would not mind prepaying for the labour in part. 
He did talk of something of the kind to the publisher Nourse, into whose hands 
the property of the Animated Natim had passed, and who had it now at press. 
What would Mr. Nourse say to taking shares with Griffin in a large sequel to the 
Animated Nature, in the form of a work on the vegetable and fossil kingdoms?” 
Mr. Nourse does not appear to have had time to consider this proposal when, as 
far as Goldsmith was concerned, it became unnecessaiy for him to think more 
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about it. Goldy had gone in March, for a week or two, to his retreat at Hyde on 
the Edgeware Road, when an attack of a local complaint to which he had for some 
time been subject brought him back to his chambers in the Temple. The imme- 
diate illness passed off, but a kind of nei-vous fever followed ; and at eleven o’clock 
at night on the 25th of March, Mr. Hawes, an apothecary and a friend of Gold- 
smith’s, was sent for. He found Goldsmith vciy ill, and bent on doctoring himself 
with “James’s fever-powders,” a patent medicine the property in which had 
Ijclongcd to Newbery the puldisher, and in which Goldsmith had great faith. 
In spite of all that Mr, Hawes could say, he would take one of these powders; 
after which he became worse and worse. Dr. Fordyce, who had been just elected 
a member of the Gerrard Street Club, and Dr. Turton, another physician of 
celebrity, were called in to assist 7 vlr. Hawes, but without avail. “ Your pulse, 
said Dr. Turton to his patient, “is in greater disorder than it should be from the stale 
of your fever : is your mind at ease?” “It is /w/,” said Goldsmith. And so, with 
varying symptoms, he lay on in his chambers in Brick Court till Monday, the 4lh of 
April, 1774, on which, day it was known through town that Goldsmith was dead, 
lie died at half-past four that morning in strong convulsions. When Burke was told 
tlie news, he burst into tears. When Reynolds was told it, he left his painting-room, 
where he then was, and did no more work that clay. How Johnson was affected at 
the moment we can only guess ; but three months afterwards he wrote as follows 
to Bennet Langton, in Lincolnshire : “ Chambers, you find, is gone far, and poor 
“ Goldsmith is gone much farther. He died of a fever, exasperated, as I believe, by 

the fear of distress. lie raised money and squandered it by every artifice of 
“ accpiisition and folly of expense. But let not his frailties be remembered; he 
“ was a very great man.” When Goldsmith died he was forty-five years and five 
months old. His body was buried, on tlie 9th of April, in the burying-ground 
of the Temple Church. The monument to him in Westminster Abbey, with the 
Latin inscription by Johnson, was erected in 1776. 

About Goldsmith personally we can add but few particulars to those already 
given. As is implied by the vei'y name “ Goldy,” so persistently attached to him in 
spite of his remonstrances, he was a little man, — not above five feet five inches 
high, it is said, though stout and thick about the chest and limbs. To have seen 
him walking down Fleet Street, with the gigantic Johnson by his side, must have 
been a sight indeed. His pale and pitted face taken along with his figure, people 
thought him one of the plainest little bodies that ever entered a room; they even 
called his appearance “mean.” I^ooking at his portrait now, and knowing what 
he was, we do not find this, but only a certain oddness, caused by the outbiilging 
forehead, the lax mouth and chin, and in general the pouting, sulky, “You 
don’t sufficiently respect me,” expression. Though sociable and convivial, and 
lavishly expensive in his style of entertaining others, he seems himself to have had 
simple enough tastes in eating and drinking ; he never had a habit of excess in wine, 
and he was fond of a bowl of milk to the last. One of his peculiarities—he himself 
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notes it as a peculiarity in one who professed to w^rite on Natural History — was a 
strong antipathy to mice, eels, and most little animals of the crawling kind, such as 
worms and caterpillars. Of all the rest of that strange mixture, or jumble, of 
qualities that went to make Goldy, a sufficient account has already been given ; and, 
if one were bent on summing it all up in some one general idea or impression, to 
be easily remembered, it must be that impression or idea in which his contemporaries 
concurred unanimously through every period of his life, and which has been trans- 
mitted to us in so many forms, viz. that he was one of the best-hearted creatures 
ever born, but a positive idiot except %vhen he had the pen in his hand. 

Except when he had the pen in his hand! Ay! there, has been his po^vet 
with the world! And what shall one say now of Goldsmith’s writings? Take 
four brief remarks Not to be forgotten is that division of them, already 

dwelt on, into two distinct oxAtxz— compilations and original pieces. As the 
division was a vital one to Goldsmith himself— for his literaiy life consisted, as 
we have said, of a succession of glitterings of spontaneous genius amid dull 
habitual drudgery at hackwork— so it is of consequence in our retrospect of 
him. Probably much that Goldsmith did in the way of anonymous compilation 
lies buried irrecoverably in the old periodicals for which he wrote, and which 
are now little better than lumber on the shelves of our great libraries. But 
his compilations of English, Roman, and Grecian History, and his Animated 
Nature^ once so popular, are still known, and are to be distinguished from that 
class of his writings of which the present volume is a collection. Even in the 
present volume there are some small things that must be regarded as mere com- 
pilations, and may serve as minor specimens of Goldsmith in that line — the wretched . 
shred called a Life of Bolinghrokc^ for example, and the better, but still poor, Life of 
Farmf if not indeed also the Memoir of Voltaire,, and the Life of Beau Nash. 
Deduct these, and in the Inquiry hito the State of Polite Learning,, the Essays, the 
Bee, the Ciiizm of the World, t\ie Vicar of Wakefield, and the Poems and Plays, 
you have, in various forms, the pure and real Goldsmith. (2) In all that he wrote, 
his compilations included, there was the charm of his easy, perspicuous style. This 
was one of Goldsmith’s natural gifts; with his humour, his tenderness, and his 
graceful delicacy of thought, he had it from the first. No writer in the language 
has ever surpassed him, or even equalled him, in that witching -simplicity, that 
gentle ease of movement, sometimes careless and slip-shod, but always in perfect 
good taste, and often delighting with the subtlest turns and felicities, which critics 
have admired for a hundred years in the diction of Goldsmith. It is this merit 
that still gives to his compilations what interest they have, though it was but in a 
moderate degree that he could exhibit it there. ''Nullum fere scrihendi genus non 
Utigit; nullum quod tetigit non ornaviP^ (“There was no kind of writing almost that 
he did not touch; none that he touched that he did not adorn,”) said Johnson of him 
in his epitaph in Westminster Abbey ; and the remark includes his compilations. 
In matter, his History of England, for example, has liecome quite worthless ; and 
if you want a good laugh over Goldy’s notion of what sort of thing a battle 
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might be, open the book at his descriptions of the battles of Cressy and Agincourt. 
What “letting fly” at the enemy! and how it is the Black Prince in the one 
case, and Henry V. in the other, that settles eve^rthing with his own hand, and 
tumbles them over in droves ! But read on, and you will see how the style could 
reconcile people to the meagreness of the matter, and keep the compilation so long 
popular. And so with \\\& ^Animated N'atiire. Johnson prophesied that he would 
make the work as pleasant as a Persian tale ; and the prophecy was fulfilled. The 
“ style ” of Goldsmith — which includes, of course, the habitual rule of sequence in his 
ideas, his sense of fitness and harmony, the liveliness of his fancy from moment to 
moment, and his general mental tact— this is a study in itself. (3) In his original 
writings, where the charm of his style is most felt, there is, with all their variety of 
form, a certain sameness of general effect. The field of incidents, characters, senti- 
ments, and imagined situations, within which the author moves, is a limited one, 
though there is great deftness of recombination within that horizon. We do not 
mean merely that Goldsmith, as an eighteenth-century writer, did not go beyond the 
intellectual and poetic range to which his century had restricted itself. This is true ; 
and though we discern in Goldsmith’s writings a fine vein of peculiarity, or even 
uniqueness, for the generation to which they belonged, there is yet abundant proof 
that his critical tenets did not essentially transcend those of his generation. Even 
more for him than for some of his contemporaries. Pope was the limit of classic English 
literature, and the older grandeurs of vShakespeare and Milton were rugged, barbaric 
mountain-masses, well at a distance. But, over and above this limitation of Gold- 
smith’s range by essential sympathy with the tastes of his time, there was a something 
in his own method and choice of subjects causing a farther and inner circumscription 
of his bounds. All Goldsmith’s phantasies, whether in verse or prose — ^liis Vicar of 
IVahfcld, his Traveller, his Deserted Village, his Good-Natured Man and She Stoops 
to CoJiquer, and even the humorous sketches tliat occur in his Essays and 
Citizen of the World — are phantasies of what may be called reminiscence. Less 
than even Smollett, did Goldsmith iiwe^it, if by invention we mean a projection of 
the imagination into vacant space, and a filling of portion after portion of that space, 
as by sheer bold dreaming, with scenery, events, and beings, never known before. Pie 
drew on the recollections of his own life, on the history of his own family, on the 
characters of his relatives, on whimsical incidents that had happened to him in his 
Irish youth or during his continental wanderings, on his experience as a literary 
drudge in London. It is easy to pick out passages in his Vicar, his Citizen, and 
elsewhere, which are, with hardly a disguise, autobiographical. Dr. Primrose is 
his own father, and the good clergyman of the Deserted Village is his brother 
Henry ; the simple Moses, the Gentleman in Black, young Honeywood in the Good- 
Natured Man, and even Tony Lumpkin in She Stoops to Coiiquer, are so many 
reproductions of phases of himself; the incident on which this last play turns, the 
mistake of a gentleman’s house for an inn, was a remembered blunder of his own 
in early life ; and niore than once his device for ending all happily is a benevolent 
uncle in the background. That of these simple elements he made so many 
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channing combinations, really differing from each other, and all, though suggested 
by fact, yet hung so sweetly in an ideal air, proved what an artist he was, and 
was belter than much that is commonly called invention. In short, if there is 
a sameness of effect in Goldsmith’s writings, it is because they consist of poetry and 
truth, humour and pathos, from his own life, and the supply from such a life as 
his was not inexhaustible. (4) Though so much of Goldsmith’s best writing was 
generalized and idealized reminiscence, he discharged all special Irish colour out oi 
the reminiscence. There are, of course, Irish references and allusions, and -\ve 
know what a warm heart he had to the last for the island of his birth. Ihit in 
most of his writings, even when it may have been Irish recollections that suggested 
the theme, he is careful to drop its origin, and transplant the tale into England. 
The ideal air in which his phantasies are hung is an English air. The JScar of 
Wakefield is an English prose-idyll ; She Stoops to Conquer is a comedy of English 
humour, and Tony Lumpkin is an English country-lout ; and, notwithstanding all 
the accuracy with which Lissoy and its neighbourhood have been identified with tlie 
Auburn of the Deserted Village^ w*e are in England and not in Ireland while w^e 
read that poem. Goldsmith’s heart and genius were Irish ; his wandering about 
in the world had given him a touch of cosmopolitan ease in his judgment of 
things and opinions, and especially, what was rare among Englishmen then, a 
great liking for the French j but in the form and matter of his WTitings he was 
purposely English. 

• DAVID MASSON. 


Aumsi 1868. 






THE MISCELLANEOUS WORKS 


OF 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH 






THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. 


CHAPTER I. i 

The Description of tJie Family of Wakefield, in 
which a kindred Likeness prevails, as well of \ 
Minds as of Persons. ! 

I WAS ever of opinion, that the honest 
man who married and brought up a large 
family did more service than he who con^ 
tinued single, and only talked of popula- 
tion. From this motive, 1 had scarce 
taken orders a year before I began to 
think seriously of matrimony, and chose 
wife, as she did her wedding-gown, 
for a fine glossy surface, but for such 
as would wear well. To do her 
she was a good-natured notable 
woman ; and, as for breeding, there were 
few counti 7 ladies Avho could show more. 
She could read any English book without 
much spelling ; but for pickling, preserv- 
and cookery, none could excel her. 
prided herself also upon being an 
excellent cpntriver in housekeeping ; 
though I could never find that we grew 
richer with all her contrivances. 

However, we loved each other tenderly, 
our fondness increased as we grew 
There was, in fact, nothing that 
with the world or 
an elegant house 


situated in a fine country, and a good 
neighbourhood. The year was spent in 
a moral or rural amusement, in visiting 
our rich neighbours, and relieving such 
as were poor. We had no revolutions to 
fear, nor fatigues to undergo; all our 
adventures were by the fireside, and all 
our migrations from the blue bed to the 
brown. 

As we lived near the road, we often 
had the traveller or stranger visit us to 
taste our gooseberry wine, for which we 
had great reputation ; and I profess, with 
the veracity of an historian, that I never 
knew one of them find fault with it. Our 
cousins, too, even to tlie fortieth remove, 
all remembered their affinity, without any 
, help from the heralds’ office, and came 
very frequently to see m. Some of tliem 
did us no great honour by these claims of 
kindred; as we had the blind, the maimed, 
and the halt amongst the number. How- 
ever, my wife always iiLsisted that, as they 
were the sz.mQ Jiesh ait d Maod^ they should 
sit with us at the same table. So that, if 
we had not very rich, we generally had 
very happy friends about up; ; for this re- 
mark will hold good through life, that the 
poorer th§ puest, the better pleased 
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There are an htmdred fatdis in this things and an hundred things might be said 
to prove them beauties. But it is needless. A book may be amusing with mmerous 
errors j or it may he very dull without a single absurdity . The hero of this piece unites 
in himself the three greatest characters upon earth j he is a priest, an husbandman, and 
the father of a fa77iily. He is draw7i as ready to teach, a7id ready to obey ; as shtiple 
i7t affln€7tce, a 7 td ttiajeslic in adversity. J71 this age of opukfice and 7-efi7ieme7it, whoT7i 
ca7i such a character please ? Such as are fond of high life will timi with disdain 
f}V7n the simplicity of his coimiiy fii'cside ; such as 7nistake ribaldry for himiour will 
find 710 wit in his harmless coftversatmt ; and such as have been taught to deride 
I'cligion will laugh at onp whose chief sto7'es of comfort a7r draim fro7n futurity. 

Oliver Goldsmith. 
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ever is with being treated i and as some 
men gaze with admiration at the coiours 
of a tulip, or the wing of a butterfly, so I 
was, by nature, an admirer of happy human 
faces. However, when any one of our 
relations was found to be a person of very 
bad character, a troublesome guest, or one ' 
^ w^e desired to get rid of, upon his leaving 
my house I ever took care to lend him a 
riding-coat, or a pair of boots, or some- 
times an horse of small value, and I always , 
had the satisfaction of finding he never 
came back to return them. By this the 
house was cleared of such as we did not i 
like ; but never was the family of Wake- | 
field known to turn the traveller or the 
poor dependant out of doors. 

Thus we lived several years in a state 
of much happiness, not but that we some- 
times had those li^ttle mbs which Provi- 
dence sends to enliance the value of its 
ihvours. My orchard was often robbed 
hy schoolboys, and my wife’s custards 

f hindered by the cats or the children. 

'he Squire would sometimes fall asleep 
in the most pathetic parts of my sermon, 
or his lady return my wife’s civilities at 
church with a mutilated curtsey. But we 
soon got over the uneasiness caused by 
such accidents, and usually in three or 
four days began ^o w’onder how they 
vexed us. 

My children, the olTspring of tem- 
perance, as they were educated without 
softness, so they were at once well-formed 
and healthy ^ my sons hardy and active, 
my daughters beautiful and blooming. 
When 1 stood in the midst of the little 
circle, which promised to be the supports 
of '|i^y declining age, I could not avoid 
repeating the famous story of Count 
Abensberg, who, in Henry the Second’s 
progress through Germany, while other 
courtiers came with their treasures, 
brought his thirty-two children, and 
presented them to his sovex-eign as the 
most valuable offering he had to bestow. 
In this manner, though I had but six, 

I considered them as a very valuable 
present to my country, and con- 
, sequently^oked upon it as my debtor. 
Our eldest son was named George, after 
his uncle, who left us ten thousand pounds. 

" second child, a girl, I intended to call 


after her aunt Grissel ; but my wife, who 
during her pregnancy had been reading 
romances, insisted upon her being called 
Olivia. In less than another year wc 
had another daughter, and now I w^as 
determined that Grissel sliould be her 
name ; but a rich relation taking a fancy 
to stand godmother, the girl was, ])y lier 
directions, called Sophia ; so that we had 
two romantic names in the family ; but 
I solemnly protest I had no hand in it. 
Moses was our next, and, after an interval 
of twelve years, wc had two sons more. 

It would be fruitless to deny exultation 
when I saw my little ones about me ; but 
the vanity and the satisfirction of my wife 
were even greater than mine. When 
our visitors would say, ^Veli, upon my 
word, ]Mrs. Primrose, you have the finest 
children in the whole country;” — “Ay, 
neighbour,” she would answer, “they are 
as Heaven made them, handsome enough, 
if they be good enough ; for handsome i;i 
that handsome does.” And then she 
would bid the girls hold up their heads ; 
who, to conceal nothing, were certainly 
very handsome. Merc outside is so vei-y 
trifling a circumstance with me, that I 
slxould scarce have remembered to men- 
tion it, had it not been a general topic of 
conversation in the country. Olivia, now 
about eighteen, had that luxuriancy of 
beauty with which painters generally 
draw Hebe; open, sprightly, and com- 
manding. Sophia’s features w'ere not so 
striking at first, but often did more certain 
execution ; for they were soft, modest, and 
alluring. The one vanquished by a single 
blow, the other by efforts successfully re 
peated. 

The temper of a woman is generally 
formed from the turn of her features : at 
least it was so with my daughters. Olivia 
wished for many lovers ; Sophia to secure 
one. Olivia was often affected, from too 
great a desire to please ; Sophia even 
repressed excellence, from her feai*s to 
offend. The one entertained me with 
' her vivacity when I was gay, the other 
I with her sense w^hen I was serious. But 
I these qualities were never carried to excess 
in either, and I have often seen "'^em 
exchange characters for a whole* day to- 
gether. A suit of mourning frans- 
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formed my coquette into a prude, and a which, as they never sold, I have the 
new set of ribands has given her younger consolation of thinking were read only 
sister more than natural vivacity. My by the happy few. Some of my friends 
eldest son George was bred at Oxford, as ! called this my weak side ; but, alas 1 
I intended him for one of the learned pro- i they had not, like me, made it the sub- 
fessions. My second boy Moses, whom I i ject of long contemplation. The more 
designed for business, received a sort of I reflected upon it, the more important 
miscellaneous education at home. But it it appeared. I even went a step beyond 
is needless to attempt describing the par- Whiston in displaying my principles ; as 
ticular characters of young people that he had engraven upon his wife’s tomb 
had seen but very little of the world. In that she was the only wife of William 
short, a family likeness prevailed through Whiston, so I \vrote a similar epitrpli for 
all, and, properly speaking, they had but my wife, though still living, in which I 


one character,-— that of being all equally extolled her prudence, economy, and obe- 
generous, credulous, simple, and inoffen- I dience till death ; and having got it copied 


CHAPTER II. 


fair, with an elegant frame, it was placed 
over the chimney-piece, where it answered 
several very useful purposes : it adraon- 


Family Misf or tunes. The Loss of Foritme only ished my wife of her duty to me, and,.my 
serves to mc7rase the Pride of the Worthy. j tO her ; it inspired her With a 


Thk temporal concerns of our family were passion for fame, and constantly put her 
chiedy committed to my wife’s manage- in mind of her end. 


ment; as to the spiritual, I took them It was thus, perhaps, from hearing? 


entirely under my own direction. The marriage so often recommended, that my 
^p^rofits of my living, which amounted to eldest son, just upon leaving college, fixed 
but thirty-five pounds a year, I made over his affections upon tlie daughter of a neigh- 
to the orphans and widows of the clergy bouring clergyman, who was a dignitary 
of our diocese ; for, having a fortune of in the Church, and in circumstances to 
my own, I was careless of temporalities, give her a large fortune. But fortune 


and felt a secret pleasure in doing my was her smallest accomplishment. Miss 
duty without reward. I also set a re- Arabella Wilmot was allowed by all 


solution of keeping no ctvrate, and of (except my two daughters) to be com- 
being acquainted with every man in the pletely pretty. Her youth, health, and 


parish, exhorting the married men to innocence, were still heightened by a 


temperance, and the bachelors to malri- complexion so transparent, and such an 


mony : so that in a few years it was a happy sensibility of look, as even age 
commem saying, that there were three could not gaze on with indifference. As 


strange wants at Wakefield, a 1 t%soii 
wanting pride, young men wanting ivives, 
and ale-houses wanting customers. 

Matrimony was always one of my 


Mr. Wilmot knew that I could make a 
very handsome settlement on my son, he 
was not averse to the match ; so l>oth 
families lived together in all that harmony 


favourite topics, and I wrote several which generally precedes an expected alli- 
sermons to prove its happiness : but there ance. Being convinced, by experiente, 


was a peculiar tenet which I made a point that the days of courtship are the most 
of supporting ; for I maintained with happy of our lives, I was willing enough 


/ Whiston, that it was unlawful for a priest to lengthen the period ; and the vari- 
r? qP Church of England, after the death ous amusements which the young couple 
of his first wife, J.0 take a second ; or, to every day shared in each other’s company 
express it in one word, I valued myselfj seemed to increase their passion. We 
upon being a strict monogamist. were generally awaked in the morning by 

I was early initiated into this important music, and on fine days rode a-hunting. 
dispute, on which so many laborious The hours between breakfast and dinner 
..volumes have been written. I published the ladies devoted to dress and study ; 
some tracts upon the subject myself, they usually read a page, and then gazed 


I 
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at themselves in the glass, which, even th' 
philosophers might own, often presented on 
the page of greatest beauty. At dinner, fa- 
my wife took the lead ; for, as she always th 
insisted upon carving everything herself, w 
it being her mother’s way,_ she gave us, tn 
upon these occasions, the history of every hi 
dish. When we had dined, to prevent ol 
the ladies leaving us, I generally ordered xr 
the'lable to be removed ; and sometimes, ir 
with the music-master’s assistance, the fr 
mrls would give us a very agreeable is 
concert. Walking out, drinking tea, t( 
country dances, and forfeits, shortened 
the rest of the day, without the assistance o 
of cards, as 1 hated all manner of gaming, h 
except backgammon, at which my old y 
friend and I sometimes took a twopenny t 
hit. Nor can 1 here pass over an omi- n 
nous circumstance that happened, the last v 
time we played together. I only wanted y 
to fling a quatre, and yet I threw deuce c 
ace five times running. ^ 

Some months were elapsed in this - 
manner, till at last it was thought con- i 
venient to fix a clay for the nuptials of the i 
young couple, who seemed earnestly to i 
desire it. During the preparations for t 
the wedding, I need not describe the < 
btisy importance of my wife, nor the j 
sly looks of my daughters : in fact, my i 
attention was fixed on another object, < 
the completing a tract, which I intended ! 
shortly to publish, in defence of my fa- 
vourite principle. As I looked upon tins 
as a masterpiece, both for argument and 
style, I could not, in the pride of ^ my 
heart, avoid showing it to my old friend i 
Mr. Wilmot, as 1 made no doubt of j 
receiving his approbation: but not till 
too late" I discovered that he was most 
violently attached to the contrary opinion, 
and with good reason ; for he was at 
that time actually courting a fourth wife. 
This, as may be expected, produced a 
dispute, attended with some acrimony, 
which threatenecl to interrupt our in- 
tended alliance ; but, on the day before 
that appointed for the ceremony, we 
agreed tp^disciiss the subject at large. 

It was managed with proper spiiit on 
both sides ; he asserted that I was heter- 
odox ; X retorted the charge : he replied, . 
and I rejoined. In the meantime, while 


the controversy was hottest, I was called 
out by one of my relations, who, with 
face of concern, advised me to give up ^ 
the dispute, at least till my son’s wedding 
was over. ‘‘ How,” cried I, relinquish 
the cause of truth, and let him be a 
husband, already driven to the veiy veige 
of absurdity? You might as well advise ^ 
me to give up my fortune as my argu- 
ii^ent.”— “Your fortune,” returned my 
friend, “ I am now. sorry to inform you, 
is almost nothing. The merchant in 
town, in whose hands your money was 
lodged, has gone off, to avoid a statute 
of bankruptcy, and is thought not to have 
left a shilling in the pound. I was un- 
willing to shock you or the family with 
the account till after the wedding : but 
now it may serve to moderate your 
warmth in the argument ; for, I suppose, 
your own prudence will enforce the ne- 
cessity of dissembling, at least till your 
son has the young lady's fortune secure.’ 

— “Well,” returned 1, “if what you tell 
me be true, and if I am to be a beggar, 
it shall never make me a rascal, or induce 
me to disavow my principles. I’ll go this 
moment and inform the company of my 
circumstances : and, as for the argument, 

T even here retract my former concessions 
• in the old gentleman’s favour, nor will 
. allow him now to be a husband in any 
, sense of the expression.” 

It would be endless to describe the dif- 
; ferent sensations of both families when I 
I divulged the news of our misfortune : but 
r what others felt was slight to what the 
I lovers appeared to endure. Mr. Wilmot, 
f who seemed before sufficiently inclined to 
1 I break off the match, was, by this blow, 
t soon determined : one virtue he had in per- 
fection, which was prudence, too often the 
t only one that is left us at seventy- two. 


CHAPTER III. 

A Migyaiion. The fortunate Circumstances of 
our Lives are generally foJtnd at last to be of 
our mvn procuring. 

The only hope of our family now was, 
that the report of our misfortune might be 
malicious or premature j but a letter from 
my agent in town soon came, with a conv 
firmation of every particular. The loss of 
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fortune to myself alone would have been mother and the rest, who mingled their 
trifling ; the only uneasiness I felt was for tears with their kisses, came to ask a bless- 
my family, who were to be humbled with- ’ '* • t . 1 . i' . ... .. 

out an education to render them callous to 
contempt. 

Near a fortnight had passed before I 
attempted to restrain their affliction ; for London on foot, in the manner Hooker, 
premature consolation is but the remem- your great ancestor, travelled there before 
brancer of sorrow. During this interval, you. Take from me the same horse that 
my thoughts were employed on some was given him by the good bishop Jewel, 
future means of supporting them ; and at this staff, and take this book, too, it wdll 
last a small cure of fifteen pounds a year be your comfort on the way : these two 
was offered me, in a distant neighbour- lines in it are worth a million, — ‘I have 
hood. Where I could still enjoy my prin- been young;, and now am old ; yet never 
ciples without molestation. With this saw I the righteous man forsaken, or his 
proposal I joyfully closed, having deter- seed begging their bread.’ Let this be 
mined to increase my salary by managing your consolation as you travel on. Go, 
a little farm. my boy ; whatever be thy fortune, let me 

Having taken this resolution, ray next see thee once a year ; still keep a good 
care was to get together the wrecks of my heart, and farewell.” As he was possessed 
fortune ; and, all debts collected and paid, of integrity and honour, I was under no 
out of fourteen thousand pounds we had apprehensions from throwing him naked 
but four hundred remaining. My chief into the amphitheatre of life; for I knew 
attention, therefore, was now to bring he would’ act a good part whether van- 
down the pride of my family to their cir- quished or victorious.' 
cumstances ; for I well knew that aspiring His departure only prepared the way for 
beggaiy is wretchedness itself. You our own, which arrived a few days after- 
cannot be ignorant, my children,” cried I, wards. The leaving a neighbourhood in 
“that no prudence of ours could have which we had enjoyed so many hours of 
prevented our late misfortune ; but pru- tranquillity was not without a tear, which 
dence may do much in disappointing its scarce fortitude itself could suppress, 
effects. We are now poor, my fondlings, Besides, a journey of seventy miles, to a 
and wisdom bids us conform to our humble family that had hitherto never been above 
situation. Let us then, without repining, ten fi'om home, filled us with apprehen- 
give up those splendours with which nimi- sion ; and the cries of the poor, who fol- 
bers are wretched, and seek in humbler lowed us for some miles, contributed to 
circumstances that peace with which all increase it. The first day’s journey 
may be happy. iThe poor live pleasantly brought us in safety within thirty miles of 
without our help : why, then, should not our future retreat, and we put up for the 
we learn to live without theirs ? No, my night at an obscure inn in a village by the 
children, let us from this moment give up way. When we were shown a room, I 
all pretensions to gentility : we have still desired the landlord, in my usual way, to 
enough left for happiness if we are wise, let us have his company, with which he 
and let us draw upon content for the defi- complied, as what he drank would increase 
. ciencies of fortune.” the bill next morning. He knew, however, 

^ As my eldest son was bred a scholar, I the whole neighbourhood to which I was 
determined to send him to town, where removing, particularly Squire Thornhill, 
his abilities might contribute to our sup- who was to be my landlord, and who lived 
port and his own. The separation of within a few miles of the place. This 
friends and families is, perhaps, one of the 
most distressful circumstances attendant 
on p^imry. The day soon arrived on 
l^which we were to disperse for the first 
" time. My son, after taking leave of his j He observed that no virtue was able to 




gentleman he described as one who de- 
sired to know little more of the world than 
its pleasures, being particularly remark- 
able for his attachment for the fair sex. 


mg ii’om me. i ms 1 gave mm irom my 
heart, and which, added to five guii^eas, 
was all the patrimony I had now to bestow. 

! You are going, my boy,” cried 1 , “to 
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resist his arts and assiduity, and that fd 
scarce a farmer’s daughter within ten 1 
miles round but what ' had found him w 

successful and faithless. Though this ac- w 

count gave me some pain, it had a yeiy st 
dilTerent effect upon my daughters, whose p. 
features seemed to brighten with the w 
expectation 6f an approaching triumph : n 
nor was my wife less pleased and conhdent n 
of their allurements and virtue. While d 
our thoughts were thus employed, the 
hostess entered the room to inform hei t 
husband that the strange gentleman, who B 
had been two days in the house, wanted a 
money, and could not satisfy them for his s 
reckoning. “ Want money replied the r 
liost, “ that must be impossible ; for it was £ 
no later than yesterday he paid three > 
guineas to our beadle to spare an old bro- i 
len soldier that was to be whipped through j 
the town for dog-stealing. ” The hostess, J 
however, still persisting in her first asser- ; 
turn, he was preparing to leave the room, 
swearing that he would be satisfied one 
way or another, when I begged the land- 
lord would introduce me to a stranger ol 
so much charity as he described. W ith 
this he complied, showing in a gentleman 
who seemed to be about thirty, dressed in 
clothes that once were laced. His person 
was well formed, and his face marked with 
the lines of thinking. He had something 
short and dry in his address, and seemed 

not to understand ceremony, or to despise 

it. Upon the landlord’s leaving the room, 

I could not avoid expressing my concern 
to the stranger at seeing a gentleman m 
such circumstances, and offered him my 
purse to satisfy the present demand. i 
take it with all mv heart, sir,” replied he, 

“ and Jim glad that a late oversight m 
giving what money I had about me has | 
shown me there are still some men like 
you. I must, however, previously entreat 
being informed of the name and x-esidence 
of my benefactor, in order to i*epay him as 
soon as possible.” In this I satisfied him 
fully, not only mentioning my name^ and 
late misfortunes, but the jdace to which I 
was going to remove. ‘*This,” cried he, 
happens still more luckily than I hoped 
for, as I am going the same way myself, 
having been detained here two days by the 
fioods, which I hope by to-morrow will be 




found passable.” I testified the pleasure 
I should have in his company, and my ^ 
wife and daughters joining in entreaty, he 
was prevailed upon to stay supper. The 
stranger’s conversation, which was at once 
pleasing and instructive, induced me to 
wish for a continuance of it ; but it was 
now high time to retire and take refresh- 
ment against the fatigues of the following 

^%he next morning we all set forward 
together : my family on horseback, while 
Mr. Burchell, our new companion, walked 
along the footpath by the road-side, ob- 
serving with a smile that, as we weie ill 
mounted, he would be too generous to 
attempt leaving us behind. As the fioods 
were not yet subsided, we were obliged to 
hire a guide, who trotted on before, Mr. 
Burchell and I bringing up the rear We 
lio-htened the fatigues of the road with 
philosophical disputes, which he seemed 
to understand perfectly. But what sur- 
prised me most was, that though he was a 
money borrower, he defended his opinions 
' with as much obstinacy as if he had been 
my patron. He now and then also in- 
I formed me to whom the different seats 
I belonged that lay in our view as we 
I travelled the road. “That,” cried he, 
i pointing to a very magnificent house which 
T stood at some distance, “belongs to Mr. 
i Thornhill, a young gentleman who enjoys 
e a large fortune, though entirely dependent 
i, on the will of his uncle, Sir William 
a Thornhill, a gentleman who_, content with 
a a little himself, permits his nephew to 
y enjoy the rest, and chiefly resides in 
I town.”— “ What ! ” cried X, “ is my young 
i, landlord then the nephew of a man,^ whose 
n virtues, generosity, and singularities are 
ls so univei'sally known ? I have heard Sir 
.e William Thornhill represented as one of 
It the most generous yet whimsical men in 
:e the kingdom ; a man of consummate bene- 
is volence.” — “Something, perhaps, too 

m much so,” replied Mr. Burchell ; “ at least 
id he carried benevolence to an excess when 
I young ; for his passions were then strong, 
e, and as they were all upon the side of virtue 
sd they led it up to a romantic extreme. He 
If, early began to aim at the qualifications ot 
he tlie soldier and the scholar : was soon 
be distinguished in the army, and had some 
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reputation among men of learning. ' Adu- ^ 
latioii ever follows the ambitious ; for such 
alone receive most pleasure from flattery. 
He was surrounded with crowds, who 
showed him only one side of their cha- 
racter ; so that he began to lose a regard 
for private interest in universal sympathy. 
He loved all mankind; for fortune pre- 
vented him from knowing that there were 
rascals. Physicians tell us of a disorder, 
in which tlic whole body is so exquisitely 
sensible that the slightest touch gives 
pain : what some have thus suffered in 
their persons, this gentleman felt in his 
mind : the slightest distress, whether real 
or fictitious, touched him to the quick, and j 
his soul laboured under a sickly sensibility i 
of the miseries of others. Thus disposed | 
to relieve, it will be easily conjectured he | 
found numbers disposed to solicit ; his pro- i 
fusions began to impair his fortune, but not ; 
his good-nature— that, indeed, was seen to 
increase as the other seemed to decay : he 
grew improvident as he grew poor; and, 
though he talked like a mail of sense, his 
actions were those of a fool. Still, how- | 
ever, being surrounded with importunity, ! 
and no longer able to satisfy every request | 
that was made him, instead of money he j 
gave promises. They were all he had to i 
bestow, and he had not resolution enough 
to give any man pain by a denial. By this 
he drew round him crowds of dependants, 
whom he was sure to disappoint, yet wished 
to relieve. These hung upon him for a 
time, and left him with merited reproaches 
and contempt. But, in proportion as he 
became contemptible to others, he became 
despicable to himself. His mind had 
leaned upon their adulation, and, that sup- 
port taken away, he could find no pleasure 
in the applause of his heart, whicli he had j 
never learnt to reverence. The world now 
began to wear a different aspect ; the flat- ! 
tery of his friends began to dwindle into ' 
simple approbation ; approbation soon 
took the more friendly form of advice ; 
and advice, when rejected, produced their 
reproaches. He now therefore found that 
such friends as benefits had gathered round 
him, were little estimable : he now found 
that a man’s own heart must be ever given 
to gain that, of another. I now foimd that 


— that— 'I forget what I was going to ob- 
serve : in short, sir, lie resolved to respect 
himself, and laid down a plan of restoring 
his falling fortune. For this purpose, in 
his own whimsical manner, he travelled 
through Europe on foot ; and now, though 
he has scarce attained the age of thirty, 
his circumstances are more affluent than 
ever. At present, his bounties are more 
rational and moderate than before ; but 
still he preserves the character of an hu- 
morist, and finds most pleasure in eccen- 
tric virtues.” 

My attention was so much taken up by 
Mr. Biirchell’s account, that I scarce 
looked forward as he went along, till we 
were alarmed by the cries of my family ; 
when, turning, I perceived my youngest 
daughter in the midst of a rapid stream, 
thrown from her horse, and striigglingwith 
the torrent. She had sunk twice, nor was 
it in my power to disengage myself in time 
to bring her relief. My sensations were 
even too violent to permit my attempt- 
ing her rescue ; she must have certainly 
perished had not my companion, perceiv- 
ing her danger, instantly plunged in to her 
relief, and, with some difiiculty, brought 
her in safety to the opposite shore. By 
taking the current a little farther up, the 
rest of the family got safely over, where 
we had an opportunity of joining our ac- 
knowledgments to hers. Her gratitude 
may be more readily imagined than de- 
scribed ; she thank*?d her deliverer more 
with looks than with words, and continued 
to lean upon bis arm, as if still willing to 
receive assistance. My wife also hoped 
one day to have the pleasure of returning 
his kindness at her own house. Thus, after 
we were refreshed at the next inn, and had 
dined together, as Mr. Burchell was going 
to a different part of the country, he took 
leave, and we pursued our journey ; my 
wife observing, as he went, that she liked 
him extremely, and protesting, that if he 
had birth and fortune to entitle him to 
match into such a family as ours, she knew 
no man she would sooner fix upon. I 
could not but smile to hear her talk in this 
lofty straiil ; but I was never much dis- 
pleased with those harmless delusions that 
tend to make us more happy. 
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CHAPTER IV. ! 

A Proof tJuit even the humblest Fortune may 
grant HaJ>pincss, which depends ^ not ott Cir* 
cumstances, but Cotistitution. 

The place of our retreat was in a little 
neighbourhood, consisting of famiers, who 
tilled their own grounds, and were equal 
strangers to opulence and poverty. As 
they had almost all the conveniences of 
life within themselves, they seldom visited 
towns or cities in search of superfluity. 
Remote from the polite, they still retained 
the primeval simplicity of manners ; and, 
frugal by habit, they scarce knew that 
temperance \yas a virtue. They wrought 
with cheerfulness on days of labour ; but 
observed festivals as intervals of idleness 
and pleasure. They kept up the Christ- 
mas carol, sent true love knots on Valen-_ 
tine morning, ate pancakes on Shrovetide,* 
showed their wit on the first of April, and 
religiously cracked nuts on Michaelmas 
eve. Being apprised of our approach, the 
whole neighbourhood came out to meet 
their minister, dressed in their finest 
clothes, and preceded by a pipe and 
tabor. A feast also was provided for our 
reception, at which we sat cheerfully 
dowm ; and what the conversation wanted 
ill wit was made up in laughter. 

Our little habitation was situated at the 
foot of a sloping hill, sheltered with a 
beautiful underwood behind, and a prat- 
tling river before j on one side a meadow, 
on the other a green. My farm consisted 
of about twenty acres of excellent land, 
having given an hundred pounds for my 
predecessor’s good-will. Nothing could 
exceed the neatness of my little enclosures, 
the elms and hedge-rows appearing with 
inexpressible beauty. My house consisted 
of but one story, and w^as covered with 
thatch, which gave it an air of great snug- 
ness ; the walls, on the inside, were nicely 
whitewashed, and my daughters under- 
took to adorn them with pictures of their 
own designing. Though the same room 
served us for parlour and kitchen, that 
only made it the warmer. Besides, as it 
was kept with the utmost neatness, the 
dishes, plates, and coppers being well 
scoured, and all disposed in bright row's 
on the shelves, the eye was agreeably re- 
and did not want ri<?her furniture. 


I There were, three other apartments ; one 
! for my wife and me, another for our tw’o 
I daughters within our own, and the third, 

I with two beds, for the rest of the children. 

; The little republic to wdiicli I gave laws, 

I was regulated in the following manner : 

■ By sunrise we all assembled in our com- 
i mon apartment, the fire being previously 
1 kindled by the servant. After we had 
saluted each other with proper ceremony 
— for I always thought fit to keep up some 
mechanical forms of good breeding, with- 
out which freedom ever destroys friend- 
ship — W'e all bent in gratitude to that Being 
who gave us another day. This duty being 
performed, my son and I went to pursue 
our usual industry abroad, w=’hile my wife 
and daughters employed themselves in 
providing breakfast, which was always 
ready at a certain time. I allows ed half an 
hour for this meal, and an hour for dinner ,• 
which time w>'as taken up in innocent mirth 
between my wife and daughters, and in 
philosophical arguments between my son 
and me. 

As we rose with the sun, so we never 
pursued our labours after it was gone 
down, but returned home to the expecting 
family, where smiling looks, a neat hearth, 
and pleasant fire, were prepared for our 
reception. Nor were we without guests : 
sometimes farmer Flamborough, our talk- 
ative neighbour, and often the blind piper, 
would pay us a visit, and taste our goose- 
berry wine, for the making of which we 
had lost neither the receipt nor the reputa- 
tion. These harmless people had several 
W'ays of being good company ; w'hile one 
played, the other would sing some soothing 
ballad, — ^Johnny Armstrong’s Last Good- 
Night, or the Cruelty of Barbara Allen. 
The night was concluded in the manner 
we began the morning, my youngest boys 
being appointed to read the lessons of the 
day ; and he that read loudest, distinctest, 
and best, was to have a halfpenny on 
Sunday to put into the poor’s box. 

‘When Sunday came, it was indeed a 
day of finely, which all my sumptuary 
e dicts could not restrain. liow well so- 
ever I fancied my lectures against pride 
had conquered the vanity of my daughters, 

. yet I still found them secretly attached to 
I all their former finery : they still loved 
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laceS, ribands, bugles, and catgut ; my 
wife herself retained a passion for her crim- 
son paduasoy, because I formerly hap- 
pened to say it became her. 

The first wSunday, in particular, their 
behaviour served to mortify me. I had 
desired my girls the preceding night to be 
dressed early the next day ; for I always 
loved to be at church a good while before 
the rest of the congregation. They punc- 
tually obeyed my directions ; but when we 
were to assemble in the morning at break- 
fast, down came my wife and daughters, 
dressed out in all their former splendour ; 
their hair plastered up with pomatum, 
their faces patched to taste, their trains 
bundled up in a heap behind, and rustling 
at every motion. I could not help smiling 
at their vanity, particularly that of my wife, 
from whom I expected more discretioh. 
In this exigence, therefore, my only re- 
source whs to order my son, with an im- 
portant air, to call our coach. The girls 
were amazed at the command ; but I re- 
peated it with more solemnity than before. 
“ Surely, my dear, you jest, '' cried my 
wife ; “ we can walk it perfectly well : 
we want no coach to carry us now.” — 
“ You mistake, child,” returned I, “we 
do want a coach ; for if we walk to church 
in this trim, the very children in the parish 
will hoot after us.” — “Indeed,” replied 
my wife, “ I always imagined that my 
Charles was fond of seeing his children 
neat and handsome about him.” — “ You 
may be as neat as you please,” interrupted 
I, and I shall love you the better for it ; 
but all this is not neatness, but frippery. 
These ruffliings, and pinkings, and patch- 
ings will only make us hated by all the wives 
of our neighbours. No, my children,” 
continued I, more gravely, “those gowns 
may be altered into something of a plainer 
cut ; for finery is very unbecoming in us, 
who want the means of d^Qc^ncy, I do 
not' know whether such flouncing and 
shredding is becoming even in the rich, if 
we consider, upon a moderate calculation, 
that the nakedness of the indigent world 
might be clothed from the trimmings of 
the vain.” 

This remonstrance had the proper effect : 

, they went with great composure, that very 
instant, to change their dress; and the 


next day I had the satisfaction of finding 
my daughters, at their own request, em- 
ployed in cutting up their trains into Sun- 
day waistcoats for Dick and Bill, the two 
little ones ; and, what was still more satis- 
factory, the gowns seemed*- improved by 
this curtailing. 

CHAPTER V. 

A new and great Acquaintance introduced. 

Wkat we place most Hopes upon, generally 

proves most fatal. 

At a small distance from the house, iny 
predecessor had made a seat, over- 
shadowed. by a hedge of hawthorn and 
honeysuckle. Here, when the weather 
was fine and our labour soon finished, 
we usually sat together, to enjoy an ex- 
tensive landscape in the calm of the even- 
ing. Here, too, we drank tea, which now 
was become an occasional banquet ; and, 
as we had it but seldom, it 'diffused a new 
joy, the preparations for it being made 
with no small share of bustle and cere- 
mony. On these occasions, our two little 
ones always read for us, and they were re- 
gularly served after we had done. Some- 
times, to give a variety to our amusements, 
the girls sang to the guitar; and while 
they thus formed a little concert, my wife 
and I would stroll down the sloping field, 
that was embellished with blue-bells and 
centaury, talk of our children with rapture, 
and -enjoy the breeze that wafted both 
health and harmony. 

In this manner we began to find that 
every situation in life may bring its own 
peculiar plea'ures : every morning waked 
us to a repetition of toil ; but the evening 
repaid it with vacant ^[lilarity. 

It was about the beginning of autumn, 
on a holiday — for I kept such as intervals 
of relaxation from labour — that I had 
drawn out my family to our usual place 
of amusement, and our young musicians 
began their usual concert. As we were 
thus engaged, we saw a stag bound nimbly 
by, within about twenty paces of where 
we were sitting, and by its panting it 
seemed pressed by the hunters. We had 
not much time to reflect upon the poor 
animal’s distress, when we perceived the 
dogs and horsemen come sweeping along 
at some distance behind, and making the 
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very path it had taken. I was instantly ■ 
for -returning in with my family ; but 
either curiosUV) or surprise, or some more 
hidden motive, held my wife and daugh- 
ters to their seats. The huntsman who 
rode foremost passed us with great swift- 
ness, followed by four or five persons 
more, who seemed in equal haste. At 
last, a young gentleman of more genteel 
appearance than the rest came forward, 
and for a .while regarding us, instead of 
pursuing the chase, stopped short, and 
giving his horse to a .servant who attended, 
approached us with a careless superior air. 
He seemed to want no introduction, but 
was going to salute my daughters as one 
certain of a kind reception ; but they had 
early learnt the lesson of looking presump- 
tion out of countenance. Upon which he 
let us know that his name was Thornhill, 
and that he was owner of the estate that 
lay for some extent round us. He again 
therefore offered to salute the female part 
of the family, and such was the power of 
fortune and fine clothes, that he found no 
second repulse. As his address, tliough 
confident, was easy, we soon became more 
familiar; and, perceiving musical instru- 
ments lying near, he begged to be favoured 
with a song. As I did not approve of such 
disproportioned acquaintances, I winked 
upon my daughters in order to ]>revent 
their compliance ; but my hint was coun- 
teracted by one from their mother; so 
that, with a cheerful air, they gave us a 
favourite song of Dry den’s. Mr. Thorn- 
hill seemed higiily delighted with theirper- 
formanceand choice, and then took up the 
guitar himself. I le played but veiy indif- 
ferently; however, my eldest daughter re- 
paid his former applause with interest, and 
assured him that his tones were louder 
than even those of her master. At this 
compliment he bowed, which she returned 
.with a curtsey. He praised her taste, and 
she commended his understanding ; an 
age could not have made them better ac- 
quainted: ’while the fond mother too, 
equally happy, insisted upon her landlord’s 
stepping in, and tasting a glass of Ther 
gooseberry. The whole family seemed 
earnest to please him ; my girls attempted 
to entertain him witn topics they thought 
most modem; while Moses, on the con- r 


trary, gave him a question or two from the 
ancients, for wdiich he had the satisfaction 
of being laughed at. My little ones were 
no less bu.sy, and fondly stuck close to 
the stranger. All my endeavours could 
scarce keep their dirty fingers from hand- 
I ling and tarnishing the lace on his clothes, 
and lifting up the flaps of his pockel-holes, 
to see what was tliere. At the approach 
of evening he took leave ; but not till he 
had requested permission to renew his 
visit, which, as he was our landlord, we 
mo.st readily agreed to. 

«lAs soon as he was gone, my wife called 
a council on the conduct of the day. She 
was of opinion, that it was a most fortu- 
nate hit; for she had known even stranger 
things than that brought to bear. She 
hoped again to see the day in whicli we 
might hold up our heads wdth the best of 
them; -and concluded, she protc.stcd she 
could see no reason wdiy tlm two Miss 
Wrinklers should many great fortunes, 
and her children get none. As this last 
argument w'as directed to me, 1 protested 
I could see no reason for it neither, nor 
why Mr. Simpkins got the ten thousand 
pound prize in the lottery, and we sat 
down with a blank, “ I protest, Cliarles,” 
cried my wdfe, “this is tiie way you always 
damp my girls and me when we are in 
spirits. Tell me, Sophy, my dear, what 
do you think of our new visitor? Don’t 
you think beseemed to be good-natured?” 
— “Immensely so, indeed, mamma,” re- 
plied she: “I think he has a great deal 
to say upon eveiythi ng, and is never at a 
loss; and the more trifling the .subject, 
the more he has to say.” — “Yes,” cried 1 
Olivia, “ he is well enough for a man ; but, 
for my own part, I don’t much like liim, 
he is so extremely impudent and familiar ; 
but on the guitar he is shocking.” These 
two last speeches I interpreted by con- 
traries. I found by this, that Sophia in- 
ternally despised, as much as Olivia se- 
cretly admired him. “ Whatever may be ' 
your opinions of him, my children,” cried 
I, “ to confess the truth, he has not pre- 
possessed me in his favour. Dispro- 
portioned friendships ever terminate in 
disgust; and I thought, notwithstanding’ 
all his ease, that he seemed perfectly sen- 
%ible of the distance between us. * Let us . 
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keep to compauioiis of our own- rank, 
‘riiere is no character more contemptible 
than a man that is a fortune-hunter ; and > 
I can see no reason why fortune-hunting ^ 
women should not be contemptible too. ' 
Thus, at best, we shall be contemptible if 
his views are honourable ; but if they be 
otherwise ! — I should shudder but to think ; 
of that. It is true, I have no apprchen- 
sions from the conduct of my chiMren ; 
but I think there are some from his cha- 
racter.” I would have proceeded, but 
for the interruption of a servant from the j 
Squire, who, with his compliments, sent 
us a side of venison, and a promise to dine 
with us some days after. This well-timed 
present pleaded more powerfully in his 
favour than anything I had to say could 
obviate. I therefore continued .silent, , 
satisfied with just having pointed out 
danger, and leaving it to their own discre- 
tion to avoid it. That virtue ndrich re- 
quires to be ever guarded is scarce worth 
the sentinel. 

CHAPTER VI. 

The Happiness of a Comiiry Fireside. 

As we carried on the former dispute 
with some degree of warmth, in order to. 
accommodate matters, it was universally 
agreed that we should have a part of the 
venison for supper ; and the girls under- 
took the task with alacrity. - “ I am 
sorry,” cried I, “ that we bave no neigh- 
bour or stranger to lake part m this good 
cheer : feasts of thiekinrt acquire a double 
relish from hospitality.” — “ Bless me,” 
cried my wife, 'Miere comes our good 
friend Mr. Biirchell, that saved our Sopjhia, 
and that run you down fairly in the argu- 
ment.” — "‘Confute me in argument, 
child!” cried I. “You mistake there, 
my dear ; I believe there are l.uit few that 
can do that : I never dispute your abilities 
at making a goose-pie, and I beg you’ll 
leave argument to me.” As I spoke, poor 
Mr. Biirchell entered the house, and was 
welcomed by the family, who shook him 
heartily by the hand, while little Dick 
. officiously reached him a chair. 

' I was pleased with the poor man’s 
friendship for tw^o reasons: because I knew 
that he wanted mine, and I knew him to 
be friendly* as far as he was able. He 


was known in our neighbourhood by the 
character of the poor gentleman, that 
would do no good when he was young, 
though he was not yet thirty. He would 
at intervals talk with great good sense; 
but, in general, he was fondest of the 
company of children, whom he used to 
call harmless little men. lie was famous, 
I found, for singing them ballads, and 
telling them stories, and seldom went out 
without something in his pockets for them 
—a piece of gingerbread, or an halfpenny 
whistle. He generally came for a few 
days into our neighbourhood once a year, 
and lived upon the neighbours’ hospitality. 
Pie sat down to supper among iis, and my' 
wife was not sparing of her gooseberry- 
wine. The tale went round ; he sung us 
old songs, and gave the children the story 
of the Buck of Beverland, with the history 
of Patient Grissel, the adventures of Cat- 
skin, and then Fait Rosamond’s Bower. 
Our cock, which always crew at eleven, 
now told us it was time for repose ; but 
an unforeseen difficulty started about lodg- 
ing the stranger — all our beds were al- 
ready taken up, and it was too late to 
send him to the next alehouse. In this 
dilemma, little Dick offered liim his part 
of the bed, if his brother Moses would let 
hiin lie with him : “ And I,” cried Bill, 
“ will give Mr. Burchell my part, if my 
sisters will take me to theirs.” Well 
done, my good children,” cried I, “ hos- 
pitality is one of the first Christian duties. 
The beast retires to its shelter, and the 
bird flies to its nest ; but helpless man 
only find refuge from his feUow-crea- 
tit'Af.. The greatest stranger in this world 
was He that save it. He never 

had a hoii.se, willing to see what 

hospitality was-Jeit remaining among us. 
Debol’ah, my riear,” cried I to my wife, 
“ give pilose boys a- -lump of sugar eacli ; 
and let Dick’s be the largest, because he 
spoke first.” 

In the morning early I called out my 
whole family to help at saving an after- 
growth of hay, and our guest offering his 
assistance, he was accepted among the 
number. Our labours went on lightly ; 
we turned the swath to the wind. I went 
foremost, and the rest followed in due 
succession. I could not avoid, however, 



12 


THE VICAR OF WAKE FIELD, 


'Observing the assiduity of Mr. Burcheli in 
assisting my daughter Sophia in her part 
of the task. When he had finished his 
own, he would join in hers, and enter into 
a close conversation ; but I had too good 
an opinion of Sophia’s understanding, and 
was too well convinced of her ambition, 
to be under any uneasiness from a man of 
broken fortune. When we were finished 
for the day, Mr. Burcheli was invited as 
on the night before, but he refused, as he 
was to lie that night at a neighbour’s, to 
whose child he was carrying a whistle. 
When gone, our conversation at supper 
turned upon our late unfortunate guest 
“What a strong instance,” said I, “is 
that poor man of the- miseries attending 
a youth of levity and extravagance. He 
by no means wants sense, which only 
serves to aggravate his former folly. Poor 
forlorn creature ! where are now the re- 
vellers, the flatterers, that he could once 
inspire and command ! Gone, perhaps, 
to attend the bagnio pander, grown ricli 
by his extravagance. They once praised 
him, and now they applaud the pander : 
their former raptures at his wit are now 
converted into sarcasms at his folly : he is 
poor, and perhaps deserves poverty ; for 
he has neither the ambition to be inde- 
pendent, nor the skill to be useful.” 
Prompted perhaps by some secret reasons, 
I delivered this observation with too much 
acrimony, which my Sophia gently re- 
proved. “ Whatssoever his former conduct 
may have been, papa, his circumstances 
should exempt him from censure now. 
His present indigence is a sufficient punish- 
ment for former folly ; and I have heard 
my papa himself say, that we should never 
strike one unnecessary blow at a victim, 
over whom Providence holds the scourge 
of its resentment.” — “You are right, 
Sophy,” cried my son Moses ; “and one 
of the ancients finely represents so mali- 
cious a conduct, by the attempts of a rustic 
to flay Marsyas, whose skin, the fable 
tells us, had been wholly stripped off by 
another. Besides, I don’t know if this 
poor man’s situation be so bad as my 
father would represent it. We are not to 
judge of the feelings of others by what 
we might feel in their place. However 
dark the habitation of the mole to our 


eyes, yet the animal itself finds the apart- 
ment sufficiently lightsome. And, to con- 
fess a truth, this man’s mind seems fitted 
to his station ; for I never heard any one 
more sprightly than he was to-day, when 
he conversed with you.” — This was said 
without the least design ; however, it ex- 
cited a blush, which she strove to cover 
by an affected laugh, assuring him that 
she scarce took any notice of what lie 
said to her, but that she believed he might 
once have been a very fine gentleman. 
The readiness with which she undertook 
to vindicate herself, and her blushing, 
were symptoms I did not internally ap- 
prove ; but I repressed my suspicions. 

As we expected our landlord the next 
day, my wife went to make the venison 
pasty. Moses sat reading, while I taught 
the little ones. My daughters seemed 
equally busy with the rest ; and I observed 
them for a good while cooking something 
over the fire. I at first supposed they 
were assisting their mother, but little Dick 
informed me, in a whisper, that they w^ere 
making a wasli for the face. Washes of 
all kinds I had a natural antipathy to ; 
for I knew that, instead of mending the 
complexion, they spoil it. I therefore 
a]'iproached my chair by sly degrees to 
the fire, and grasping the poker, as if it 
wanted mending, seemingly by accident 
overturned the whole composition, and it 
was too late to begin another. 

CHAn^ER VII. 

A TowJt Wit described. The dullest Fellows 
may lea7-n to he comical j >r a Nig-hi or Two, 

When the morning ,arnved on which we 
were to entertain our young landlord, it 
may be easily supposed what provisions 
were exhausted to make an appearance. 
It may also be conjectured that my wife 
and daughters expanded their gayest plu- 
mage on this occasion. Mr. Thornhill 
came with a couple of friends, his chap- 
lain and feeder. The servants, who were 
numerous, he politely ordered to the next 
alehouse : but my wife, in the triumph of 
her heart, insisted on entertaining them 
all ; for which, by the by, our family was 
pinclied for three weeks after. As Mr. 
Burcheli had hinted to us the day before, 
that he was making some proposals of 
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marriage to Miss Wilmot, my son George’s 
former mistress, this a good deal damped 
the heartiness of his reception : but acci- 
dent in some measure relieved our em- 
barrassment ; , for one of the company 
happening to mention her name, Mr. 
Thornhill observed with an oath, that he 
never knew anything more absurd than 
calling such a fright a beauty; “For, 
strike me ugly,” continued he, “if I 
should not find as much pleasure in 
choosing my mistress by the information 
of a lamp under the clock of St. Dunstan’s. ” 
At this he laughed, and so did we : the 
jests of the rich are ever successful. Olivia, 
too, could not avoid whispering, loud 
enough to be heard, that he had an infinite 
fund of humour. 

After dinner, I began with my usual 
toast, the Church : for this I was thanked | 
by the chaplain, as he said the Church ' 
was the only mistress of his affections. 

“ Come, tell us honestly, Frank,” said the 
Squire, with his usual archness, “suppose 
the Church, your present mistress, dressed 
in lawn sleeves, on one hand, and Miss 


part is less than the whole.” — “I grant' 
that too,” cried Moses ; “ it is but just and 
reasonable.” — “I hope,” cried the Squire, 

“ you will not deny, that the two angles 
of a triangle are equal to two right ones. ” 
— “Nothing can be plainer,” returned 
t’other, and looked round with his usual 
importance. — “Very well,” cried the 
Squire, speaking very quick, “the pre- 
misses being thus settled, I . proceed to 
observe, that the concatenation of self- 
existences, proceeding in a reciprocal 
duplicate ratio, naturally produce a pro- 
blematical dialogisni, which, in some 
measure, proves that the essence of spiri- 
tuality may be referred to the second pre- 
dicable.” — “Hold, hold!” cried the 
other, “ I deny that : do you think thatl can^ 
thus tamely submit to such heterodox doc- 
trines ? ” — “ What ! ” replied the Squire, 
as if in a passion, “ not submit ! Answer 
me one plain question : Do you think 
Aristotle right when he says that relatives 
are related?” — “Undoubtedly,” replied 
the other. — “If so, then,” cried the 
Squire, “ answer me directly to what I 


Sophia, with no lawn about her, on the 
other, which would you be for ? ” — “ For 
both, to be sure,” cried the chaplain. 
“Right, Frank,” cried the Squire ; “for 

f may this glass suffocate me, but a fine girl 
is worth all the priestcraft in the creation ! 
For what are tithes and tricks but an im- 
1' position, all a confounded imposture, and 
^ I can prove it. ” — I wish you would, ’ ’ 
cried my son Moses ; “ and I think,” con- 
tinued he, “ that I should be able to answer 
you.” — “ Very well, sir,” cried the Squire, 
who immediately smoked him, and winked 
on the rest of the company to prepare us 
for the sport; “ if you are for a cool argu- 
ment upon that subject, I am ready to 
accept the challenge. And, first, whether 
are you for managing it analogically or 
dialogically ? ” — “I am for managing it 
rationally,” cried Moses, quite happy at 
being permitted to dispute. “ Good 
W' again,” cried the Squire; “and, firstly, 

I of the first, I hope you’ll not deny, that 
? whatever is, is. If you don’t grant me 
that, I can go no further.” — “Why,” re- 
’ turned Moses, “ I think I may grant that ; 
and make the best of it. ” — “ I hope, too,” 
returned the other, “you’ll grant that a 



propose : Whether do you judge the ana- 
lytical investigation of the first part of my 
enthymem deficient secundum quoad, or } 

quoad minus ; and give me your reasons 
— give me your reasons, I say, directly.” 

— “I protest,” cried Moses, “I don’t 
rightly comprehend the force of your 
reasoning ; but if it be reduced to one 
simple proposition, I fancy it may then 
have an answer.” — “ Oh, sir,” cried the 
Squire, “ I am your most humble servant ; 

I find you want me to furnish you with 
argument and intellects too. No, sir, 
there I protest you are too hard for me.” 

This effectually raised the laugh against 
poor Moses, who .sat the only dismal figure 
in a group of merry faces ; nor did he offer 
a single syllable more during the whole 
entertainment. 

But though all this gave me no pleasure, 
it had a very different effect upon Olivia, 
who mistook it for humour, though but a 
mere act of the memory. She thought him, 
therefore, a very fine gentleman ; and 
such as consider what powerful ingredients 
a good figure^ fine clothes, and fortune ai‘e 
in that character, will easily forgive her. 

Mr. Thornhill, notwithstanding his real' 
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nipt, or very negligent in forming them, 
we deserve punishment for our vice, or 
contempt for our folly.” 

My wife now kept up the conversation, 
though not tlie argument ; she observed 
that several very prudent men of our ac- 
quaintance were freethinkers, and made 
very'good husbands; and she knew some 
sensil^le giris that had skill enough to 
make converts of their* spouses. ‘‘And 
who knows, my dear,” continued site, 
“ what Olivia may be able to do : the girl 
has a great deal to sny upon every subject, 
and, to my knowledge, is very well skilled 
in controversy.” 

“Why, my dear, what controversy 
can she have read?” cried I. “It does 
not occur to me that T ever put such books 
into lier hands: you certainly overrate her 
merit.” — “Indeed, papa,” replied Olivia, 
“ she does not ; I have read a great deal 
of controversy. I have read the disputes 
between Thwackum and Square ; the con- 
troversy between Robinson Crusoe and 
F riday, the savage ; and I am now em- 
ployed ill leading the controversy in Re- 
ligious Courtsliip.” — “ Very well,” cried 
I, “that’s a good girl; I find you are 
perfectly qualified for making converts, 
and so go help your mother to make tlie 
gooseberry pie.” 

CHAPTER VIII. 

An Autoitry which jf>7'onnses Hi tic good Fortune^ 
yei may he J>roditcth'e of much. 

The nc.vt morning we were again visited 
by r. Burchell, though 1 began, for cer- 
tain reasons, to be displeased with the 
frequency of his return ; but I could not 


it were her own. “And now, my dear, 
cried she to me, “ Til fairly own, that it 
was I that instructed my girls to encourage 
our landlord’s addresses. I had always 
some ambition, and you now see that I 
was right ; for who knows how this may 
end?” — “Ay, who knows that indeed!” 
answered I, with a groan : “ for my part, 

I don’t much like it; and I could have 
been better pleased with^ one that Avas 
poor and honest, than this’fine gentleman 
with his fortune and infidelity ; for depend 
on’t, if he be what I suspect him, no free- 
thinker shall ever have a child of mine.” 

“Sure, father,” cried Moses, “ you are 
too severe in this ; for Heaven will never 
arraign him for what he thinks, but for 
T^hat he does. Every man has a thousand 
v,idions thoughts, which arise without his 
power to suppress. Thinking freely of re- 
ligion may be involuntary with this gentle- 
man ; so that, allowing his sentiments to 
^be wrong, yet, as lie is purely passive in 
*his assent, he is no more to be blamed for 
his errors than the governor of a city with- 
out walls for the shelter he is obliged to 
afford an invading enemy,” 

“True, my son,” cried I; “but if the 
governor invites the enemy there, he is 
justly i^lpable. And such is always the 
case with those who embrace error. The 
vice does not Ife in assenting to the proofs 
they see; but being blind to many of the 
proofs that offer. So that, though our | tress^ and"’ when he bought each of the f 
erroneous opinions be involuntary when • girls a set of ribands, hers was the finest. *1 
formed, pt as we have been tvilfully cor- f I knew not how, but he every day seemed S 
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"lo become inore amiable, his wit to im- 
pro\e, and his simplicity to assume the ! 
superior airs of wisdom. I 

Our family dined in the field, and we 
sat, or rather reclined, round a temperate 
repast, our cloth spread upon the hay, 
while Mr. Burchell gave cheerfulness to 
the feast. To heighten our satisfaction, 
two blackbirds answered each other from 
opposite hedges, the familiar redbreast 
came and pecked the crumbs from our 
Iiauds, and every sound seemed but the 
echo of tranquillity. “I never sit thus,” 
says Sophia, but I think of tlie two lovers 
so sweetly described by Mr. Gay, who were 
struck dead in each other’s arms. There 
is something so pathetic in the description, 
that I have read it an hundred times with 
new rapture.” — '‘In my opinion,” cried 
my son, “ the finest strokes in that de- 
scription are much below those in the Acis 
and Galatea of Ovid. The Roman poet ' 
understands the use of contrast better ; j 
and upon that figure, artfully managed, all 
strength in the pathetic depends.” — “ It | 
is remai'kable,” cried Mr. Burchell, “that i 
both the poets you mention have equally | 
contributed to introduce a false taste into ; 
their respective countries, by loading all | 
their lines with epithet. Men of little I 
genius found them most easily imitated 
m their defects; and English poetry, like 
that in the latter empire of Rome, is no- 
thing at pre.sent but a combination of lux- 
uriant images, without plot or connexion 
— a string of epithets that improve the 
sound without carrying on tiie sense. But 
perhaps, madam, wliile I thus reprehend 
others, you’ll think it just that I should 
giye them an opportunity to retaliate ; and, 
indeed, I have made this remark only to 
have an opportunity of fntroducing to the 
company a ballad, which, whatever be its 
other defects, is, I think, at least free from 
those I have mentioned,” , 

A BALLAD. 

“ Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 

And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

For here forlorn and lost I tread, 

With fainting steps and slow, 

Where wilds, immeasurably spread, 

Seem, length’ning as I rto/’ j 


‘ Forbear, my son,” the Hermit cries, 

** To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

For yonder faithless phantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 

‘ Here to the houseless child of want 
My door is open still ; ' 

And, though my portion is but scant, 

I give it with good will. • 

‘ Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whate’er my cell bestows ; 

My rushy couch and frugal fare, 

My blessing and repose. 

‘ No flocks that range the valley free 
'lb slaughter I condemn ; 

Taught by that Power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them : 

‘ But from the mountain’s grassy side ■ 

A guiltlc,ss feast I bring ; 

A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied. 

And water from the spring. « 

‘ Then, pilgrim, turn ; thy cares forego ; 

All earth-born cares are wrong ; 

Man wants but little here below, 

Nor wants that little long.” 

Soft as the dew from heaven descends 
His gentle accents fell : 

The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 
The lonely mansion lay, 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 

And .strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Required a master’s care ; 

The wicket, opening with a latch, 

Received the harmless pair. 

Aiyl now, when busy crowds retire 
'.lb take their evening re.st, 

The hermit trimm’d his little fire, 

And cheer’d his pensive guest : 

And spread his ^'egetablc store, 

And gaily press’d, and .smiled ; 

And, .skill’d in legendary lore, 

'Ihe lingering hours beguiled. 

Around, in .sympathetic mirth, 

Its tricks the kitten tries,’ ^ 

The cricket chirrups on the hearth, 

'File crackling fagot flies. 

But nothing could a chann impart 
To soothe the stranger’s wue ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the Hermit spied, 

With answering care oppress’d : 

And “ Whence, unhappy youth,” he cried, 
“ The sorrows of thy breast ? 

“ From better habitations spurn’d, 

Reluctant dost thou rove? 

Or grieve for friendship unreturn'd, 

Or unregarded love ? 

“ Alas 1 the joys that fortune brings -r 
Are trifling, and decay ; 
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And those who prize the paltry things, 
More trifling still than they. 

“ And what is frieirdship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to sleep ; 

A shade that follows wealth or fame, 

But leaves the wretch to weep? 

“ And love is still an emptier sound, 

The modern fair one’s jest ; 

On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle’s nest. 

“For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 
And spurn the sex,” he said ; 

But while he spoke, a rising blush 
His love-lorn guest betray’d. 

Surprised he sees new beauties rise, 

Swift mantling to the view ; 

Like colours o’er the morning skies. 

As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 
Alternate spread alarms ; 

The lovely stranger stands confess’d 
A maid in all her charms. 

And, “Ah ! forgive a stranger rude — 

A wretch forlorn,” .she cried ; 

“ Whose feet unhallow’d thus intrude 
Where Heaven and you reside. 

“But let a maid thy pity share, 

Whoni love has taught to stray; 

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 

“ father lived beside the Tyne, 

A wealthy lord was he ; 

And all his wealth was mark’d as mine, 

He had but only me, 

“ To win me from his tender arms 
Unnumber’d suitors came, 

Who praised me for imputed charms, 

And felt, or feign’d, a flame. 

“ Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove \ 

Amongst the rest, young Edwin bow’d, 
But never talk’d of love. 

“ Tn humble, simple habit clad, 

No wealth nor power had he ; 

Wisdom and w<3rth were all he had, 

But these were all to me, 

“ And when, beside me in the dale, 

He caroll’d lays of love, 

His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 

And music to the grove. 

“ The blossom opening to the day, 

The dews of heaven refined, 

Could nought of purity display 
To enmlate his mind. 

“ The dew, the blossom on the tree, 

With charms incon.stant shine : 

Their charms w'ere bis, but, woe to me, 

, • Their constancy wa.s mine. 

“ For still I tried each fickle art. 
Importunate and vain ; 

And, while his passion totich’d my heart, 

I triumph’d in his pain : 


“ Tiilwquite dejected with my scorn, 

He left me to my pride ; j 

And sought a .solitude forlorn, * 

In secret, where he died. 

“ But mine the sorrow, mine the fault. 

And well my life shall pay ; 

I’ll seek the solitude he sought, 

And stretch me where he lay. 

“ And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 

I’ll lay me down and die ; _ 

’Tvvas so for me that Edwin did, 

And so for him will 1.” . 

“ Forbid it Heaven !” the Hermit cried, 

And clasp’d her to his breast : 

The wondering fair one turn’d to chide — 
’Twas Edwin’s self that press’d ! 

“ Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwdn here, 

Kestored to love and thee, 

“ Thus let me hold thee to my heart. 

And every care re.sign : 

And shall we never, never part, 

My life— my all that’s mine ? 

“ No, never from this hour to part, 

We’ll live and love so true, 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shafi break thy Edwin’s too.” 

While this ballad Was reading, Sophia 
seemed to mix ail air of tenderness with 
her approbation. . But our tranquillity 
was soon disturbed by the report of a gun 
just by us, and, immediately after, a man 
was seen bursting through the hedge, to 
take up the game he had killed. This 
sportsman was the Squire’s chaplain, who 
had shot one of the blackbirds that so 
agreeably entertained us. So loud a re- 
port, and so near, startled my daughters ; 
and I could perceive that Sophia in the 
fright had thrown herself into Mr. Bur- 
chell’s arms for protection. The gentle- 
man came up, and asked pardon for 
having disturbed us, affirming that he 
was ignorant of our being so near. He 
therefore sat down by my youngest daugh- 
ter, and, sportsman-like, offered her what 
he had killed that morning. She was 
going to refuse, but a private look from 
her mother soon induced her to correct 
the mistake, and accept his present, though 
with some reluctance. My wife, as usual, 
discovered her pride in a whisper, observ- ^ 
ing, that Sophy had made a conquest of 
the chaplain, as well as her sister had of 
the Squire. I suspected, however, with / 
more probability, that her affections were 
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placed itpon a different object. The chap- 
lain’s errand was to inform us, that Mr. 
Thornhill had provided music and refresh- 
ments; and intended that night giving the 
young ladies a ball by moonlight, on the 
grass plat before our door. “ Nor can 
i deny,” continued he, “ but I have an 
interest in Being first to deliver this mes- 
sage, as I expect for my reward to be 
honoured with Miss Sophia’s hand as a 
partner.” To this my girl replied, that 
she should have no objection, if she could 
do it with honour ; “ But here,” continued 
she, “is a gentleman,” looking; at Mr. 
Burchcll, “ who has been my companion 
in the task for the day, and it is fit he should 
share in its amusements.” Mr. Burchell 
returned her a compliment for her inten- j 
tions, but resigned her up to the chaplain ; i 
adding, that he was to go that night five j 
miles, being invited to^ a harvest supper, j 
His refusal appeared to me a little extra- j 
ordinary; nor could I conceive how so : 
sensible a girl as my youngest could thus i 
prefer a man of broken fortunes to one 
whose expectations were much greater. 
But as men are most capable of distin- 
guishing merit in women, so the ladies 
often form the truest judgments of us. 
The two sexes seem placed as spies upon 
each other, and are furnished with different 
abilities, adapted for mutual inspection. 

CHAPTER IX. 

T7U(7 Laciies of great Distinction introduced, 
Superior Finery ever seems to confer smpe^’ior 
Breeding. 

Mr. Burchell had scarce taken leave, 
and Sophia consented to dance with the 
chaplain, when my little ones came run- 
ning out to tell us, that the Squire was 
come with a crowd of company. Upon 
bur return, we found our landlord, with 
a couple of under gentlemen and two 
young ladies richly dressed, whom he 
introduced as women of very great dis- 
tinction and fashion from town. We 
happened not to have chairs enough for 
the whole company ; but Mr. Thornhill 
immediately proposed, that every gentle- 
man should sit in a lady’s lap. This I 
,70sitively objected to, notwithstanding a 
took of disapprobation from my wife. 
Moses was therefore dispatched to borrow j 


a couple of chairs ; and as we were in 
want of ladies to make up a set at country 
dances, the two gentlemen went with him 
in quest of a couple of partners. Chairs 
and partners were soon provided. The 
gentlemen returned with my neighbour 
Flamborough’s rosy daughters, flaunting 
with red top-knots ; But an unlucky cir- 
cumstance was not adverted to, — though 
the Miss Flamboroughs were reckoned 
the very best dancers in the parish, and 
understood the jig and roundabout to per- 
fection, yet they were totally unacquainted 
with country dances. This at first dis- 
composed us : however, after a little 
shoving and dragging, they at last went 
merrily on. Our music consisted of two 
fiddles, with a pipe and tabor. The moon 
shone bright. Mr. Thornhill and my eldest 
daughter led up the ball, to the great 
delight of the spectators ; for the neigh- 
bours, hearing what was going forward, 
came flocking about us. My girl moved 
with so much grace and vivacity, that my 
wife could not avoid discovering the pride 
of her heart by assuring me that, though 
the little chit did it so cleverly, all the- 
steps were stolen from herself. The ladies 
of the town strove hard to be equally 
easy, but without success. They swam, 
sprawled, languished, and frisked; but all 
woiild not do : the gazers indeed owned 
that it was fine ; but neighbour Flam- 
borough observed that Miss Livy’s feet 
seemed as pat to the music as its echo. 
After the dance had continued about an 
hour, the two ladies, who were apprehen- 
sive of catching cold, moved to break, up 
the ball. One of them, I thought, ex- 
pressed her sentiments upon this occasion 
in a very coarse manner, when she ob- 
served, that, “by the living jingo., she was 
all of a muck of sweat.” Upon our 
return to the house, we found a very 
elegant cold supper, which Mr. Thornhill 
had ordered to be brought with him. The 
conversation at this time was more re- 
served than before. The two ladies threw 
my girls into the shade ; for they would 
talk of nothing but high life, and high- 
lived company ; with other fashionable 
topics, such as pictures, taste, .Shake- 
speare, and the musical glasses. ’Tis true 
they once or twice mortified us sensibly 
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by slipping out an oath j but that appeared 
to me as the surest symptom of their dis- 
tinction (though I am since inforrned 
that swearing is perfectly unfashionable). 
Their finery, however, threw a veil over 
any grossness in their conversation. My 
daughters seemed to regard their superior 
accomplishments with envy; and what 
appeared amiss, was ascribed to tip-top 
quality breeding. But the condescensipp, 
of the ladies was still superior to their 
accomplishments. One of them observed, 
that had Miss Olivia seen a little more of 
the world, it would greatly improve her ; 
to which the other added, that a single 
winter in town would make her little 
Sophia quite another thing. My wife 
warmly assented to both ; adding, that 
there was nothing she more ardently 
wished \han to give her girls a single 
winter’s polishing. To this I could not 
help replying, that their breeding was 
already superior to their fortune ; and that 
greater refinement would only serve to 
make their poverty ridiculous, and give 
them a taste for pleasures they had no 
right to possess. “And what pleasures, ” 
cried Mr. Thornhill, “do they not deserve 
to possess, who have so much in their 
power to bestow? As for my part,” 
continued he, “my fortune is pretty 
large; love, liberty, and pleasure are my 
maxims ; but curse me, if a settlement of 
half my estate could give my charming 
Olivia pleasure, it should be hers ; and 
the only fa /our I would ask in return 
would be to add myself to the benefit.” 
I was not such a stranger to the wmrld as 
to be ignorant that this was the fashion- 
able cant to disguise the insolence of the 
basest proposal ; but I made an effort to 
suppress my resentment. “ Sir,” cried I, 
“ the family which you now condescend 
to favour with your company has been 
bred with as nice a sense of honour as 
you. Any attempts to injure that may 
be attended with very dangerous conse- 
quences. Honour, sir, is our only posses- 
sion at present, and of that last treasure 
we must be particularly careful ” I was 
soon sorry for the warmth with which I 
had spoken this, when the young gentle- 
man, grasping my hand, swore he com- 
mend(^ my spirit, though he disapproved 


my suspicions. “As to your present 
hint,” continued he, “ I protest nothing ] 
was farther from my heart than such 
thought. No, by all that’s tempting! the ft 
virtue that will stand a regular siege was 
' never to my taste ; for all my amours are 
carried by a coup-de-main.” 

The two ladies, W'ho affected to be 
ignorant of the rest, seemed highly dis- ; 
pleased with this last stroke of freedom, 
and began a very discreet and serious 
dialogue upon virtue : in this, my wife, 
the chaplain, and I, soon joined ; and the 
, Squire himself was at last brought to 
confess a sense of sorrow for his former 
I excesses. We talked of the pleasures of 
temperance, and of the sunshine in the 
mind unpolluted with guilt. I was so 
well pleased, that my little ones were 
kept up beyond the usual time to be 
edified by so much good conversation. 

Mr. Thornhill even w'ent beyond me, and 
demanded if I had any objection to giving 
prayers. 1 joyfully embraced the pro- 
posal; and in this manner the night was 
passed in the most comfortable way, till 
at last the company began to think of 
returning. The ladies seemed very un- 
willing to part with my daughters, for 
whom they had conceived a particular 
affection, and joined in a request to have 
the pleasure of their company home. The 
Squire seconded the proposals, and my 
wife added her entreaties ; the girls, too, 
looked upon me as if they wished to go. 

In this perplexity, I made two or three 
excuses, which my daughters as readily 
removed ; so that at last I was obliged to 
give a peremptory refusal, for which we 
1 had nothing but sullen looks and short 
I answers the whole day ensuing. 

I CHAPTER X. 

J T/ie Family endeauonr to cope with their Betters. 

1 The Miseries of the Poor, nihen they attempt 
to appear above their Circumstances. 

: I NOW began to find that all my long 
I and painful lectures upon temperance, 

' simplicity, and contentment were entirely 
I disregarded. The distinctions lately paid 
I us by our betters awakened that pride 
I which I had laid asleep, but not removed. 

! Our windows, again, as formerly, were 
I filled with washes for the neck and face. 
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The sun was dreaded as an enemy to the 
skin without doors, and the fire as a 
spoiler of the complexion within. My 
wife observed that rising too early would 
hurt her daughters eyes, that working 
after dinner would redden their noses j 
and she convinced me that the hands 
never looked so white as when they did 
nothing. Instead therefore of finishing 
George’s shirts, we now had them new- 
modelling their old gauzes, or flourishing 
upon catgut. The poor Miss Flambo- 
roughs, their former gay companions, 
were cast off as mean acquaintance, and 
the whole conversation ran upon high 
life, and high-lived company, with pic- 
tures, taste, Shakespeare, and the musical 
glasses. 

But we could have borne all this, had 
not a fortune-telling gipsy come to raise 
us into perfect sublimity. The tawny sibyl 
no sooner appeared, than my girls came 
running to me for a shilling a-piece to 
cross her hand with silver. To say the 
truth, I was tired of being always wise, and 
could not help gratifying their request, 
because I loved to see them happy. I 
gave each of them a shilling; though for 
the honour of the family it must be ob- 
served, that they never went without money 
themselves, as my wife always generously 
let them have a guinea each, to keep in their 
pockets, but with strict injunctions never 
to change it. After they had been closeted 
up with the fortune-teller for some time, 
I knew by their looks, upon their return- 
ing, that they had been promised some- 
thing great. “ Well, my girls, how have 
you sped ? Tell me, Livy, has the fortune- 
teller given thee a pennyworth?”^ — “I 
protest, papa,” says the girl, “ I believe 
she deals with somebody that’s not right ; 
for she positively declared, that I am to 
be married to a Squire in less than a 
twelvemonth ! ” — W ell, now, Sophy, 
my child,” said T, “and what sort of a 
husband are you to have Sir,” 
replied she, “ I am to have a Lord soon 
after my sister has married the Squire.” 
— “How,” cried I, “is that all you are 
to have for your two shillings? Only a 
I.ord and a Squire for two shillings ? You 
fools, I could have promised you a Prince 
and a Nabob for half the money.” 


This curiosity of theirs, however, was 
attended with very serious effects : we 
now began to think ourselves designed by 
the stars to something exalted, and already 
anticipated our future grandeur. 

It has been a thousand times observed, 
and I must observe it once more, that the 
hours we pass with happy prospects in 
view, are more pleasing than those crowned 
with fruition. In the first case, we cook 
the dish to our own appetite; in the 
latter, Nature cooks it for us. It is 
impossible to repeat the train of agreeable 
reveries we called up for our entertainment. 
We looked upon our fortunes as once 
more rising ; and, as the whole parish 
asserted that the Squire was in love with 
my daughter, she was actually so with 
him ; for they persuaded her into the 
passion. In this agreeable interval my wife 
had the most lucky dreams in the world, 
which she took care to tell us every morning 
with great solemnity and exactness. It 
was one night a coffin and cross-bones, the 
sign of an approaching wedding ; at 
another time she imagined her daughters’ 
pockets filled with farthings, a certain sign 
of their being shortly stuffed with gold. 
The girls themselves had their omens. 
They felt strange kisses on their lips ; they 
saw rings in the candle ; purses bounced 
from the fire, and true love-knots lurked 
in the bottom of every teacup. 

Towards the end of the week we re- 
ceived a card from the two ladies, in which, 
with their compliments, they hoped to 
see all our family at church the Sunday 
following. All Saturday morning I could 
perceive, in consequence of this, my wife 
and daughters in close conference together, 
and now and then glancing at me with 
looks that betrayed a latent plot. To be 
sincere, I had strong suspicions that some 
absurd proposal was preparing for appear- 
ing with splendour the next day. In the 
evening they began their operations in a 
very regular manner, and my wife under- 
took to conduct the siege. After tea, 
when I seemed in spirits, she began thus : 
— “I fancy, Charles, my dear, we shall 
have a great deal of good company at 
our church to-morrow.” — “ Perhaps we 
may, my dear,” returned I, “though you 
need be under no uneasiness about that ; 
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you shall have a sermon whether there be 
or not,”— “That is what I expect,” 
returned she ; “ but I think, my dear, we 
ought to appear there as decently as pos- i 
sible, for who knows what may happen?” 1 
— “Your precautions,” replied I, “are i 
highly commendable. A decent behaviour 1 
and appearance in church is what charms | 
me. We should be devout and humble, i- 
cheerful and serene.” — “Yes,” cried she, 

“ I know that ; but I mean we should go 
there in as proper a manner as possible ; 
not altogether like the scrubs about us.” — 

“ You are quite right, my dear,” returned 
I, “and I was going to make the very 
same proposal. The proper manner of 
going is to go there as early as possible, 
to have time for meditation before the 
service begins.” — “Phoo, Charles,” inter- 
rupted she, “all tliat is very true; but 
not what I would be at : I mean, we 
should go there genteelly. You know the 
church is two miles off, and I protest I 
don’t like to see my daughters trudging 
up to their pew all blowzed and red with 
walking, and looking for all the world as 
if they had been winners at a smock race. 
Kow, my dear, my proposal is this: there 
are our two plough horses, the colt that 
has been in our family these nine years, 
and his companion Blackberry, that has 
scarcely done an earthly thing for this i 
month past. They are both grown fat and | 
lazy. Why should not they do something 
as well as we ? And let me tell you, when 
Moses has trimmed them a little, they [ 
will cut a very tolerable figure. ” | 

To this proposal I objected that walking ; 
would be twenty times more genteel than j 
such a paltry conveyance, as Blackberry i 
was wall-eyed, and the colt wanted a tail ; 
that they had never been broke to the 
rein, but had a hundred vicious tricks ; and 
that we had but one saddle and pillion in 
the whole house. All these objections, 
however, were overruled ; so tliat I was ' 
obliged to comply. The next morning I , 
perceived them not a little busy in col- j 
iecting such materials as might be necessary j 
for the expedition ; but, as I found it woulcCj 
be a business of time, I walked on to the 
church before, and they promised speedily 
to follow. I waited near an hour in the 
reading desk for their arrival ; but not 


finding them come as I expected, T was 
obliged to begin, and went through the 
service, not w'ithout some uneasiness at 
finding them absent. This was increased 
when all was finished, and no appearance 
of the family. I therefore walked back by 
the horse-way, which was five miles roiintl, 
tliough the footway was but two, and, when 
got about half-way home, perceived the 
procession marching slowly forward to- 
wards the church ; my son, my wife, and 
the two little ones exalted on one horse, 
and my two daughters upon the other. I 
demanded the cause of their delay ; but 
I soon found by their looks they had met 
witli a thousand misfortunes on the road. 
Tlie horses had at first refused to move 
from the door, till Mr. Burchell was kind 
enough to beat them forward ftir about 
two hundred yards with his cudgel. N ext, 
the straps of my wife’s pillion broke down, 
and they were obliged to stop to repair 
them before they could proceed. After 
that, one of the horses took it into his 
head to stand still, and neither blows nor 
entreaties could prevail with him to pro- 
ceed. He was just recovering from this 
dismal situation when I found them ; but 
perceiving everything safe, I own their 
present mortification did not much dis- 
please me, as it would give me many op- 
portunities of future triumph, and teach 
my daughters more humility. 

CHAPTER XT. 

The Fajnily still resolve to hold up their Heads. 

Michaelmas-eve happening on the 
next day, we were invited to burn nuts 
and play tricks at neighbour Flambo- 
roiigh’s. Our late mortifications had 
humbled us a little, or it is probable we 
might have rejected such an invitation with 
contempt : however, we suffered ourselves 
to be happy. Our honest neighbour’s 
goose and dumplings were fine, and the 
lamb’s-wool, even in the opinion of my 
wife, who was a connoisseur, was excellent. 
It is true, his manner of telling stories was 
not quite so well. They were very long, 
and very dull, and all about himself, and 
we had laughed at them ten times before : 
however, we were kind enough to laugh 
at them once more. 
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Mr. Burchell, who was of the party^ 
Avas always fond of seeing some innocent 
amusement going forward, and set the 
boys and girls' to blind man’s buff. My 
wife, too, was persuaded to join in the 
diversion, and it gave me pleasure' to think 
she was not yet too old. In the meantime, 
my neighbour and I looked on, laughed 
at every feat, and praised our own dexterity 
when we were young.'. Hot cockles suc- 
ceeded next, questions and commands fol- 
lowed that, and, last of all, they sat down 
to hunt the slipper. As every person may 
not be acquainted with this primeval pas- 
time, it may be necessary to observe, that 
the company in this play plant themselves 
in a ring upon the ground, all except one, 
who stands in the middle, whose business 
it is to catch a shoe, which the company | 
shove about under their hams from one to 
another, something like a weaver’s shuttle. 
As it is impossible, in this case, for the 
lady who is up to face all the company at 
once, the great beauty of the play lies in 
hitting her a thump with the heel of the 
shoe on that side least capable of making 
a defence. It 'v^as in this manner that 
my eldest daughter was hemmed in, and 
thumped about, all bio wzed, in spirits, and 
bawling for “fair play” with a voice that 
might deafen a ballad-singer ; when, con- 
fusion on confusion ! who should enter 
the room but our two great acquaint- 
ances from town, Lady Blarney and Miss 
Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs ! 
Description would but beggar, therefore 
it is unnecessary to describe, this new 
mortiheation. Death ! To be seen by ladies 
of such high breeding in such vulgar atti- 
tudes ! Nothing better could ensue from 
such a vulgar play of Mr. Flamborough’s 
proposing. We seemed stuck to the 
ground Tor some time, as if actually 
petrified with amazement. 

The two ladies had been at our house 
to see us, and finding us from home, came 
after us hither, as tlicy were uneasy to 
know what accident could have kept us 
from church the day before. Olivia 
undertook to be our prolocutor, and de- 
livered the whole in a summary way, only 
saying, “ We were thrown from our 
horses.’ At which account the ladies 
were greatly concerned , but being told 



the family received no hurt, they were 
extremely glad ; but being informed that 
we were almost killed by the fright, they 
were vastly sorry ; but hearing that 
we had a very good night, they were 
extremely glad again. Nothing could 
exceed their complaisance to my daugh- 
ters : their professions the last evening 
were warm, but now they were ardent. 
They protested a desire of having a more 
lasting acquaintance. Lady Blarney was 
particularly attached to Olivia; Miss Caro- 
lina Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs (I love to 
give the whole name) took a greater fancy 
to her sister. They supported the con- 
versation between themselves, while my 
daughters sat silent, admiring their exalted 
breeding. But as every reader, however 
beggarly himself, is fond of high-lived 
dialogues, with anecdotes of lords, ladies, 
and knights of the Garter, I must beg 
leave to give him the concluding part of 
the present conversation. 

“ All that I know of the matter,” cried 
Miss Skeggs, “ is this, that it may be true 
or may not be true ; but this I can assure 
your Ladyship, that the whole rout was 
in amaze : his Lordship turned all 
manner of colours, my Lady fell into a 
sotmd, but SirTomkyn drawing his sword, 
swore he was hers to the last drop of his 
blood.” 

“ Well,” replied our Peeress, “this I 
can say, that the Duchess never told me 
a syllable of the matter, and I believe her 
Grace would keep nothing a secret from 
me. This you may depend upon as fact, 
that the next morning my Lord Duke 
cried out three times to his valet-de- 
chambre, Jernigah I Jernigan! Jernigan 1 
bring me my garters. ” 

But prejviously I should have mentioned 
the veiy impolite behaviour of Mr, Bur- 
chell, who, during this discoiir.se, sat with 
his face turned to the fire, and, at the con- 
clusion of every sentence, would cry out 
“Fudge 1 ” an expression which displeased 
us all, and, in some measure, clamped the 
rising spirit of the conversation. 

“Besides, my dear Skeggs,” continued 
our Peei'essv there is nothing of this in 
the copy of verses that Dr. Burdock made 
upon the occasion.” — “ Fudge !” 

“I am surprised at that,” cried Miss 
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Skeggs ; for he seldom leaves anything 
out, as he writes only for his own amuse- 
ment. But can your Ladyship favour me 
with a sight of them “ Fudge ! ” 

“ My dear creature, ” replied our Peeress, 
“ do you think I carry such things about 
me? Though they are very fine, to be 
sure, and I think myself something of a 
judge— at least I know .what pleases my- 
self. Indeed, I was ever an admirer of 
all Dr. Burdock’s little pieces ; for, except 
what he does, and our dear Countess at 
Hanover Square, there’s nothing comes 
out but the most lowest stuff in nature ; 
not a bit of high life among them,”— 
“ Fudge ! ” 

“Your Ladyship should except,” says 
the other, “your own things in the Lady’s 
Magazine. I hope you’ll say there’s 
nothing low-lived there ? But I suppose 
we are to have no more from that quar- 
ter Fudge ! ” 

“ Why, niy dear,” says the lady, “you 
know my reader and companion has left 
me, to be married to Captain Roach, and 
as my poor eyes won’t suffer me to write 
myself, I have been for some time looking- 
out for another. A proper person is no 
easy matter to find ; and, to be sure, thirty 
pounds a year is a small stipend for a well 
bred girl of character, that can read, write, 
and behave in company : as for the chits 
about town, there is no bearing them about 
one.”— “ Fudge 1 ” 

“That I know,” cried Miss Skeggs, 
“by experience. For of the three com- 
panions I had this last half year, one of 
them refused to do plain work an hour in 
the day; another thought twenty-five 
guineas a year too small a salary ; and I 
was obliged to send away the third, be- 
cause I suspected an intrigue with the 
chaplain. Virtue, my dear Lady Blar- 
ney, virtue is worth any price ; but where 
is that to be found ?” — “ Fudge ! ” 

My wdfe had been, for a long time, all 
attention to this discourse, but was par- 
ticularly struck with the latter part of it. 
Thirty pounds and twenty-five guineas a 
year, made fifty-six pounds five shillings 
English money, all which was in a manner 
going a^ begging, and might easily be 
secured in the family. She for a moment 
Studied my looks for approbation j and, to 


own a truth, I was of opinion, that two 
such places would fit our two daughters 
exactly. Besides, if the Squire had any 
real affection for my eldest daughter, this 
would be the way to make her every way 
qualified for her fortune. My wife, there- 
fore, was resolved that we should not be 
deprived of such advantages for want of 
assurance, and undertook to harangue for 
the family. “I hope,” cried she, “your 
ladyships will pardon my present presump- 
tion. It is true, we have no right to pre- 
tend to such favours ; but yet it is natural 
for me to wish putting my children forward 
in the world. And, I will be bold to say, 
my two girls have had a pretty good educa- 
tion and capacity ; at least the country 
can’t show better. They can read, write, 
and cast accompts ; they understand 
j their needle, broadstitch, cross and change, 

I and all manner of plain work ; they can 
I pink, point, and frill, and know something 
; of music ; they can do up small clothes, 

! and work upon catgut ; my eldest can cut 
paper, and my youngest has a very pretty 
manner of telling fortunes upon the cards.” 
—“Fudge!” 

When she had delivered this pretty piece 
of eloquence, the two ladies looked at each 
I other a few minutes in silence, with an nir 
I of doubt and importance. At last Miss 
Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs con- 
descended to observe, that the young ladies, 
from the opinion she could form of them 
from so slight an acquaintance, seemed 
very fit for such employments. “ But a 
thing of this kind, madam,” cried she, 
addressing my spouse, “requires a tho- 
rough examination into characters, and a 
more perfect knowledge of each other. 
Not, madam,” continued she, “ that I in 
the least suspect the young ladies’ virtue, 
prudence, and discretion ; but there is a 
I form in these things, madam — there is a 
[form.” 

My wife approved her suspicions very 
much, observing that she was very apt to 
be suspicious herself, but referred her lo 
all the neighbours for a character ; but 
this our Peeress declined as unnecessary, 
alleging that our cousin Thornhill’s recom- 
mendation w'ould be sufficient ; and upon 
this we rested our petition, 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Fortune seems resolved to humble the Family of 
Wakefield. Mortifications are often more 
fainjul than real Calamities. 

When we were returned home, the 
night was dedicated to schemes of future 
conquest. Deborah exerted much sagacity 
in conjecturing which of the two girls was 
lihely to have the best place, and most 
opportunities of seeing good company. 
The only obstacle to our preferment was 
in obtaining the Squire’s recommendation; 
but he had already shown us too nnany 
instances of his friendship to doubt of it 
now. Even in bed, my wife kept up the 
usual theme : “ Well, faith, my dear 
Charles, between ourselves, I think we 
have made an excellent day’s work of it.” 
—“ Pretty well I” cried I, not knowing 
what to say. “ What, only pretty well ! ” 
returned she; “I think it is very well. 
Suppose the girls should come to make 
acquaintances of taste in town ! This I 
am assured of, that London is the only 
place in the world for all manner of hus- 
bands. Besides, my dear, stranger things 
happen every day ; and as ladies of quality 
are so taken with my daughters, what will 
not men of quality be ? Entre notis^ I 
protest I like my Lady Blarney vastly — so 
very obliging. However, Miss Carolina 
Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs has my warm 
heart But yet, when they came to talk 
of places in town, you saw at once how 
I nailed them. Tell me, my dear, don’t 
you think I did for my children there?” 
— “Ay,” returned I, not knowing well 
wbat to think of the matter; “Heaven 
grant they may be both the better for it 
this day three months ! ” This was one of 
those observations I usually made to im- | 
press my wife with an opinion of my sa- 
gacity : for if the girls succeeded, then it 
was a pious wish fulfilled; but if any 
thing unfortunate ensued, then it might be 
looked upon as a prophecy. All this con- 
versation, however, was only preparatory 
to another scheme ; and indeed I dreaded 
as much. This was nothing less than that, 
as we were now to hold up our heads a 
little higher in the world, it would be pro- 
per to sell the colt, which was grown old, 
at a neighbouring fair, and buy us a horse 


I • 


that would carry a single or double upon 
an occasion, and make a pretty appear- 
ance at church, or upon a visit. This at 
first I opposed stoutly ; but it was stoutly 
defended. However, as I weakened, my 
antagonist gained strength, till at last it 
was resolved to part with him. 

As the fair happened on the following 
day, I had intentions of going myself ; 
but my wife persuaded me that I had got 
a cold, and nothing could prevail upon 
her to permit me from home, “Ho, my 
dear,” said she, “ our son Moses is a dis- 
creet boy, and can buy and sell to aVery 
good advantage : you know all our great 
bargains are of his purchasing. He always 
stands out and higgles, and actually tires 
them till he gets a bargain,” 

As I had some opinion of my son’s pru- 
dence, I was willing enough to entrust him 
with this commission : and the next morn- 
ing I perceived his sisters mighty busy in 
fitting out Moses for the fair ; trimming 
his hair, brushing his buckles, and cock- 
ing his hat with pins. The business of 
the toilet being over, we had at last the 
satisfaction of seeing him mounted upon 
the colt, with a deal box before him to 
bring home groceries in. He had on a 
coat made of that cloth they call thunder- 
and-lightning, which, though grown too 
short, was much too good to be thrown 
away. His waistcoat was of gosling green, 
and his sisters had tied his hair with a 
broad black riband. We all followed him 
several paces from the door, bawling after 
him, “Good luck! good luck!” till we 
could see him no longer. 

He was scarce gone, when Mr. Thorn- 
hill’s butler came to congratulate us upon 
our good fortune, saying that he overheard 
his young master mention our names with 
great commendation. 

Good fortune seemed resolved not to 
come alone. Another footman from the 
same family followed, with a card for my 
daughters, importing that the two ladies 
had received such pleasing accounts from 
Mr. Thornhill of us all, that after a few 
previous inquiries they hoped to be per- 
fectly satisfied. “ Ay,” cried my wife, “ I 
now see it is no easy matter to get into the 
families of the great ; but when one once 
gets then, as Moses says, one may go 
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to sleep.” To this piece of humour, for 
she intended it for wit, my daughters 
assented with a loud laugh of pleasure. 
In short, such was her. satisfaction at this 
message, that she actually put her hand in,' 
her pocket, and gave the messenger seven- 
pence halfpenny. 

This was to be our visiting day. The 
next that camfe was Mr. Burchell, who 
had been at the fair. He brought my little 
ones a pennyworth of gingerbread each, 
W'hich my wife undertook to keep for 
them, and give them by letters at a time. 
He brought my daughters also a couple 
of boxes, in which they might keep wafers, 
snuff, patches, or even money, when they 
got it. My wife was usually fond of a 
weasel-skin purse, as being the most lucky ; 
but this by the by. We had still a regard 
for Mr. Burchell, though his late rude be- 
haviour was in some measure displeasing; 
nor could we now avoid communicating 
our happiness to him, and asking his ad- 
vice : although we seldom followed advice, 
w^e were all ready enough to ask it. 
When he read the note from the tw'o ladles, 
he shook his head, and observed, lliat an 
affair of this sort demanded the utmost cir- 
cumspection. This air of diffidence highly 
displeased my wife. “ I never doubted, 
sir,” cried she, “ your readiness to be 
against my daughters and me. You have 
more circumspection than is wanted. 
However, 1 fancy when we come to ask 
advice, we will apply to persons wffio seem 
to have made use of it themselves.”— 
“ Whatever my own conduct may have 
been, madam,” replied he, “is not the 
present question : though, as I have made 
no use of advice myself, I should in con- 
science give it to those that will. ” As I 
was apprehensive this answer might draw 
on a repartee, making lip by abuse what 
it wanted in wit, I changed the subject, 
by seeming to wonder what could keep 
our son so long at the fair, as it was now 
almost nightfall “ Never mind our son, ” 
cried my wife ; “ depend upon it he knows 
what he is about. Til warrant we’ll never 
see him sell his hen of a rainy day. I 
have seen him buy such bargains as would 
amaze one. I’ll tell you a good story 
about that, that will make you split your 
sides with laughing.— But, as I live, 


yonder comes Moses, without a horse, 
and the box at bis back.” 

As she spoke, Mo.ses came slowly on 
foot, and sweating under the deal box, 
which he had strapt round his shoulders 
like a pedlar. “ Welcome, welcome, 
Moses ! well, my boy, what have you 
brought us from the fair?” — “I have 
brought you myself,” cried Moses, with a 
sly look, and resting the box on the 
dresser. “Ay, Moses,” cried my wife, 

“ that w’e know ; but where is the horse ? ” 

• — “ I have sold him,” cried Moses, “for 
three pounds five shillings and two- 
pence.”— •“ Well done, my good bo}’-,” 
returned she; “ I knew you would touch 
them off. Between ourselves, three 
pounds five shillings and twopence is no 
bad day’s work. Come, let us have it 
then. “ I have brought liack no money, ” 
cried Moses again. “I have laid it all 
out in a bargain, and here it is,” pulling 
out a bundle from his breast : “ here they 
are ; a gross of green spectacles, with 
silver rims and shagreen cases.”- — “ A gross 
of green spectacles ! ” repeated my wife, 
in a faint voice. “ And you have parted 
with the colt, and brought us back 
nothing but a gross of green paltry spec- 
tacles ! Dear mother,” cried tlie boy, 

“ why won’t you listen to reason ? 1 had 
them a dead bargain, or I should not 
have brought them. The silver rims 
alone will sell for double the money.” — 
“A fg for the silver rims,” cried my 
wife, in a passion : “ I dare swear they • 
won’t sell for above half the money at the 
rate of broken silver, five shillings an 
ounce.” — “ You need be under no uneasi- 
ness,” cried I, “ about selling the rims, 
for they are not worth sixpence ; for 1 
perceive they are only copper varnlslied 
over.” — “ What ! ” cried my wife, “not 
silver! the rims not silver?” — “No,” 
cried I, “ no more silver than your sauce- 
pan.” — “And so,” returned she, “we 
have parted with the colt, and have only 
got a gross of green spectacles, \\itli 
copper rims and shagreen cases ? A mur- 
rain take such trumpery ! The blockhead 
has been imposed upon, and should have 
known his company better. ” — “ There, 

, my dear,” cried I, “ you are wrong ; he 
r should not have known them at all.” — 
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‘‘ Marry, hang the idiot ! ” returned she, 

■ “ to bring me such stuff : if I had them I 

I would throw them in the fire. ” — -“ There 
again you are wrong, niy dear,” cried I; 

“ for though they be copper, we will keep 
them by us, as copper spectacles, you 
know, are better than nothing.” 

, By this time the unfortunate M oses was 
undeceived. He now saw that he had been 
imposed upon by a prowling sharper, who, 
observing his figure, had marked him for 
an easy prey. I therefore asked the cir- 
cumstances of his deception. He sold the 
horse, it seems, and walked the fair in 
search of another. A reverend-looking 
man brought him to a tent, under pretence 
of having one to sell. “Here,” con- 
tinued Moses, “ we met another man, very 
well dressed, who desired to borrow 
twenty pounds upon these, saying that he 
wanted money, and would dispose of them 
i for a third of the value. The first gentle- 
man, who pretended to be my friend, 
whispered me' to buy them, and cautioned 
me not to let so good an offer pass. I 
' sent for Mr. Flamborough, and they talked 
him up as finely as they did me ; and so 
at last we were persuaded to buy the two 
gross between us.” 

CHAPTER XIIL 

Mr.Burchcll is found to be an Enemy, for he has 
\ the conjidence to give disagreeable Advice. 

f Our family had now made several attempts 
t to be fine ; but some unforeseen disaster 
demolished each as soon as projected. I 
endeavoiu-ed to take the advantage of 
i every disappointment to improve their 
good sense, in proportion as they were 
I frustrated in ambition. “You see, my 
I children,” cried I, “how little is to be got 
I by attempts to impose upon the world in 
coping with our betters. Such as are 
j poor, and will associate with none but the 
rich, are hated by those they avoid, and, 

" despised by those they follow. UnequaP 
, combinations are always disadvantageous 
to the weaker side : the rich having the i 
■■ pleasure, and the poor the inconveniences , 
that result from them. But come, Dick, 
my boy, and repeal the fable that you were 
reading to-day, for the good of the com- : 
pany.” 

“Once upon a time,” cried the child, 


“a Giant and a Dwarf were friends, and 
. kept together. They made a bargain, 
that they would never forsake each other, 
but go seek adventures. The first battle 
they fought w^as with two Saracens, and 
the Dwarf, who was very courageous, dealt 
one of the champions a most angry blow. 
It did the Saracen very little injury, who, 
lifting up his sword, fairly struck off the 
poor Dwarf’s arm. He was now in a 
woful plight ; but the Giant, coming to his 
assistance, in a short lime left the two 
Saracens dead on the plain, and the Dwarf 
cut off the dead man’s head out of spite. 
They then travelled on another adventure. 
This was against three bloody-minded 
Satyrs, who were carrying away a damsel 
in distress. The Dwarf was not quite so 
fierce now as before ; but for all that struck 
the first blow% Which was returned by 
another that knocked out his eye ; but the 
Giant was soon up with them, and, had 
they not fled, would certainly have killed 
them every one. "J'hey were all very joy- 
ful for this victory, and the damsel who 
was relieved fell in love with the Giant, 
and married him. They now travelled far, 
and farther than I can tell, till they met 
with a company of robbers. The Giant, 
for the first time, was foremost now ; but 
the Dwarf was not far behind. The battle 
was stout and long. Wherever the Giant 
came, all fell before him ; but the Dwarf 
had like to have been killed more than 
once. At last the victory declared for the 
two adventurers; but the Dwarf lost hisleg. 
The Dwarf had now lost an arm, a leg, 
and an eye, while the Giant was without 
a single wound. U pon which h e cried out 
to his little companion, ‘My little hero, this 
is glorious sport! let us get one victory 
more, and then we shall have honour for 
’ever.’ — ‘No,’ cries the Dwarf, who w’-asby 
this time grown wiser, ‘no, I declare off; 
I’ll fight no more : for 1 find in every battle 
that you get all the honours and rewards, 
but all the blows fall upon me.’ ” 

I I was going to moralize this fable, when 
/our attention was called off to a warm 
dispute between my wife and IMr. Burcheli, 
upon my daughters’ intended expedition to 
town. My wife very strenuously insisted 
upon the advantages that would result 
from it : Mr. Burcheli, on the contrary, 
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dissuaded her with great ardour; and I 
stood neuter. His present dissuasions 
seemed but the second part of those which 
were received with so ill a grace in the 
morning. The dispute grew high; while 
poor Deborah, instead of reasoning 
' stronger, talked louder, and at last was 
obliged to take shelter from a defeat in 
clamour. The conclusion of her harangue, 
however, was highly displeasing to us all : 
she knew, she said, of some who had their 
own secret reasons for what they advised ; 
but, for her part, she wished such to 
stay away from her house for the future. 

Madam,’’ cried Burchell, with looks of 
great composure, which tended to inflame 
her the more, “as for secret reasons you 
are right ; I have secret reasons, which I 
forbear to mention, because you are not 
able to answer those of which I make no 
secret : fbut I find my visits here are become 
troublesome ; I’ll take my leave therefore 
now, and perhaps come once more to take 
a final farewell when I am quitting the 
country.” Thus saying, he took up his 
hat, nor could the attempts of SoiDhia, 
whose looks seemed to upbraid his pre- 
cipitancy, prevent his going. 

When gone, we all regarded each other 
for some minutes with confusion. My 
wife, who knew herself to be the cause, 
strove to hide her concern with a forced 
smile, and an air of assurance, which I was 
willing to reprove : “ How, woman, ” cried 
I to her, “is it thus we treat strangers? 
Is it thus we return their kindness? Be 
assured, my dear, that these were the 
harshest words, and to me the most un- 
pleasing, that ever escaped your lips ! ” — 
“Why would he provoke me then?” re- 
plied she; “but I know the motives of lijs 
advice perfectly well. He would prevent 
my girls from going to town, that he may 
have the pleasure of my youngest daughter s 
company here at home. But, whatever 
happens, she shall choose better company 
than such low-lived fellows as he.”— 
“Low-lived, my dear, do you call him?” 
cried I; “it is very possible we may mis- 
take this man’s character, for he seems, 
\ upon some occasions, the most finished 
>^deman I em knew. T ell me, Sophia, 
mf^gkl^Jsasiie ever given you any secret 
instances of his attachment?” — “His con- 


versation with me, sir,” replied my daugh- 
ter, “ has ever been sensible, modest, and 
pleasing. As to aught else — no, never. 
Once, indeed, I remember to have heard 
him say, he never knew a woman who 
could find merit in a man that seemed 
poor.” — “Such, my dear,” cried I, “is the 
common cant of all the unfortunate or idle. ' 
But I hope you have been taught to judge 
properly of such men, and that it would be 
even madness to expect happiness from one 
who has been so veiy bad an economist of 
his own. Your mother and I have now 
better prospects for you. The next winter, 
which you will probably spend in town, 
will give you opportunities of making a 
more prudent choice.” * 

Y^at Sophia’s reflections .were upon' ’ 
this occasion I cannot pretend to deter- 
mine; but I was not displeased at the \ 
bottom that we were rid of a guest from 
whom I had much to fear. Our breach 
of hospitality went to my conscience a i 
little ; but I quickly silenced that monitor f 
by two or three specious reasons, which ’■ 
served to satisfy and reconcile me to my- ’ 
self. The pain which conscience gives 
the man who has already done wrong is 
soon got over. Conscience is a coward ; ’ 
and those faults it has not strength enough 
to prevent, it seldom has justice enough 
to accuse. 

CHAPTER XIV. / 

Trrs/i Mortificatiojis, or a Deino7tsfration that f 
seeming Calamities may be real Blessings. ■ 

The journey of my daughters to town 
was now resolved upon, Mr. Thornhill 
having kindly promised to inspect their 
conduct himself, and inform us by letter | 
of their behaviour. But it was thought ^ 
indispensably necessary that their appear- i 
ance should equal the gi*eatness of their * 
expectations, which could not be done 
without expense. We debated therefore 
in full council what were the easiest ^ 
methods of raising money, or, more 
properly speaking, what we could most 
conveniently sell. The deliberation was 
soon finished ; it was found that our re- { 
maining horse was utterly useless for the ; 
plough without his companion, and 
equally unfit for the road, as wanting an 
[ eye : it was therefore determined that we ' ■ 
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should dispose of him for the purpose, 
above mentioned, at the neighbouring 
fair; and, to prevent imposition, that I 
should go with him myself. Though this 
was one of the first mercantile transactions 
of my life, yet I had no doubt about ac- 
quitting myself with reputation. The 
opinion a man forms of his own prudence 
is measured by that of the company he 
keeps : and as mine was most in the 
family way, I had conceived no unfavour- 
able sentiments of my worldly wisdom. 
My wife, however, next morning, at 
parting, after I had got some paces from 
the door^ called me back to advise me, in 
a whisper, to have all my eyes about me. 

I had, in the usual forms, when I came 
'to the fair, put ihy horse through all his 
paces, but for some time had no bidders. 
At last a chapman approached, and after 
he had for a good while examined the 
horse round, finding him blind of one 
eye, he would have nothing to say to 
him; a second came up, but observing he 
had a spavin, declared he would not take 
him for the driving home ; a third per- 
ceived he had a windgall, and would 
bid no money ; a fourth knew by his eye 
that he had the botts ; a fifth wondered 
what a plague I could do at the fair with 
a blind, spavined, galled hack, that was 
only fit to be cut up for a dog kennel. 
By this time, I began to have a most 
hearty contempt for the poor animal my- 
self, and was almost ashamed at the 
approach of every customer: for though 
I did not entirely believe all the fellows 
told me, yet I reflected that the number 
of witnesses was a strong presumption 
they were right ; and St. Gregory, upon 
Good Works, professes himself to be of 
the same opinion. 

I was in^this mortifying situation, when 
a brother clergyman, an old acquaintance, 
who had also business at the fair, came 
up, and, shaking me by the hand, pro- 
posed adjourning to a public-house, and 
taking a glass of whatever we could get. 
I readily closed with tlie offer, and enter- 
ing an alehouse, we were shown into a 
little back room, where there was only a 
venerable old man, who sat wholly intent 
over a large book, which he was reading, 
t never in my life saw a figure that pre- 

• I . ■ 


possessed me more favourably. His locks 
of silver grey venerably shaded his temples, 
and his green old age seemed to be the 
result of health and benevolence. How- 
ever, his presence did not interrupt our 
conversation : my friend and I discoursed 
on the various turns of fortune we had 
met ; the Whistonian controversy, my last 
pamphlet, the archdeacon’s reply, and the 
hard measure that was dealt me. But 
our attention was in a short time taken 
off, by the appearance of a youth, who, 
entering the room, respectfully said some- 
thing softly to the old stranger. “ Make 
no apologies, my child,” said the old 
man ; “ to do good is a duty w^e owe to 
all our fellow-creatures : take this, I wish 
it were more ; but five pounds will relieve 
your distress, and you are welcome.” 
The modest youth shed tears of gratitude, 
and yet his gratitude was scarce equal 
to mine. I could have hugged the good 
old man in my arms, his benevolence 
pleased me so. He continued to read, 
and we resumed our conversation, until 
my companion, after some time, recollect- 
ing that he had business to transact in the 
fair, promised to be soon back ; adding, 
that he always desired to have as much 
of Dr. Primrose’s company as possible. 
The old gentleman, hearing my name 
mentioned, seemed to look at me with 
attention for some time ; and when my 
friend was gone, most respectfully de- 
manded if I was any way related to the 
great Primrose, that courageous monoga- 
mist, who had been the bulwark of the 
Church. Never did my heart feel sincerer 
rapture than at that moment. “Sir,” 
cried I, “ the applause of so good a man 
as I am sure you are, adds to that happi- 
ness in my breast which your benevolence 
has already excited. You behold before 
you, sir, that Dr. Primrose, the monoga- 
mist, whom you have been pleased to call 
great You here see that unfortunate 
divine, who has so long, and it would ill 
become me to say, successfully, fought 
against the deuterogamy of the age.” — 
“ Sir,” cried the stranger, struck with 
awe, “ I fear I have been too familiar, 
but you’ll forgive my curiosity, sir : I beg 
pardon.”— “ Sir,” cried I, grasping his 
hand, “ you are so far from displeasing 



THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. 


me by your familiarity, that I must beg 
you’ll accept my friendship, as you already 
have my esteem.” — “ Then with gratitude 
I accept the offer,” cried he, squeezing 
me by the hand, “‘thou glorious pillar 
of unshaken orthodoxy ! and do I behold 

” I here interrupted what he was 

going to say ; for though, as an author, I 
could digest no small share of flattery, 
yet now my modesty would permit no 
more. However, no lovers in romance 
ever cemented a more instantaneous 
friendship. We talked upon several sub- 
jects : at first I thought he seemed rather 
devout than learned, and began to think 
he despised all human doctrines as dross. 
Yet this no way lessened him in my 
esteem, for I had for some time begun 
privately to harbour such an opinion my- 
self. I therefore took occasion to observe, 
that the world in general began to be 
blameably indifferent as to doctrinal 
matters, and followed human speculations 
too much. “ Ay, sir,” replied he, as if 
he had reserved all his learning to that 
moment, “Ay, sir, the world is in its 
dotage ; and yet the cosmogony, or crea- 
tion of the world, has puzzled philo- 
sophers of all ages. What a medley of 
opinions have they not broached upon the 
creation of the world ! Sanchoniathon, 
Manetho, Berosus, and Ocellus Lucanus, 
have all attempted it in vain. The latter 
has these words, A narchon ara kai atelu- 
taion to pan, which imply that all things 
have neither beginning nor end. Manetho 
also, who lived about the time of Nebu- 
chadon-Asser — Asser being a Syriac 
word, usually applied as a surname to the 
kings of that country, as Teglat Phacl- 
Asser, Nabon- Asser— he, I say, formed a 
conjecture equally absurd; for, as we 
usually say, ok to bihlion kubernetes, which 
implies that books will never teach the 

world ; so he attempted to investigate 

But, sir, I ask pardon, I am straying from 
the question.” — That he actually was ; 
nor could I, for my life, see how the 
creation of the world had anything to do 
with the business I was talking of ; but 
it was sufficient to show me that he was a 
man of letters, and I now reverenced him 
the more. I was resolved, therefore, to 
bring him to the touchstone ; but he was 


i too mild and too gentle to contend for 
I victory.,. Whenever I made an observa- 
i tion that looked like a challenge to con- 
i Iroversy, he would smile, shake his head, 

' and say nothing ; by which I understood 
; he could say much, if he thought proper. 

! The subject, therefore, insensibly changed 
! from the business of antiquity, to that 
I which brought us both to the fair : mine, 

I I told him, was to sell a horse, and veiy 
; luckily, indeed, his was to buji^ one for 
I one of his tenants. My horse was soon 
I produced ; and, in fine, we struck a bar 
gain. Nothing now remained but to }>ay 
; me, and he accordingly pulled out a 
thirty pound note, and bid me change it. 
Not being in a capacity of complying with 
this demand, he ordered his footman to 
be called up, who made his appearance in 
a very genteel livery. “ Here, Abraham, ” 
cried he, “ go and get gold for this ; you’ll 
do it at neighbour Jackson’s, or any- 
where.” While the fellow was gone, he 
entertained me with a pathetic harangue 
on the great scarcity of silver, which 1 
undertook to improve, by deploring ahso 
the great scarcity of gold ; so tliat, by the 
time Abraham returned, *ve bad both 
agreed that money was never so hard to 
be come at as now. Abraham returned 
to inform us, that he had been over the 
whole fair, and could not get change, 
though he had offered half-a-crown for 
doing it. This was a very great disap- 
pointment to us all; but the old gentle- 
man, having paused a little, asked me if 
I knew one Solomon Flamborough in my 
part of the country. Upon replying that 
he was my next door neighbour : “If 
that be the case, then,” relumed he, “ I 
believe we shall deal. You shall have a 


to ft upon him, payable at sight ; and, 
fff me tell you, he is as warm a man as 


^ me tell you, he is as warm a man as 
any within five miles round him. Honest 
Solomon and I have been acquainted for 
many years together. I remember I 
always beat him at three jumps ; but be 
could hop on one leg farther than I.” A 
draft upon my neighbour was to me the 
same as money ; for I was sufficiently 
convinced of his ability. The draft was 
signed, and put into my hands, and Mr. 
Jenkinson, the old gentleman, his man 
Abraham, and my horse, old Blackberry, 
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trotted off very well pleased with each 
other. 

After a short interval, being left to 
reflection, I began to recollect that I had 
done wrong in taking a draft from a 
stranger, and so prudently resolved upon 
following the purchaser, and having back 
my horse. But this was now too late ; I 
therefore made directly homewards, re- 
solving to get the draft changed into 
money at my friend’s as fast as possible. 

. I found my honest neighbour smoking his 

( pipe at his own door, and informing him 
that I had a small bill upon him, he read 
it twice over. You can read the name, 
d suppose,” cried I, — “Ephraim Jenkin- 
^on.” — “Yes,” returned he, “the name 
written plain enough, and I know the 
gentleman too,— the greatest rascal under 
the canopy of heaven. This is the very 
same rogue who sold us the spectacles. 
Was he not a venerable-looking man, 
l^ith grpy hair, and no flaps to his pocket- 
holes W And did he not talk a long string 
of learning about Greek, and cosmogony, 

I and the world ? ” To this I replied with 
I a groan. “Ay,” continued be, “he has 
* but that one piece of learning in the 
world, and he always talks it a^vay when- 
J* ever he finds a scholar in company ; but I 
? know the rogue, and will catch him yet.” 

■ Though I was already sufficiently nior- 
I tified, my greatest struggle was to come, 

I in facing my wife and daughters. No 
f truant was ever more afraid of returning 
to school, there to behold the master’s 
visage, than I was of going home. I was 
; determined, however, to anticipate their 
- fury, by first falling into a passion myself. 
But, alas ! upon entering, I found the 
; family no way disposed for battle. My 
wife and girls were all in tears, Mr. Thorn- 
hill having been there that day to infoi® 
them that their journey to town was en- 
‘ tirely over. The two ladies, having heard 
reports of us from some malicious person 
: about us, were that day set out for London. 

He could neither discover the tendency 
; nor the author of these ; but whatever they 
j might be, or whoever might have broached 
i them, he continued to assure our family of 
■ his friendship and protection. I found, 
therefore, that they bore my disappoint- 
f ment with great resignation, as it was 


eclipsed, in the greatness of their own. 
But what: perplexed us most, was to think 
who could be so base as to asperse the cha- 
racter of a family so harmless as ours; too 
humble to excite envy, and too inoffensive 
to create disgust. 

CHAPTER XV. 

A// Mr, Burckell's Villany at or ce detected. The 
Folly of being overzuise. 

That evening, and a part of the follow- 
ing day, was employed in fruitless attempts 
to discover our enemies: scarcely a family 
ill the neighbourhood but incurred our 
suspicions, and each of us had reasons for 
our opinions best known to ourselves. As 
we were in this perplexity, one of our little 
boys, who had been playing abroad, 
brought in a letter-case, which he found 
on the green. It was quickly known to 
belong to Mr.Biirchell, with whom it had 
been seen, and, upon examination, con- 
tained some hints upon different subjects; 
but what particularly engaged our atten- 
tion was a sealed note, superscribed, “ The 
copy of a letter to be sent to the ladies 
at Thornhill Castle. ” It instantly occurred 
that he was the base informer, and we 
deliberated whether the note should not 
be broken open. I was against it; but 
.Sophia, who said she was sure that of all 
men he would be the last to be guilty of so 
mucli baseness, insisted upon its being 
read. In this she was seconded by the 
rest of the family, and at their joint solici- 
tation I read as follows : — 

“ Ladies, — The bearer will sufficiently 
satisfy you as to the person from whom 
this comes : one at least the friend of inno- 
cence, and ready to prevent its being se- 
duced. I am informed for a truth, that 
you have some intention of bringing two 
young ladies to .town, whom I have some 
knowledge of, under the character of 
companions. As I would neither have 
simplicity imposed upon, nor virtue con- 
taminated, I must offer it as my opinion, 
that the impropriety of such a step will be 
attended with dangerous consequences. 
It has never been my way to treat the 
infamous or the lewd with severity ; nor 
should I now have taken this method of 
explaining myself, or reproving folly, did 
it not aim at guilt. Take, therefore, the 



admonition of a friend, and spiously re- 
flect on the consequences of introducing 
infamy and vice into retreats where peace 
and innocence have hitherto resided/’ 

Our doubts were now at an end. There 
seemed, indeed, something applicable to 
both sides in this letter, and its censures 
might as well be referred to those to whom 
it was written, as to us; but the malicious 
meaning w’as obvious, and we went no 
farther. My wife had scarcely patience to 
hear me to the end, but railed at the writer 
with unrestrained resentment. Olivia was 
equally severe, and Sophia seemed per- 
fectly amazed at his baseness. As for my 
part, it appeared to me one of the vilest 
instances of unprovoked ingratitude I had 
ever met with ; nor could I account for it 
in any other manner, than by imputing it 
to his desire of detaining my youngest 
daughter in the country, to have the more 
frequent opportunities of an interview, 
In this manner we all sat ruminating upon 
schemes of vengeance, when our other 
little boy came running in to tell us that 
Mr. Burchell was approaching at the other 
end of the field. It is easier to conceive 
than describe the complicated sensations 
which are felt from the pain of a recent 
injury, and the pleasure of approaching 
vengeance. Though our intentions were 
only to upbraid him with his ingratitude, 
yet it was resolved to do it in a manner 
that would be perfectly cutting. For this 
purpose we agreed to meet him with our 
usual smiles ; to chat in the beginning 
with more than ordinary kindness, to 
amuse him a little ; and then, in the midst 
of the flattering calm, to burst upon him 
like an earthquake, and overwhelm him 
with a sense of his own baseness. This 
being resolved upon, my wife undertook 
to manage the business herself, as she 
really had some talents for such an under- 
taking. We saw him approach : he en- 
tered, drew a chair, and sat down. “ A 
fine day, Mr. Burchell.”— ** A very fine 
day, Doctor ; though I fancy we shall have 
some rain by the shooting of my corns.” 
— “ The shooting of your horns 1 ” cried 
my wife, in a loud fit of laughter, and then 
asked pardon for being fond of a joke. 

Dear madam,” replied “ I pardon 
you with all my heart, for I protest I 
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should not have thought it a joke h^y 
not told me.”— “ Perhaps not, sir,’ 


you;.| 
^cried 

my wife, winking at us; ^ 

say you can tell us how-r|any jok« go to 
an ounce.”— ‘ I fanc^ fnadam,” returned 
Burchell. “ you have reading a jest 
book this morning, tWOTnce of jokes is 
so very good a conceit^ and yet, madam, 

I had rather see half an (litnce jj^f under- 
standing.” — ‘M believS^u miSt,” cried 
my wife, still smiling *^ us, tRiigh the 
laugh was against hijiit ; ' and yit I have 
seen some men pretend to understanding 
that have very little.” — “And no doubt,” 
returned her antagonist, “ you have known 
ladies set up for wit that had none.” I 
quickly began to find that my wife was 
likely to gain but little at this business ; 
so I resolved to treat him in a style of 
more severity myself. “ Both wit and 
understanding,” cried I, “are trifles, with- 
out integrity ; it is that which gives value 
to every character. The ignorant peasant i 
without fault, is greater than the philoso- 
pher with many ; for what is genius or 
courage without an heart ? 

“ ‘ An honest man’s the noblest work of God ' ” 

“ I always held that hackneyed maxim 
of Pope, ” returned Mr. Burchell, “as very 
unworthy a man of genius, and a base 
desertion of his own superiority. As the 
reputation of books is raised, not by their 
freedom from defect, but the greatness of 
their beauties ; so should that of men be 
prized, not for their exception from fault, 
but the size of those virtues they are pos- 
sessed of. The scholar may want prudence, 
the statesman may have pride, and the 
champion ferocity ; but shall we prefer to 
these the low mechanic, who laboriously 
plods through life without censure or 
applause ? We might as well prefer the 
tame correct paintings of the Flemish 
school to the erroneous but sublime ani- 
mations of the Roman pencil. ’I 

“ Sir,” replied I, “ your present obser- • 
vation is just, when there are shining vir- 
tues and minute defects ; but when it 
appears that great vices are opposed in 
the same mind to as extraordinary virtues, 
such a character deserves contempt.” 

“Perhaps,” cried he, ‘‘there may be 
some such monsters as you describe, of 
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great vices joined to great virtues ; yet, in 
my progress through life, I never yet found 
one instance of their existence : on the 
contrary, I have ever perceived, that where 
the mind was capacious, the affections 
were good. And indeed Providence seems 
kindly our friend in this particular, thus 
to debilitate the understanding where the 
heart is con'upt, and diminish the power 
where there is the will to do mischief. 
This rule seems to extend even to other 
animals : the little vermin race are ever 
treacherous, cruel, and cowardly, whilst 
I those endowed with strength and power 
I are generous, brave, and gentle.” 

I ‘‘These observations sound well,” re- 
I turned I, “ and yet it would be easy this 
I moment to point out a man,” and I fixed 
; my eye stedfastly upon him, “ whose 
I , head and heart form a most detestable 
J contrast. Ay, sir,” continued I, raising 
I my voice, “and I am glad to have this 
'h opportunity of detecting him in the midst 
of his fancied security. Do you know 
this, sir, this pocket-book Yes, sir,” 
returned he, with a face of impenetrable 
’ assurance, “ that pocket-book is mine, 
and I am glad you have found it. ” — “ And 
do you know,” cried I, “this letter? Nay, 
never falter, man ; but look me full in the 
, face ; I say, do you know this letter?” — 
“ That letter ? ” returned he ; “ yes, it 
, was I that wrote that letter.” — “ And how 
I could you,” said I, “so basely, so ungrate- 
I fully presume to write this letter ? ” — 

I “And how came you,” replied he, with 
looks of unparalleled effrontery, “so basely 
to presume to break open this letter? 
Don’t you know, now, I could hang you 
all for this ? All. that I have to do is to 
; swear at the next Justice’s that you have 
been guilty of breaking open the lock of 
my pocket-book, and so hang you all up 
at his door. ” This piece of unexpected 
insolence raised me to such a pitch, that 
I could scarcely govern my passion. “ Un- 
^ grateful wretch ! begone, and no longer 
;• pollute my dwelling with thy baseness I 
i begone, and never let me see thee again 1 
I Go from my door, and the only punishment 
; . I wish thee is an alarmed conscience, 
, which will be a sufficient tormentor ! ” 
\ So saying, I threw him his pocket-book, 
I which he took up with a smile, and shut- 


ting the clasps with the utmost composure, 
left us, quite astonished at the serenity of 
his assurance. My wife was particularly 
enraged that nothing could make him 
angry, or make him seem ashamed of his 
villanies. “My dear,” cried I, willing 
to calm those passions that had been raised 
too high among us, “ we are not to be 
surprised t)iat bad men want shame : they 
only blush at being detected in doing good, 
but glory in their vices. 

“Guilt and Shame, says the allegory, 
were at first companions, and, in the be- 
ginning of their journey, inseparably kept 
together. But their union was soon found 
to be disagreeable and inconvenient to 
both. Guilt gave Shame frequent un- 
easiness, and Shame often betrayed the 
secret conspiracies of Guilt. After long 
disagreement, therefore, they at length 
consented to part for ever. Guilt boldly 
I walked forward alone, to overtake Fate, 
that went before in the shape of an exe- 
cutioner ; but Shame, being naturally 
timorous, returned back to keep company 
with Virtue, which in the beginning of 
their journey they had left behind. Thus, 
my children, after men have travelled 
through a few stages in vice, .Shame for- 
sakes them, and returns back to wait upon 
the few virtues they have still remaining.” 

CHAPTER XVI. 

T/te Fa7ntly 7^se A ri, which is opj>osed with still 
greater. 

Whatever might have, been Sophia’s 
sensations, the rest of the family was easily 
consoled for Mr. Burchell’s absence by the 
company of our landlord, whose visits 
now became more frequent, and longer. 
Though he had been disappointed in pro- 
curing my daughters the amusements of 
the town, as he designed, he took every 
opportunity of supplying them with those 
little recreations which our retirement 
would admit of. He usually came in the 
morning; and, while my son and I fol- 
lowed our occupations abroad, he sat with 
the family at home, and amused them by 
describing the town, with every part of 
which he was particularly acquainted. lie 
could repeat all the observations that were 
retailed in the atmosphere of the play- 
houses, and had all the good things of the 
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high wits by rote, long before they made 
their way into the jest books. The inter- 
vals between conversation \vere employed 
in teaching my daughters piquet, or some- 
times in setting my two little ones to box, 
to make them sharp,, as he called it : but 
the hopes of having him for a son-in-Iaw 
in some measure blinded us to all his im- 
perfections. It must be owned, that my 
wife laid a thousand schemes to entrap 
him; or, to speak more tenderly, used 
every art to magnify the merit of her 
daughter. If the cakes at tea eat short 
and crisp, they were made by Olivia ; if 
the gooseberry wine was well knit, the 
gooseberries were of her gathering : it was 
her fingers which gave the pickles their j 
peculiar green ; and, in the composition | 
of a pudding, it was her judgment that i 
mixed the ingredients. Then the poor ! 
woman would sometimes tell the Squire, | 
that she thought him and Olivia ex- | 
tremely of a size, and would bid both | 
stand up to see which was tallest. These | 
instances of cunning, which she thought ; 
impenetrable, yet wliich everybody saw | 
through, were very pleasing to our bene- ! 
factor, w'lio gave every day some new | 
proofs of his passion, which, though they 
had not arisen to proposals of marriage, 
yet we thought fell but little short of it ; 
ami his slowness was attributed sometimes 
to native bashfiilness, and sometimes to 
his fear of offending his uncle. An oc- 
currence, however, which happened soon 
after, put it beyond a doubt that he de- 
signed to become one of our family ; my 
wife even regarded it as an absolute 
promise. 

My wife and daughters happening to 
return a visit at neighbour Flamborough’s, 
found that family had lately got their pic- 
tures drawn by a limner, who travelled the 
country, and took likenesses for fifteen shil- 
lings a head. As this family and ours had 
long a sort of rivalry in point of taste, our 
spirit took the alarm at this stolen march 
upon us ; and, notwithstanding all I could 
say, and I said much, it was resolved that 
we should have our pictures done too. 

Having, therefore, engaged the limner, 
—•for what could I do?~*our next delibe- 
ration was to show the superiority of our 
taste in the attitudes. As for our neigh- 


bour’s family, there were seven of them, ■ 
and they were drawm with seven oranges, j 
— a thing quite out of taste, no variety in life, 
no composition in the world. We desired 
to have something in a brighter style ; and, 
after many debates, at length came to a 
unanimous resolution of being drawn to- 
gether, in one large historical family ])iece. 
This w^'otild be cheaper, since one frame 
would serve for all, and it would he infi- 
nitely more genteel ; for all families of any 
taste were now drawn in the same manner. 
As we did not immediately recollect an his- 
torical subject to hit us, we were contented 
each with being drawn as independent 
historical figures. My wife desired to be 
I represented as Venus, and the painter 
I was desired not to be too frugal of his 
i diamonds in her stomacher and hair. 1 1 er 
! two little ones were to be as Cupids by 
her side ; wdiile I, in my gown and band, 

I was to present her with my books on the 
I Whistonian controversy. Olivia would be 
i drawn as an Amazon, sitting upon a bank 
' of flowers, dressed in a green joseph, richly 
I laced with gold, and a whip in her hand. 

! Sophia was to be a shepherdess, with as 
j many sheep as the painter could put in for 
nothing; and Moses was to be dressed out 
with a liat and white feather. Our taste 
so much pleased the Squire, that he in- 
sisted on being put in as one of the family, 
in the character of Alexander the Great, 
at Olivia’s feet. This was considered by 
us all as an indication of his desirc to be 
introduced into the family, nor could we 
refuse his request. The painter was there- 
forejiset to work, and, as he wrouglit with 
assiduity and expedition, in less than four' 
days the whole -was completed. Tlie piece 
was large, and, it must be owned, he did 
not spare his colours ; for which my wife 
gave him great encomiums. We were all 
perfectly satisfied with his performance; 
but an unfortunate circumstance which had 
not occurred till tlie picture was finished, 

I now struck us with dismay. ISft was so 
I very large, that we had no place in the 
i house to fix it. How we all came to 
j disregard so material a point is incon- 
j ceivable; but certain it is, we had been all 
i greatly remiss. The picture, tlierefore, 
j instead ofgratifying our vanity, as we hoped, 

[ leaned, in a most mortifying manner. 
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a;^ainst the kitchen wall, where the can- 
vas was stretched and painted, much too 
large to be got through any of the doors, 
and the jest of all , our. neighbours. One 
compared it to Robinson Criisoe^s long- 
boat, too large to be removed ; another 
thought it more resembled a reel in a bot- 
tle: some wondered how it could be got 
out, but still more were amazed how it ever 
got in. 

But though it excited the ridicule of 
some, it effectually raised more malicious 
suggestions in many. The Squire’s por- 
trait being found united with ours was an ' 
honour too great to escape envy. Scan- | 
dalous whispers began to circulate at our j 
expense, and our tranquillity was con- | 
tinually disturbed by persons, who came i 
as friends, to tell us what was said of us | 
by enemies. These reports we always! 
resented with becoming spirit; but scandal ! 
ever improves by opposition. 

We once again, therefore, entered into 
a consultation upon obviating the malice 
of our enemies, and at last came to a reso- 
lution which had too much cunning to give 
me entire satisfaction. 1 1 was this ; as our 
principal object was to discover the honour 
of Mr. Thornhill’s addresses, my wife un- 
dertook to sound him, by pretending to ask 
his advice in the choice of a husband for 
her eldest daughter. If this was not found 
sufficient to induce him to a declaration, it 
was then resolved to terrify him with a rival. 
To this last step, however, I would by no 
means give my consent, till Olivia gave me 
the most solemn assurances that she would 
marry the person provided to rival him 
upon this occasion, if he did not prevent 
it by taking her himself. Such was the 
scheme laid, which, though I did not 
slrenuously oppose, I did not entirely 
approve. 

The next time, therefore, that Mr. 
Thornhill came to see us, my girls took 
care to be out of the way, in order to give 
their mamma an opportunity of putting her 
scheme in execution ; but they only retired 
to the next room, from whence they could 
overhear the whole conversation. My 
wife artfully introduced it, by observing, 
that one of the Miss Flamboroughs was 
like to have a very good match of it in 
Mr. Spanker, To this the Squire assent- 


ing, she proceeded to remark, that they 
who had wann fortunes were always sure 
of getting good husbands : But Heaven 
help,” continued she, “ the girls that have 
none ! What signifies beauty, Mr. Thorn- 
hill ? or what signifies all the virtue, and 
all the qualifications in the world, in this 
age of self-interest? It is not, What is 
she ? but, What has she ? is all the cry.” 

“ Madam, ” returned he, highly ap- 
prove the justice, as well as the novelty, 
of your remarks ; and if I were a king, it 
should be otherwise. It should then, in- 
deed, be fine times with the girls without 
fortunes : our two young ladies should be 
the first for whom I would provide.” 

“Ah, sir,” returned my wife, “you are 
pleased to be facetious ; but I wish I were 
a queen, and then I know where my eldest 
daughter should look for a husband. But, 
now that you have put it into my head, 
seriously, 'Mr. Thornhill, can’t you recom- 
mend me a proper husband for her ? She 
is now nineteen years old, well grown and 
well educated, and, in my humble opinion, 
does not want for parts.” 

“Madam,” replied he, “if I were to 
choose, I would find out a person possessed 
of every accomplishment that can make an 
angel happy. One with prudence, fortune, 
taste, and sincerity ; such, madam, would 
be, in my opinion, the proper husband.” 
— “ Ay, sir,” said she, “but do you know 
of any such person?” — “No, madam,” re- 
turned he, “ it is impossible to know any 
person that deserves to be her husband : 
she’s too great a treasure for one man’s pos- 
session; she’s a goddess I Upon my soul, 

I speak what I think — she’s an angel ! ” — 
“ Ah, hlr. Thornhill, you only flatter my 
poor gild : but we have been thinking of 
marrying her to one of your tenants, whose 
mother is lately dead, and who wants a 
manager; you know whom I mean, — 
Farmer Williams; a warm man, Mr.Thorn- 
liill, able to give her good ]>read, and who 
has several times made her proposals” 
(which was actually the case) ; “ but, sir,” 
concluded she, should be glad to have 
your approbation of our choice.” — “ How, 
madam,” replied he, “my appi'obation ! 
— 'iny approbation of such a choice ! Never. 
What! sacrifice so much beauty, and sense, 
and goodness, to a creature insensible of 
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the blessing ! Excuse me, I can never 
approve of such a piece of injustice. 
And 1 have my reasons.”— “Indeed, sir,” 
cried Deborah, ‘‘if you have your reasons, 
that’s another affair; but I should be glad 
to know those reasons.” — “Excuse me, 
madam,” returned he, “they lie too deep 
for discovery” (laying his hand upon his 
bosom); “they remain buried, rivetted 
here.” 

After he was gone, upon a general con- 
sultation, we could not tell what to make 
of these fine sentiments, Olivia considered 
them as instances of the most exalted pas- 
sion ; but I was not quite so sanguine : it 
seemed to me pretty plain, that they had 
more of love than matrimony in them ; yet, 
whatever they might portend, it was re- 
solved to prosecute the scheme of Farmer 
Williams, who, from my daughter’s first 
appearance in the country, had paid her 
his addresses. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

Scarcely any Virtue found to resist the Poiver of 
long and pleasing Ternjitation, 

As I only studied my child’s real happiness, 
the assiduity of hlr. Williams pleased me, 
as he was in easy circumstances, prudent, 
and sincere. It required but very little en- 
couragement to revive his former passion ; 
so that in an evening or two he and Mr. 
Thornhill met at our house, and surveyed 
each other for some time with looks of 
anger ; but Williams owed his landlord no 
rent, and little regarded his indignation. 
Olivia, on her side, acted the coquette to 
perfection, if that might be called acting 
which washer real character, pretending to 
lavish all her tenderness on licr new lover. 
Mr. Thornhill appeared quite dejected at 
this preference, and with a pensive air took 
leave, though I own it puzzled me to find 
him in so much pain as he appeared to he, 
when he had it in his power so easily to 
remove the cause, by declaring an honour- 
able passion . But whatever uneasiness he 
seemed to endure, it could feasily be per- 
ceived that Olivia’s anguish was still greater. 
After any of these interviews between her 
lovers, of which there were several, she 
usually retired to solitude, and there in- 
dulged her grief. It was in such a situation 
1 found her one evening, after she had been 


for some time supporting a fictitious gaiety. 
“You now see, my child,” said I, “that 
your confideuce in j\Ir. ThornhiU’s passion 
was all a dream : he permits the rivalry of 
another, every way his inferior, llitnigli lie 
knows it lies in his power to secure you to 
himself by a candid declaration.” — “Ves, 
papa,” returned she; “l)ui he lias liis rea- 
sons fordhis delay: I know he has. The 
sincerity of his looks and words com inces 
me of his real esteem. A short lime, I hope, 
will discover the generosity of his .seiiti-" 
ments, and convince you that iny opinir^n 
of him has been more just than yours.” 
— “Olivia, my do-vling,” returned I, “every 
scheme that has been hitlierlo pursued to 
compel liim to a declaration has been pro- 
posedand planned by yourself; norcanyoii 
in the least say tliat 1 have constrained you. 
But you must not suppose, my dear, that 
I will ever be instrumental in suffering his 
honest rival to be the dupe of your ill- 
placed passion. Wliatever time you re- 
quire to bring your fancied admirer to an 
explanation sliall be granted; but at the 
exjfiration of that term, if he is still regard- 
less, I must absolutely insist that honest Mr, 
Williams shall be rewarded for his fidelity. 
The character which I have hitherto sup- 
ported in life demands this from me, and 
I my tenderness as a parent shall never in- 
1 fiuence my integrity as a man. Name, 

; then, your day ; let it be as distant as you 
think proper; and in the meantime, take 
care to let Mr. Thornhill know the exact 
time on which I design delivering you up 
to another. If he really loves you, his own 
good sense will readily suggest that there 
is but one method alone to ] ire vent liis 
losing }'ou for ever,” This proposal, wliich 
she could not avoid considering as perfectly 
just, was readily agi'eed to. She again i*c- 
newed her most positive promise of marry- 
ing Mr. Williams, in case of the other’s in- 
sensibility; and at the next opportunity, in 
Mr. ThornhiU’s presence, that clay month 
was fixed upon for her nuptials -with his 
rival. 

Such vigorous proceedings seemed to 
redouble Mr. Thornhill’s anxiety : but what 
Olivia really felt gave me some uneasiness. 
In this struggle between prudence and pas- 
sion, her vivacity quite forsook her, and 
every opportunity of solitude was sought, 
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and spoilt^ in tears. One week passed 
away; but Mr. Thornhill made no efforts 
to restrain her nuptials. The succeeding 
week he was still assiduous ; but not more 
open. On the third, he discontinued his 
visits entirely, and’ instead of my daughter 
testifying any im]:)atience, as I expected, 
she seemed to retain a pensive tranquillity, 
which I looked upon as i*esignation. For 
my own part, I was now sincerely pleased 
with thinking that my child was going to 
be secured in a continuance of competence 
and peace, and frequently applauded her 
resolution, in preferring happiness to osten- 
tation. 

It was within about four days of her in- 
tended nuptials, tliat my little family at 
night were gathered round a charming tire, 
telling stories of the past, and laying 
schemes for the future : busied in forming 
a thousand projects, and laughing at what- 
ever folly came uppermost, “ Well, IMoses, ” 
cried I, ‘‘we shall soon, my boy, have 
a wedding in the family: what is your ' 
opinion of matters and things in general?” 
— “My opinion, father, is, that all things 
go on very well ; and I was just now think- 
ing, that when sister Livy is married to 
Farmer Williams, we shall then have the 
loan of his cider-press and brewing-tubs 
for nothing.” — “ That we shall, Moses,” 
cried I, “ and he will sing us ‘ Death and 
the Lady,’ to raise our spirits into the 
bargain.” — “He has taught that song to 
our Dick,” cried Moses; “and I think he 
goes through it very prettily.” — “ Does he 
so?” cried I; “then let us have it: where 
is little Dick? let him up vdth it boldly.” 
— My brother Dick,” cried Bill, my 
youngest, “ is just gone out with sister Livy : 
but Air. Williams has taught me two songs, 
and I’ll sing them for you, papa. Which 
song do you choose, ‘The Dying Swan,’ or 
the ‘Elegy on the Death of a AladDog?’” 
— “The elegy, child, by all means,” said 
I ; “ I never heard that yet : and Deborah, 
my life, grief, you know, is dry; let us have 
a bottle of the best gooseberry wine, to 
keep up our spirits. .1 have wept so much 
at all sorts of elegies of late, that without 
an enlivening glass I am sure this will 
overcome me; and Sophy, love, take 
your guitar, and thrum in with the boy a 
little.” 


AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF 
A AIAD DOG. 

Good people all, of every sort, 

Give ear unto ray song, 

And if you find it wondrous short, 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a man, 

Of whom the world might say, 

That still a godly race he ran, 

Whene’er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 

To comfort friends and foes ; 

The naked every day he clad, 

When he put on his clothes. 

And in tliat town a dog was found. 

As many dogs there be, 

Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound, 
And curs of low degree. 

This dog and man at first were friends ; 

But when a pique began, 

The dog, to gain some private end.s. 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around from all the neighbouring streets 
The wond’ring neighbours ran. 

And swore the dog had lost his wits, 

To bite so good a man. 

The wound it seem’d both sore and sad 
To every Christian eye ; 

And while they swore the dog was mad, 
They swore the man would die. 

But soon a wonder came to light, 

Tliat show’d the rogues they lied : 

The man recover’d of the bite — 

The dog it was that died. 

“ A very good boy, BUI, upon my word ; 
and an elegy that may truly be calleol 
tragical. Come, my children, here’s Bill’s 
health, and may he one day be a bishop 1 ” 
“With all my heart,” cried my wife : 
“and if he but preaches as well as he 
sings, I make no doubt of him. The most 
of his family, by the mother’s side, could 
sing a good song ; it was a common say- 
ing in our country, that the family of tlie 
Blenkinsops could never look straight be- 
fore them, nor the Hugginsons blow out a 
candle ; that there were none of the Gro- 
grams but could sing a song, or of the Alar- 
jorams but could tell a story.” — “ How- 
ever that be,” cried I, “the most vulgar 
■ballad of them all generally pleases me 
better' than the fine modern odes, and 
things that petrify us in a single stanza, — ■ 
productions that we at once detest and 
praise. — Put the glass to your brother, 
Moses*— “The great fault of these elegiasts 
, is, that they are in despair for griefs that 
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give the sensible part of mankind very little 
pain. A lady loses her muff, her fan, or 
her lap-dog, and so the silly poet runs 
home to versify the disaster.” 

“ That may be the mode,” cried Moses, 

“ in sublimer compositions : but the Rane- 
lagh songs that come down to us are per- 
fectly familiar, and all cast in the same 
mould ; Colin meets Dolly, and they hold 
a dialogue together ; he gives her a 
fairing to put in her hair, and she presents 
him with a nosegay ; and then they go 
together to church, where they give good 
advice to young nymphs and swains to 
get married as fast as they can.” 

“ And very good advice too,” cried I ; 
'‘and I am told there is not a place iu the 
world where advice can be given with so 
much propriety as there : for as it per- 
suades us to marry, it also furnishes us with 
a wife ; and surely that must be an excel- 
lent market, m.y boy, where Ave are told 
what we want, and supplied with it w'hen 
wanting.” 

i “Yes, sir,” returned Moses, “and I 
know but of two such markets for wives 
in Europe, — Ranelagh in England, and 
Fontarabia in Spain. The Spanish mar- 
ket is open once a year ; but our English 
wives are saleable every night.” 

“You are right, my boy,” cried his 
mother ; “ Old England is the only place 
in the world for husbands to get wives.”— 
“And for wives to manage their husbands,” 
interrupted L “ Xt is a proverb abroad, 
that if a bridge were built across the sea, 
all the ladies of the Continent would come 
over to take ]>attern from ours ; for there 
are no such wives in Europe as our owm. 
But let us have one bottle more, Deborah, 
.. i^v life ; and, Moses, give us a good song. 
'What thanks do we not owe to Heaven for 
thus bestowing tranquillity, health, and 
competence ! I think myself happier now 
than the greatest monarch upon earth. He 
has no such fireside, nor such pleasant 
faces about it. Y es, Deborah, we are now 
prowing old ; but the evening of our life- 
IS likely to be happy. We are descended 
from, ancestors that knew no stain, and we 
. shall leave a good and virtuous race of chil- 
dren behind us. While we live, they will 
be , our support and our pleasure here ; and 
when we die, they will transmit our hoirour 


untainted to posterity. Come, my son, we 
wait for a song : let us have a chorus. But 
where is my darling Olivia ? that little 
cherub’s voice is always sweetest in the 
concert.” Just as I spoke Dick came 
running in. “O papa, papa, she is gone 
from us, she is gone from ii.s ; my sister 
Livy is gone from us for ever !”• — “ Gone, 
child ! “ Yes, she is gone off with tu'o 

gentlemen in a post-chaise, and one of 
them kissed her, and said he would die for 
her : and she cried very much, and was for 
coming back j but he persuaded her again, 
and she went into the chaise, and said, 

I "^Oh, what will my poor papa do when he 
knows I am undone !’” — “Now, then,” 
cried I, “my children, go and be miser- 
able; for we shall never enjoy one hour 
more. And oh, may Heaven’s everlasting 
fury light upon him and his ! — thus to rob 
me" of my child I And sure it will, for 
taking back my sweet innocent that I was 
leading up to Heaven. Such sincerity as 
my child was possessed of ! But all our 
earthly happiness is now over ! Goj my 
children, go and be miserable and tnfa- 
mons ; for my heart is broken within me ! ” 
— “Father,” cried my son, “is this your 
fortitude ? ” — “ Fortitude, child ?— yes, ye 
shall see I have fortitude ! Bring me my 
pistols. I’ll pursue the traitor — while he 
is on earth I’ll pursue him. Old as I am, 
he shall find I can sting him yet. The vil- 
lain— the perfidious villain!” I had by 
this time reached down my pistols, when 
my poor wife, whose passions were not so 
strong as mine, caught me in her arms. 
“My dearest, dearest husband!” cried 
she, “ the Bible is the only weapon that 
is fit for your old hands now. Open 
that, my love, and read our anguish into 
patience, for she has vilely deceived us.”— 
“Indeed, sir,” resumed my son, after a 
pause, “ your rage is too violent and un- 
becoming. You should be my mother’s 
comforter, and you increase her pain. It 
ill suited you and your reverend character 
thus to curse your gi-eatest enemy : you 
should not have cursed him, villain as he 
is.” — “ I did not curse him child, did I‘?” 
— “ Indeed, sir, you did ; you cursed him 
twice.” — “Then may Heaven forgive me 
j and him if I did ! And now, my son, I 
1 see it was more than human benevolence 
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that first taiigbt iis to bless our enemies : 
Blessed be His holy name for all tire j^ood 
He hath given, and for all that He hatl! 
taken away. But it is not — it is not a small 
distress that can wring tears from these old 
eyes, that have not wept for so many years. 
My child ! to undo my darling ! — May con- 
fusion seize Heaven forgive me ! what 

am I about to say ! —you may remember, 
my love, how good she was, and how 
charming : till this vile moment all her 
care was to make us happy. Had she but 
died ! But she is gone, the honour of our 
family contaminated, and I must look 
out for happiness in other wmiids than 
here. But, my child, you saw them go 
off : perhaps he forced her away? If he 
forced her, she may yet be innocent.” — 
“Ah, no, sir,” cried the child; “he only 
kissed her, and called her his angel, and 
she wept very much, and leaned upon his 
arm, and they drove off very fast. “ She’s 
an ungrateful creature,” cried my wife, 
wdio could scarcely speak for weeping, “to 
use us thus. She never had the least con- 
straint put upon her affections. The vile 
stmmpet has basely deserted her parents 
without any provocation, thus to bring 
your gray hairs to the grave; and I must 
shortly follow.” 

In. this manner that night, the first of 
our real misfortunes, was spent in the bit- 
terness of complaint, and ill-supported 
sallies of enthusiasm. I determined, how- 
ever, to find out our betrayer, wherever 
he was, and reproach his baseness. The 
next morning we missed our wretched child 
at breakfast, where she used to give life 
and cheerfulness to us all. My wife, as 
before, attempted to ease her heart by re- j 
proaches. “ Never,” cried she, “shall that 
vilest stain of our family again darken these 
harmless doors. I will never call her daugh- 
ter more. No, let the strumpet live with 
her vile seducer: she may bring us to 
shame, but she .shall never more deceive 
us.” 

“Wife,” saidT,“do nottalk thushardly: 
my detestation of her guilt is as great as 
yours ; but ever shall this house and this 
heart be open to a poor returning repentant 
sinner. The sooner she returns from- her 
transgressions, the more welcome shall she 
be to me. For the first time the very best 


may err ; art may persuade, and novelty 
spread out its charm. The first fault is the 
child of simplicity, but every other*, the off- 
spring of guilt. Y es, the wretched creature 
shall be welcome to this heart and this 
house, though stained with ten thousand 
vices. I will ^gain hearken to the music 
of her voice, again will I hang fondly on 
her bosom, if I find but repentance there. 
My son, bring hither my Bible and my 
staff : I will pursue- her, wherever she 
is ; and though I cannot save her from 
shame, I may prevent the continuance of 
iniquity.” 

CHAPTER XVHI. 

The Pursiui of a Father to reclaim (i Lost Child 
to P^irlm. 

Though the child could not describe 
the gentleman’s person who handed his 
sister into the post-chaise, yet my suspicions 
fell entirely upon our young landlord, 
whose character for such intrigues was but 
too well known. I therefore directed my 
steps towards Thornhill Castle, resolving 
to upbraid him, and, if possible, to bring 
back my daughter: but before I had 
reached his seat, I was met by one of my 
parishioners, who said he saw a young lady 
resembling my daughter in a post-chaise 
with a gentleman, whom by the description 
I could only guess to be Mr. Burchell, 
and that they drove very fast. This infor- 
mation, however, did by no means satisfy 
me. I therefore went to the young Squire’s, 
and, though it was yet early, insisted upon 
seeing him immediately. He soon ap- 
peared with the most open familiar air, and 
seemed perfectly amazed at my daughter’s 
elopement, protesting, upon liis honour, 
that he was quite a stranger to it. I now 
therefore condemned my former suspicions, 
and could turn them only on Mr. Burchell, 
who, I recollected, had of late several pri- 
vate conferences with her ; but the appear- 
: ance of another witness left me no room 
to doubt his villany, who averred, that 
he and my daughter were actually gone 
towards the Wells, about thirty miles off, 
where -there was a great deal of company. 
Being driven to that state of mind in which 
we all are more ready to act precipitately 
than to reason right, I never debated with 
^ myself whether these accounts might not 
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have been given by persons purposely alighted, but he was in haste to be gone ; 
placed in my way to mislead me, but re- for he was ever on business of. tlic utmost 
solved to pursue my daughter an4 her importance, and was at that time actually 
fancied deluder thither. I walked along compiling materials for the history of one 
with earnestness, and inquired of several Mr. Thomas Trip. I immediately recol- 
by the way ; but received no accounts, till, lected this good-natured man ’s red pimpled 
entering the town, I was met by a person face ; for he had published for me against 
on horseback, wliom I remembered to have the Deuterogamists of the age ; and from 
seen at the Squire’s, and he assured me him I borrowed a few pieces, to be paid at 
that if I followed them to the races, which my return. Leaving the inn, therefore, as 
were but thirty miles farther, I might I was yet but weak, I resolved to return 
depend upon overtaking them ; for he had home by easy journeys of ten miles a day. 


seen them dance there the night before, 
and the whole assembly seemed charmed 
■with my daughter’s performance. Early 
the next day, 1 walked forward to the races, 


My liealth and usual tranquillity were 
almost restored, and I now condemned 
that pride which had made me refractory 
to the hand of correction. Man liUlo 


and about four in the afternoon I came knows what calamities are l)eyond his 


upon the course. The company made a 
very brilliant appearance, all earnestly em- 
ployed in one pmrsuit, — that of pleasure; 
how different from mine, — that of reclaim- 
ing a lost child to virtue ! I thought I per- 
ceived Mr. Burchell at some distance from 
me ; but, as if he dreaded an interview, 


patience to bear, till he tries them ; ns in 
ascending the heights of ambition, which 
look bright from below, every step we rise 
shows ns some new and gloomy prospect of 
hidden disappointment ; so in our descent 
from the summits of pleasure, tliougli tlie 
, vale of misery below may appear at first 


upon my approaching him he mixed among dark and gloomy, yet the busy mind, still 


a crowd, and I saw him no more. 

I now reflected that it would be to no 


attentive to its own amusement, finds, as 
we descend, something to flatter and to 


purpose to continue my pursuit farther, and please. Still as we approach, the darkest 
resolved to return home to an innocent objects appear to brighten, and the mental 
family, who wanted my assistance. But eye becomes adapted to its gloomy situa- 
the agitations of my mind, and the fatigues tion. 

I had undergone, threw me into a fever, I now proceeded forward, and had 
the symptoms of which I perceived before walked about two hours, when I perceived 
I came off the course. This was another what appeared at a distance like a waggon, 
unexpected stroke, as I was more than which I was resolved to overtake ; but 
seventy miles distant from home: however, when I came up with it, found it to be a 
I retired to a little alehouse by the road- strolling company’s cart, that was carrying 
side ; and in this place, the usual retreat their scenes and other theatrical furniture 
of indigence and frugality, I laid me down to the next village, where they wxu*e to 
}:)atiently to wait the issue of my disorder, exhibit. The cart was attended only by 
I languished here for nearly three weeks; the person who drove it, and one of tlie 


but at last my constitution prevailed, 
though I was unprovided with money to 
defray the expenses of iny entertainment. 


company, as the rest' of the players were to 
follow^ the ensuing day. “Good company 
upon the road,” says the proverb, “is the 


It is possible the an.xiety from this last shortest cut.” I therefore entered into con- 
circumstance alone might have brought .on versation with the poor player; and as I 
a rela]ise, had 1 not been supplied by a once had some theatrical poivers myself, 
traveller, who stopped to take a cursory I disserted on such topics wdth my usual 
refreshment. This person was no other freedom: but as I -was pretty much iin- 
than the philanthropic bookseller in St, acquainted wdth the present state of the 
Paul’s Churchyard, who has written so stage, I demanded wdro were the present 
many little hooks for children ; he called i theatrical writers in vogue— who the 
himself their friend, but he was the friend I Drydens and Otways of the day?— “I 
of all mankind. He was no sooner | fancy, sir,” cried the player, “few of our 



r 


T 


r 


i 

j 


f 


m£ VICAR OP PVAJtPP/PlP. 


modern dramatists would think themselves 
much honoured, by being compared to the ' 
writers you mention. DrydeiVs and , 
Rowe’s manner, sir, are quite out of ' 
hishion : our taste has gone back a whole 
century; Fletcher, Ben Jonson, and all the ' 
plays of Shakespeare are the only things ' 
that go down.”~“How,” cried I, “is it 
possible the present age can be pleased | 
with that antiquated dialect, that obsolete 
humour, those overcharged characters, | 
which abound in the works you mention?” 

Sir, ’’ returned my companion, “the 
public think nothing about dialect or 
humour, or character, for ’that is none of 
their business ; they only go to be amused, 
and find themselves happy when they can 
enjoy a pantomime, under the sanction of 
Jonson’s or Shakespeare’s name.” — “So 
then, I suppose,” cried I, “ that our modern 
dramatists are rather imitators of Shake- 
speare than of nature.”— -“To say the 
truth,” returned my companion, “I don’t 
know that they imitate anything at all ; 
nor, indeed, does the public require it of 
them ; it is not the composition of the 
piece, but the number of starts and attitudes 
that may be introduced into it, that elicits 
applause. I have known a piece, with 
notone jest in the whole, shrugged into 
popularity, and another saved, by the poet’s 
throwing in a fit of the gripes. No, sir, 
the works of Congreve and Farquhar have 
too much wdt in them for the present taste; 
our modern dialect is much more natural,” 
By this time, the equipage of the strolling 
company was arrived at the village, which, 
it seems, had been apprised of our ap- 
proach, and was come out to gaze at us ; 
for my companion observed, that strollers 
always have more spectators without doors 
than within. I did not consider the impro- 
priety of my being in sucli company, till 
I saw a mob gather about me. I therefore 
took shelter, as fast as possible, in the first 
alehouse that offered ; and being shown 
into the common room, was accosted by 
a very well-dressed gentleman, who de- 
manded whether I was the real chaplain 
of the company, or whether it was only to 
be my masquerade character in the play ? 
Upon informing him of the truth, and : 
that I did not belong, in any sort, to the 
company, he was condescending enough 
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to desire me and the player to partake in 
a bowl of punch, over which he discussed 
modern politics with great earnestness and 
interest. I set him down, in my own 
mind, for nothing less than a parliament- 
man at least ; but was almost confirmed 
ill my conjectui'es, when, upon asking 
what there was in the house for supper, he 
insisted that the player and I should sup 
I with him at liis house ; with which request, 
after some entreaties, we were prevailed 
on to comply. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

T/ie description of a pei'son discontented with 
t/u’ present Government, and apprehensive of 
the loss of mtr liberties. 

The house where we were to be enter- 
tained lying at a small distance from the 
village, oiir inviter observed, that as the 
coach was not ready, he would conduct us 
on foot ; and we soon arrived at one of the 
most magnificent mansions I had seen in 
that part of the country. The apartment 
into which we were shown was perfectly 
elegant and modern : he went to give 
onlers for supper, while the player, with 
a wink, observed that we were perfectly in 
luck. Our entertainer soon returned ; an 
elegant supper was brought in ; two or 
three ladies in easy dishabille were intro- 
duced, and the conversation began with 
some sprightliness. Politics, however, was 
the subject on which our entertainer chiefly 
expatiated ; for he asserted that liberty 
was at once his boast and his terror. After 
the cloth was removed, he asked me if 1 
had seen the last Monitor ? to which, re- 
plying in the negative, “ What ! nor the 
Auditor, I suppose ?” cried he. “Neither, 
sir,” returned 1. “That’s strange, very 
strange ! ” replied my entertainer. “ N o w, 
I read all the politics that come out ; the 
Daily, the Public, the Ledger, the 
Chronicle, the London Pivening, the 
Whitehall Evening, the seventeen. Maga- 
zines, and the two Reviews ; and, though 
they hate each other, I love them all. 
Liberty, sir, liberty is the Briton’s boast 1 
and, by all my coal-mines in Cornwall, I 
reverence its guardians.” — ^“Then, it is to 
be hoped,” cried I, “you reverence the 
I king?” — “Yes,” returned my entertainer, 

I “when he does what we would have him; 
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that glorious privilege of Britons ! ” 


but if he goes on as he has done of late, farther off, in the metropolis. Now, sir, 
I’ll never trouble myself more with his for my own part, as I naturally hate tlie 
matters. I say nothing. I think, only, I face of a tyrant, the farther off he is re- 
coiild have directed some things' better, moved from me the better pleased am I. 
I don’t think there has been a sufficient The generality of mankind also are of my 
number of advisers : he should advise with way of thinking, and have unanimously 
every person willing to give him advice, created one king, whose election at once 
and then we should have things done in diminishes the number of tyrants, and puts 
another guess manner.’* tyranny at the greatest distance from the 

“I wish,” cried I, “ that such intruding greatest number of people. Now, the 
advisers were fixed in the pillory. It great, who were tyrants themselves before 
should be the duty of honest men to assist the election of one tyrant, are naturally 
the weaker side of our constitution, that averse to a power raised over them, and 
sacred power that has for some years whose weight must ever lean heaviest on 
been every day declining, and losing its the subordinate' orders. It is the interest 
due share of influence in the state. But of the great, therefore, to diminish kingly 
these ignorants still continue the same cry power as much as possible ; because, what- 
of liberty, and, if they have any weight, ever they take from that is naturally re- 
basely throw it into the subsiding scale.” stored to themselves ; and all they have 
“Howl” cried one of the" ladies, “do I to do in the .state is to undermine the 
live to see one so base, so sordid, as to be single tyrant, by which they resume their 
an enemy to liberty, and a defender of ty- primeval authority. Now, the state may 
rants? Liberty, that sacred gift of Heaven, be so circumstanced, or its laws may be 


so disposed, or its men of opulence so 


“Can it be possible,” cried our enter- minded, as all to conspire in carrying on 
tainer, “that there should be any found this business of undermining monarchy, 
at present advocates for slavery? Any who For, in the first place, if the circumstances 
are for meanly giving up the privileges of of our state be such as to favour the ac- 
Britons ? Can any, sir, be so abject ?” cumulation of wealth, and make the opu- 
“No, sir,” replied I, “lam for liberty ! lent still more rich, this will increase their 
that attribute of gods ! Glorious liberty ! ambition. An accumulation pf wealth, 
that theme of modern declamation ! I however, must necessarily be the conse- 
would have all men kings ! I would be quence, when, as at present, more riches 
a king myself. We have all naturally flow in from external commerce than arise 
an equal right to the throne : we are all from internal industry ; for external com- 
originally equal. This is my opinion, and merce can only be managed to advantage 
was once the opinion of a .set of honest by the rich, and they have also at the same 
men who were called Levellers, They time all the emoluments arising from in- 
tried to erect themselves into a com- ternal industry ; so that the rich, with us, 
munity, where all should be equally free, have two sources of wealth, whereas the 
But, alas ! it would never answer: for poor have but one. For this reason, 
there were some among them stronger, wealth, in all commercial states, is found 
and some more cunning, than others, and to accumulate ; and all such have hitherto 
these "became masters of the rest ; for, as in time become aristocratical. Again, the 
sure as your groom rides your horses, be- very laws also of this country may contri- 
cause he is acunninger animal than they, bute to the accumulation of wealth; as 
so surely will the animal that is cunninger when, by their means, the natural ties that 
or stronger than he, sit upon his shoulders bind the rich and poor together are broken, 
in turn. Since, then, it is entailed upon and it is ordained that the rich shall only 
humanity to submit, and some are born to marry with the rich ; or when the learned 
command and others to obey, the question are held unqualified to serve their country 
is, as there must be tyrants, whether it is as counsellors, merely from a defect of 
better to have them in the same house opulence, and wealth is thus made the 
with us, or in the same village, or, still object of a wise man’s ambition : bv these 
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means, I say, and such means as these, 
riches will accumulate. Now, the pos^ 
sessor of accumulated wealth, when fur- 
nished with the necessaries and pleasures 
of life, has no other method to employ the 
superfluity of his fortune but in purchasing 
power. That is, differently speaking, in 
making dependants, by purchasing the 
liberty of the needy or the venal, of men 
who are willing to bear the mortification 
of contiguous tyranny for bread. Thus 
each very opulent man generally gathers 
round him a circle of the poorest of the 
people ; and the polity abounding in ac- 
cumulated wealth may be compared to a 
Cartesian system, each orb with a vortex 
of its own. Those, however, who are 
willing to move in a great man’s vortex, 
are only such as must be slaves, the rab- 
ble of mankind, whose souls and whose 
education are adapted to servitude, and 
who know nothing of liberty except the 
name. But there must still be a large 
number of the people without the sphere 
of the opulent man’s influence ; namely, 
that order of men which subsists between 
the very rich and the very rabble ; those 
men who are possessed of too large for- 
tunes to submit to the neighbouring man 
in power, and yet arc too poor to set up 
for tyranny themselves. In this middle 
order of mankind are generally to be found 
all the arts, wisdom, and virtues of society. 
This order alone is known to be the true 
preserver of freedom, and may be called 
THE PEOi’LE. Now, it may happen that 
this middle order of mankind may lose all 
its influence in a state, and its voice be in 
a manner drowned in that of the rabble : 
for, if the fortune sufficient for qualifying 
a person at present to give his voice in 
state affairs be ten times less tlian was 
judged sufficient upon forming the consti- 
tution, it is evident that great numbers of 
the rabble will thus be introduced into the 
political system, and they, ever moving in 
the vortex of the great, will follow wliere 
greatness shall direct. In such a state, 
therefore, all that the middle order has left 
is to preserve the prerogative and privileges 
of the one principal governor with the most 
sacred circumspection. F or h e divides the 
power of the rich, and calls off the great 
from falling with tenfold weight on the 


I 



middle order placed beneath them. The 
middle order may be compared to a town 
of which the opulent are forming the siege, 
and of which the governor from without is 
hastening the relief. While the besiegers 
are in dread of an enemy over them, it 
is but natural to offer the townsmen the 
most specious terms ; to flatter them with 
sounds, and amuse them with privileges; 
but if they once defeat the governor from 
behind, the walls of the town will be but 
a small defence to its inhabitants. What 
they may then expect, may be seen by 
turning our eyes to Holland, Genoa, or 
Venice, where the laws govern the poor, 
and the rich govern the law. I am then 
for, and would die for monarchy, sacred 
monarchy : for if there be anything sacred 
amongst men, it must be the anointed 
Sovereign of liis people ; and every di- 
minution of his power, in war or in peace, 
is an infringement upon the real liberties 
of the subject. The sounds of Liberty, 
Patriotism, and Britons, liave already done 
much ; it is to be hoped that the true sons 
of freedom will prevent their ever doing 
more. I have known many of these pre- 
tended champions for liberty in my time, 
yet do I not remember one that was not 
in his lieart and in liis family a tyrant.” 

My warmth, 1 found, had lengthened 
this harangue beyond the rules of good 
breeding ; but the impatience of my en- 
tertainer, wflio often strove to interrupt it, 
could be restrained no longer. “ What ! ” 
cried he, “ then I have been all this while 
entertaining a Jesuit in parson’s clothes! 
But, by all the coal-mines of Cornwall, 
out he shall pack, if my name be Wilkin- 
son.” I now found I had gone too far, 
and asked pardon for the warmth with 
which I had spoken. “ Pardon ! ” re- 
turned he, in a fury : I think such prin-- 
ciples demand ten thousand pardons. 
What I give up liberty, property, and, as 
the Gazetteer says, lie down to be saddled 
with wooden shoes ! Sir, I insist upon your 
marching out of this house immediately, 
to prevent worse consequences ; sir, I insist 
upon it. ” I was going to repeat my remon- 
strances, but just then we heard a foot- 
man’s rap at the door, and the two ladies 
cried out, “ As sure as death, there is our 
master and mistress come home 1 ” It 
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.seems my entertainer was all this w'liile 
only tlie butler, who, in his master’s ab- 
sence, had a mind to cut a figure, and be 
for a while the gentleman himself; and, to 
say the truth, he talked politics as well as 
most country gentlemen do. But nothing 
could now exceed my confusion upon seeing 
the gentleman and his lady enter ; nor was 
their surprise, at finding such company and ' 
good cheer, less than ours. “Gentlemen,” i 
cried the real master of the house to me 
and my companion, “my wife and I are 
your most humble servants ; but I protest 
this is so unexpected a favour, that we 
almost sink under theobligation. ” How- 
ever unexpected our company might be to 
them, theirs, I am sure, ^vas still more so 
to us, and I was struck dumb wdth the 
apprehensions of my own absurdity, w'hen 
whom should I next see enter the room 
but my dear Miss Arabella Wilmot, who 
was formerly designed to he married to my 
sun George, but whose match was broken 
ofT, as already related. As soon as she saw 
me, she Hew to my arms with the utmost 
joy. “ My dear sir,” cried slie, “ to what 
happy accident is it that we owe so unex- 
pected a visit ? I am sure my uncle and 
aunt will be in raptures when they find 
they have the good Dr. Primrose for their 
guest.” Upon hearing my name, the old 
gentleman and lady very politely stepped 
up, and welcomed me with most cordial 
hospitality. Nor could they forbear smil- 
ing, upon being informed of the nature of 
my present visit : but the unfortunate but- 
ler, wdiom they at first seemed disposed to 
turn away, was at my intercession forgiven. 

Mr. Arnold and his lady, to whom the 
house belonged, now* insisted upon having 
the pleasure of my stay for some days ; and . 
as 4heir niece, my charming pupil, whose 
mind in some measure had been formed ! 
under my own instructions, joined in their ' 
entreaties, I complied. That night I was I 
shown to a magnificent chamber; and the i 
next morning early Miss Wilmot desired 
to walk with me in the garden, which was 
decorated in the modern manner. After 
some time spent in pointing out the beau- 
ties of the place, she inquired with seeming 
unconcern, when last I had heard from my 
son George. — “Alas! madam,” cried I, 

“ he has now been nearly three years absent, 


without ever writing to his friends or rao. 
Where he is I know not; perhaps I shall 
never see him or happiness more. No,' 
my dear madam, we shall never more see 
such pleasing hours as were once spent 
by our fireside at Wakefield. My little 
family are now dispersing very fast, and 
poverty has lirought not only w’ant, but in- 
famy upon us. ” The good-natured girl let 
fall a tear at this account ; but as I saw her 
possessed of too much sensibility, I fore- 
bore a more minute detail of our sufferings. 
It was, how’ever, some consolation to me 
to find that time had made no alteration in 
her affections, and that she had rejected 
several matches that had been made her 
since our leaving her pait of the country. 
She led me round all the extensive improve- 
ments of the place, pointing to the several 
W’alks and arbours, and at the same time 
catching from every object a hint for some 
new question relative to my son. In tliis 
manner we spent the forenoon, till the bell 
summoned us in to dinner, where we found 
the manager of the strolling company that 
I mentioned before, who was come to dis- 
pose of tickets for the Fair Penitent, whicli 
was to he acted that evening : the part of 
Iloralio by a young gentleman wlm had 
never appeared on any stage. He seemed 
to be very warm in the praise of the new 
performer, and averred that he never saw 
any who bid so fair for excellence. Act- 
ing, he observed, was not learned in a 
day ; “ but this gentleman,” continued he, 
‘ ‘ seems born to tread the stage. His voice, 
his figure, and altitudes are all admirable. 
We caught him up accidentally in our jour- 
ney down.” This account in some measure 
excited our curiosity, and, at the entreaty 
of the ladies, I was prevailed upon to ac- 
company them to the play-house, which 
was no other than a barn. As the com- 
pany with which I went was incontestalily 
the chief of the place, we were received 
with the greatest respect, and placed in 
the front scat of the theatre, where we sat 
for some time with no small impatience to 
see Horatio make his appearance. The 
new performer advanced at last ; and let 
parents think of my sensations by their 
own, when I found it was ray unfortunate 
son ! I-Ie was going to begin ; when, turn- 
ing his eyes upon the audience, he per- 
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ceived Miss Wilmot and me, and stood at desisted from the pursuit.” — “I fancy, 
once speechless and immoveable. ^ sir,” cried Mrs. Arnold, “ that the account 

The actors behind the scene, who of your adventures would be amusing’ ; the 
ascribed this pause to his natural timidity, first part of them I have often heard from 
attempted to encourage him ; but instead my niece ; but could the company prevail 
of i^oing on, he burst into a fiood of tears, for the rest, it would be an additional obli- 
and retired off the stage. I don’t know gation.” — Madam,” replied my son, “I 
what were my feelings on this occasion, for promise you the pleasure you have in hear- 
they succeeded with too much rapidity for ing will not be half so great as my vanity 
description ; but I was soon awaked from in repeating them ; yet in the whole narra- 
tliis disagreeable reverie by Mass Wilmot, tive I can scarcely promise you one adven- 
who, pale and with a trembling voice, ture, as m^j- account is rather of what I saw 
desired me ^to conduct her back to her than what I did. The first misfortune of 
uncle’s. When got home, Mr. Arnold, my life, 'which you all know, was great; 
who was as yet a stranger to our extra- V>ut though it distressed, it could not sink 
(U'dinary behaviour, being informed that me. No person ever had a better knack 
the ne^v perforaer was my son, sent his at hoping than I. The less kind T found 
coach and an invitation for him; and as Fortune at one time, the more I expected 
he persisted in his refiisal to appear again from her another; and being now at the 
upon, the stage, the players put another in bottom of her wheel, every new revolution 
Iris place, and we soon had him with us. might lift, but could not depress me. I 
Mr. Arnold gave him the kindest reception, proceeded, therefore, towards London in 
and I received him with my usual trans- a fine morning, no way uneasy about to- 
]>ort ; for I could never counterfeit false morrow, but cheerful as the birds that 
resentment. Miss Wilmot’s reception wms | carolled by the road ; and comforted my- 
mixed with seeming neglect, and yet I | self with reflecting, that London was the 
could perceive she acted a studied part, i mn.rt where abilities of every kind were 
The tumult in her mind seemed not yet i sure of meeting distinction and reward, 
abated : she said twenty giddy tilings that I ‘‘ Upon my arrival in town, sir, my first 
looked, like joy, and then laughed loud at ' care was to deliver your letter of recom- 
her own want of meaning. At intervals , mendation to our cousin, who was himself 
she would take a sly peep at the glass, as 1 in little better circumstances than I. My 
i f happy in the consciousness of unresisted first scheme, you know, sir, was to be usher 
beauty; and often would ask questions at an academy; and I. asked hisa<lviccon 
without giving any manner of attention to the affair. Our cousin received the pro- 
the answers. posal with a true sardonic grin. ‘Ay,’ 

ttapt-ti’P YV indeed a very pretty 

LriAi i ii.K AX. career that has been clmlked out for you. 

The Hisiory ef a ph}loso/>^iic Viipxhond, j^nrsu- I have been an usher at a boarding-school 
mg I^^iovdiy, hut losing Content. mysel f ; and may I die by an anodyne neck- 

After we had supped, Mrs. Arnold po- lace, but I had rather be an under-turnkey 
litely offered to send a couple of her foot-' in Newgate. I was up early and late: I 
men for my son’s baggage, which he at was browbeat by the master, hated for my 
first seemed to decline ; but upon her press- ugly face by the mistress, worried by the 
ing the request, he was obliged to inform boys within, and never permitted to stir out 
her, that a stick and wallet were all the to meet civility abroad. But are you sure 
moveal.il e things upon this earth that he you are fit for a school? Let me examine 
could boast of, “ Why, ay, my son, ” cried you a little. ‘Have you been bred appreii - 
I, “you left me but poor, and poor I find tice to the business?’ — ‘No.’ — ‘Then you 
you are come back: and yet I make no won’t do for a school. Can you dress the 
doubt you have seen a great deal of the boys’ hair?’ — ‘No.’ — ‘Then you won’t do 
world. ”~™“ Yes, sir,” replied my son, for a school. Have you had the small- 
“ but travelling after F ortun e is not the way pox ? ’ — ‘ N o. ’ — ‘ Then you won’t do for a 
to secure her; and, indeed, of late I have ^school. Can you lie three in a bed?’ — 
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‘Xo.’*— ‘Then you 'vvill never do for a 
school. Have you got a good stomach?’ 
— ‘Yes.’ — ‘Then you will by no means do 
for a school. No,, sir : if you are for a gen- 
teel, easy profession, bind yourself seven 
years an apprentice to turn a cutler’s wheel : 
l)iit avoid a scliool by any means. Yet 
come,’ continued he, ‘I see you are a lad of 
.s{)iritand some learning ; what do you think 
of commencing author, like me ? Y ou have 
read in books, no doubt, of men of genius 
starving at the trade. At present I’ll show 
you forty very dull fellows about town that 
live by it in opulence ; all honest jog-trot 
men, who go on smoothly and dully, and 
write history and politics, and are praised : 
men, sir, who, had they been bred cobblers, 
would all their lives have only mended 
slioes, but never made them.’ 

“ Finding that there was no great degree 
of gentility affixed to the character of an 
uslier, I resolved to accept his proposal ; 
and having the highest respect for litera- 
ture, hailed the antiqua mater of Grub- 
street with reverence. I thought it my 
glory to pursue a track which Dryden and 
Otway trod liefore me. I considered the 
goddess this region as the parent of ex- 
cellence ; and however an intercourse with 
tlie world might 'give us good sense, the 
])overty she entailed I supposed to be the 
nurse of genius 1 Big with tliese reflections, 
I sat down, and finding that the be.St tliing.s 
remained to be said on the wrong side, I 
resolved to write a book that should be 
wholly new. T therefore dressed up three 
paradoxes with some ingenuity. They 
were false, indeed, but they were new. 
The jewels of truth have been .so often im- 
ported liy (others, that nothing was left for 
me to import but some .splendid things that 
at a distance looked every bit as well. 
Witness, you powers, what fancied impor- 
tance sat perched upon my quill while I 
was writing ! The whole learned world, 
I marie no doubt, would rise to oppose my 
systems : but then, I was prepared to op- 
pose the whole learned world. Like the 
porcupine, I sat self-collected, with a quill 
pointed again.st every opposer.” 

“Well said, my l>oy,” cried I: “and 
what subject did you treat upon? I hope 
you did not pass over the importance of 
monogamy. But I interrupt : goon. You 


3'>ublished your ^laradoxcs ; well, and what 
did the learned world say to your para- 
doxes?” 

“Sir,” replied my son, “the learned 
world said nothing to my paradoxes ; no- 
thing at all, sir. Every man of them was 
employed in praising his friends and him- 
, self, or condemning his enemies ; and un- 
! fortunately, as I had neither, I suffered the 
' cruelest mortification,— neglect, 
j “As I was meditating, one day, in a 
coffee-house, on the fate of my paradoxes, 

! a little man happening to enter the room, 

I placed himself in the box before me ; and 
, after some preliminary discoiir.se, finding 
' me to be a scholar, drew out a bundle of 
I proposals, begging me to suliscribe to a 
I new edition he was going to give to the 
world of Propertius, with notes. This de- 
mand necessarily produced a reply that I 
had no money; and that concession led 
him to inquire into the nature of my ex- 
pectations. Finding that my expectations 
were just as great as my purse, — ‘I see,’ 
cried he, ‘you are unacquainted with the 
town: I’ll teach you a part of it. Look 
at these proposals, — uiion these very pro- 
posals I have .subsisted very comfortalily 
I for twelve years. The moment a noble- 
I man returns from his travels, a Creolian 
' arrives from Jamaica, or a dowager from her 
i counti'y seat, I strike for a subscription. 

, I first besiege their hearts with fiatteiy, and 
' then pour in my proposals at the breaoh. 
If they subscril^e readily the first time, I 
renew my request to beg a dedication fee; 
if they let me have that, I smite them once 
more for engraving their coat of arms at 
the top. Thus,’ continued he, ‘I live by 
vanity, and laugh at it. But, between our- 
selves, I am now too wellknown : I should 
be glad to borrow your face a bit. A no].>l e- 
man of distinction has just returned from 
Italy; my face is familiar to his porter ; but 
if you bring this copy of verses, my life for 
it you succeed, and we divide the spoil.’” 

“Bless us, George,” cried I, “and is this 
the employment of poets now? Do men 
of exalted talents thus stoop to beggary? 
Can they so far disgrace their calling, as to 
make a vile traffic of praise for bread?” 

“Oh no, sir,” returned he, “a true poet 
can never be so base ; for wherever there 
^is genius, there is pride. The creatures 
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I now describe are only beggars in rhyme. 
The real poet, as he braves every hardship 
for fame, so he is equally a coward to con- 
tempt; and none but those who are un- 
worthy protection condescend to solicit it. 
Having a mind too proud to stoop 
to such indignities, and yet a fortune too 
humble to hazard a second attempt for 
fame, I was now obliged to take a middle 
course, and write for bread. But I was 
unqualified for a profession where mere 
industry alone was to ensure success, I 
could not suppress my lurking passion for 
applause ; but usually consumed that time 
in efforts after excellence which takes up 
but little room, when it should have been 
more advantageously employed in the dif- 
fusive productions of fruitful mediocrity. 
My little piece would therefore come forth 
in the midst of period ical publications, un- 
noticed and unknown. The public were 
more importantly employed than to observe 
the easy simplicity of my style, or the har- 
mony of my periods. Sheet after sheet 
was thrown off to oblivion. My essays 
were buried among the essays upon liberty. 
Eastern tales, and cures for the bite of a 
mad dog; while Philautos, Philalethes, 
Philelutheros,and Philanthropos, all wrote 
better, because they \vrote faster than I. 

“Nenv, therefore, I began to associate 
with none but disappointed authors like 
myself, who praised, deplored, and despised 
each other. The satisfaction we found in 
every celebrated writer’s attempts was in- 
versely as their merits. I found that no 
genius in another could please me. My 
unfortunate paradoxes had entirely dried 
up that source of comfort, I could neither 
read nor write with satisfaction ; for excel- 
lence in another was my aversion, and 
writing was my trade. 

“ In the midst of these gloomy reflections, 
as I was one day sitting on a bench in St. 
James’s Park, a young gentleman of dis- 
tinction, who had been my intimate ac- 
quaintance at the university, approached 
me. We saluted each other with some 
hesitation; he almost ashamed of being 
known to one who made so shabby an ap- 
pearance, and I afraid of a repulse. But 
my suspicions soon vanished; for Ned 
Thornhill was at the bottom a very good- 
piatured fellow, ” 


“What did you say, George?” inter- 
rupted I. ** Thornhill, was not that his 
name ? It can certainly be no other than 
my landlord.” — “Bless me,” cried Mrs. 
Arnold, “is Mr. Thornhill so near a neigh- 
bour of yours ? He has long been a friend 
in our family, and we expect a visit from 
him shortly.” 

“ My friend’s first care,” continued my 
son, “was to alter my appearance by a very 
fine suit of his own clothes, and then I was 
admitted to his table, upon the footing of 
half friend, half underling. My business 
was to attend him at auctions, to put him in 
spirits when lie sat for his picture, to take 
the left hand in his chariot when not filled 
by another, and to assist at tattering a kip^ 
as the phrase was, when he had a mind for 
a frolic. Besides this, I had twenty other 
little employments in the family. I was to 
do many small things without bidding : to 
carry the corkscrew ; to stand godfather to 
all the butler’s children ; to sing when I was 
bid; to be never out of humour; always to 
be humble, and, if I could, to be very happy. 

“In this honourable post, however, I 
was not without a rival. A captain of 
marines, who was formed for the place by 
nature, opposed me in my patron’s affec- 
tions. Plis mother had been laundress to 
a man of quality, and thus he early ac- 
quired a taste for pimping and pedigree. 
As this gentleman made it the study of his 
life to be acquainted with lords, though he 
was dismissed from several for his stupidity, 
yet he found many of them who were as 
dull as himself, that permitted his assidu- 
ities. As flattery was his trade, he prac- 
tised it with the easiest address imagin- 
able ; but it came awkward and stiff from 
me : and as every day my patron’s desire 
of flattery increased, so, every hour, being 
better acquainted with his defects, I became 
more unwilling to give it. Thus, I was 
once more fairly going to give up the field 
to the captain, when my friend found oc- 
casion for my assistance. This was nothing 
less than to fight a duel for him with a 
gentleman, whose sister it was pretended 
I he had used ilk I readily complied with 
I his request ; and though I see you are 
displeased at my conduct, yet, as it was a 
debt indispensably due to friendship, I 
could not refuse. I undertook the affair. 
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tli-iirmed my antagonist, and soon after these awful reflections, T heard a step come 
liad the pleasure of finding, that the lady heavily forward. Ah, this is the great man 
was only a woman of the town, and the himself! iNoj it \tas only a chandier- 
fellow her l^ully and a sharper. This piece maid. Another foot was heard soon after, 
of service was repaid with the warmest This must be he! No; it was only tlie 
i)rofcssions of gratitude ; hut, as my friend great man’s valct-dc'chambre. At Iasi his 
was to leave town in a few days, he knew lordship actually made his appearance. 
110 other nrethod of serving me but by re- ‘Are you,’ cried he, ‘the bearer of this 
commending me to his uncle, Sir William here letter?’ I answered with a bow. ‘ I 
d'hornhill, and another nobleman of great learn by this,’ continued he, ‘as how that,’ 


distinction, who enjoyed a post under the — -Butjiistattha' 
government. Whenhe was gone, my first him a card, an 
care was to carry his recommendatory let- notice, he went 


Butjiist at that instant a servant delivered 
m a card, anc], wi^^Iut taking farther 
>tice, he went out oMhe room, and left 


ter to his uncle, a man whose character for I me to digest my own iiappiness at .leisure. 


every virtue was universal, yet just. I was 
received by his servants wdth the most hos- 
pitable smile.s; for the looks of the domes- 
tic ever transmit the master’s benevolence. 
Being shown into a grand apartment, where 


I saw no more of him, till told by a foot- 
man that his lordship was going to his 
coach at the dooi'. Down I immcdiifilely 
followed, and joined my voice to that of 
three or four more, who came, like me, to 


Sir William soon came to me,- 1 delivered petition for favours. His lordship, how- 


my message and letter, which he read, and, 
after pausing some minutes,— ‘Pray, sir,’ 


ever, went too fast for us, and was gaining 
his chariot door with large strides, when 1 


cried he, ‘inform me what you have done hallooed out to know if I was to have any 


for my kinsman to deserve this warm re- 


He was, by this time, got in, and 


commendation? But I suppose, sir, I guess 1 muttered an answer, half of which only I 


your merits: you have fought for him; 
and so you would expect a reu'ard from 
me for being the instrument of his vices. 
I wish— sincerely Avish, that my present 
refusal may be some punishment for your 
guilt ; but still more, that it may be some 
inducement to your repentance.’ The 
severity of this rebuke I bore patiently, be- 
cause I knew it was just. My whole ex- 


heard, the other halfwaslostin the rattling 
of his chariot-A^■hecls. I stood for some 
lime with my neck stretched out, in the 
posture of one that was listening to catch 
the glorious sounds, till, looking round me, 
I found myself alone at his lordship’s gate. 

“ My patience,” continued my son, “ was 
now quite exhausted : stung with the 
thousand indignities 1 had met with, I was 


pectations now, therefore, lay in my letter Avilling to cast myself away, and only 


to the great man. As the doors of the 
nobility are almost ever beset with beggars, 
all ready to thrust in some sly petition, I 
found it no easy matter to gain admittance. 


wanted the gulf to receive me. I regarded 
myself as one of those vile things that 
Nature designed should be thrown by into 
her lumber-room, there to perish in ob- 


However, after bribing the servants with sciirily. T had still, however, half-a-guinea 
halfiny worldly fortune, I was at last shown | left, and of that I thought Nature herself 
into a spacious apartment, my letter being 1 should not deprive me; but in order to be 


previously sent up for his lordship’s in- 
spection. During this anxious interval, 
I had full time to look round me. Every 


sure of this, I was resolved to go instantly 
and spend it while I had it, and then trust 


I had full time to look round me. Every to occurrences for the rest. As I was going 
thing was grand and of happy contrivance: along with this resolution, it happened 
the paintings, the fumiture, the gildings, that Mr. Crispe’s office seemed invitingly 
petrified me with awe, and raised my idea open to give me a welcome reception. Jn 
of the OAvner. Ah, thought I to myself, this office, Mv. Crispe kindly offers all his 
how ve^. great must the possessor of all Majesty’s subjects a generous promise of 
^lesethingsbe, who carries in his headthe £^q a year, for Avhich promise all they 
business of the state, and whose house dis- give in return is their liberty for life, and 
plays halfthe wealth ofa kingdom I-sure his perp^tfon to let him transport them to 
genius must be mifathamable I— During [ Ainerica as slaves. I was happy at finding 
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a place where I could lose my fears iii 
desperation, and entered this cell (for it 
had the appearance of one) with the de- 
votion of a inonastic. Here I found a 
number of poor creatures, all in circum- 
stances like myself, expecting the arrival 
of Mr. Crispe, presenting a true epitome 
of English impatience. Each untractable 
soul at variance with Fortune wreaked her 
injuries on their owm hearts : but Mr. 
Grispe at last came down, and all our mur- 
murs were hushed. He deigned to regard 
me with an air of peculiar approbation, and 
indeed he was the first man who, for a 
month past, had talked to me with smiles. 
iVfter a few cpiestions, he found I was fit 
for everything in the world. He paused i 
a while upon the properest means of pro- 
viding for me : and slapping his forehead ^ 
as if he had found it, assured me that there | 
was at that time an embassy talked of from ^ 
the synod of Pennsylvania to the Chickasaw 
Indians, and that he would use his interest 
to get me made secretary. I knew in my 
own heart that the fellow lied, and yet his 
promise gave me pleasure, there was some- 
thing so magnificent in the sound. I fairly ; 
therefore divided my half-guinea, one half 
of which went to be added to his thirty 
thousand pounds, and with the other half 
I resolved to go to the next tavern, to be 
there more happy than he. 

“As I was going out with that resolution, 

I was met at the door by the captain of a 
ship with whom I had formerly some little 
acquaintance, an cl he agreed to be my 
companion over a bowl of punch. As I 
never chose to make a secret of my cir- 
cumstances, he assured me that I was upon 
the very point of ruin, in listening to the 
office-keeper’s promises ; for that he only 
designed to sell me to the plantations. 
‘But,’ continued he, ‘I fancy you might, 
by a much shorter voyage, be very easily 
put into a genteel way of bread. Take 
my advice. My ship sails to-morrow for 
Amsterdam .* what if you go in her as a 
passenger? The moment you land, all 
you have to do is to teach the Dutchmen 
English, and I’ll warrant you’ll get pupils 
ancl money enough. I suppose you under- 
.stand English,’ added he, *by this time, 
or the deuce is in it.’ I confidently a^urecl 
him of that ; hut expressed a doubt whether 


the Dutch would be wi Hi ng to 1 earn Engl ish. 
He affirmed, with an oath, that they were 
fond of it to distraction; and upon that 
affirmation I agreed with his proposal, and 
embarkecl the next day to teach the Diitcli 
English ill FI olland. The wind was fair, 
our voyage short; and after having paid 
my passage with half my moveables, I 
found myself, fallen as from the skies, a 
stranger in one of the principal streets of 
Amsterdam. In this situation I was un- 
wdlling to let any time pass unemployed in 
teaching. I addressed myself, therefore, to 
two or three of those I met whose appear- 
ance seemed most promising , but it was 
impossible to inake ourselves mutually un- 
derstood. It was not till this very moment 
I recollected, that in order to teach the 
Dutchmen English, it was necessary that 
they should first teach me Dutch. How 
I came to overlook so obvious an objection 
is to me amazing : but certain it is I over- 
looked it.. 

“ This scheme thus blown up, I had 
some thoughts of fairly shipping back to 
England again, but falling into company 
with an Irish student, who was returning 
from Louvain, our conversation tuiming 
upon topics of literature, (for, by the way, 
it may be observed that I always forgot 
the meanness of my circumstances when I 
could converse upon such subjects,) from 
him I learned that there were not two men 
in his whole university who understood 
Greek. This amazed me. I instantly re- 
solved to travel to Louva.in, and there live 
by teaching Greek: and in this design I 
was heartened by my brother student, who 
threw out some hints that a fortune might 
be got by it. 

“ I set boldly forward the next morning. 
Everyday lessened the burden of my move- 
ables, like JEsop and his basket of bread ; 
for I paid them for my lodgings to the 
Dutch, as I travelled on. When I came 
to Louvain, I was resolved not to go sneak- 
ing to the lower professors, hut openly ten- 
dered my talents to the Principal lumself. 
I went, had admittance, and offered him 
my service as ^ master of the Greek lan- 
guage, which I had been told was a desi- 
deratum in his university. The Principal 
seemed at first to doulh of my abilities ; but 
, of these I offered to convince him, by turn- 
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inff a part of any Greek author he should Paris, and informed me of his own business 
fix^ipon into Latin. Finding me perfectly there, which was to collect pictures, medals, 
earnest in niy proposal, he addressed me intaglios, and antiques of all kinds, for a 
thus • * You see me, young man ; I never gentleman in London who had just stepped 
learned Greek, and I don’t find that I have into taste and a large fortune, 1 was the 
ever missed it. I have had a Doctor’s cap more surprised at seeing our cousin pitched 
and gown without Greek; I have ten upon for this office, as he himself had often 
thousand florins a year without Greek ; I assured me he knew nothing of the matter, 
eat heartily without Greek ; and, in short,’ Upon asking how he had been taught tlie 
continued he, ‘as I don’t know Greek, I art of a cognoscento so very suddenly, he 
do not believe there is any good in it.’ assured me that nothing was more easy. 

“ I was now too far from "home to think The whole secret consisted in a strict ad- 


of returning; so I resolved to go forvvarcl. 
I had some knowledge of music, with a 
tolerable voice, and now turned what was 


herence to two rules; the one, always to 
observe the picture might have been better 
if the painter had taken more pains ; and 


my amusement into a present means of sub- the other, to praise the works of Pietro 
sistence. I passed among the harmless Perugino. ‘ But, ’ says h e,‘ as I once taught 
peasants of Flanders, and "among such of you how to be an author in I.ondoii, Pll 
the French as were poor enough to be very now undertake to instruct you in the art of 
merry ; for I ever found them sprightly in picture-buying at Paris. ’ 


proportion to their wants. Whenever I ap- | 
in'oached a peasant’s house towards night- ' 
fall, I played one of my most merry tunes, 
and that procured me not only a lodging, 
but subsistence for the next day. I once 


“ With this proposal I very readily 
closed, as it was a living, and now all my 
ambition was to live. I went therefore to 
his lodgings, improved my dress by his 
assistance ; and, after some time, accom- 


or twice attempted to play for people of panied him to auctions of pictures, where 
fashion, but they always thought my per- the English gentry were expected to be pur- 
formance odious, and never rewarded me chasers. I was not a little surprised at his 
even with a trifle. This was to me the intimacy with people of the best of fashion, 


more extraordinary, as, whenever I used, 
in better days, to play for company, when 
playing was my amusement, my music 
never failed to throw them into raptures, 


who referred themselves to his judgment 
upon every picture or medal, as to an un- 
erring standard of taste. lie made very 
good use of my assistance upon these occa- 


and the ladies especially; but as it was now I sions ; for, when asked his opinion, he 
niy only means, it was received with con- | would gravely take me aside and ask mine, 
tempt — a proof how ready the ivorld is to i shrug, look wise, return, and assure the 
underrate those talents by which a man is } company that he could give no opinion 


supported. 

“ In tins manner I proceeded to Paris, 
with no design but just to look about me, 


upon an affair of so much importance. 
Yet there was sometimes an occasion for a 
more important assurance. I remember to 


and then to go forward. The people of have seen him, after giving his opinion that 
Paris are much fonder of strangers that the colouring of a picture was not mellow 
have money, than those that have wit. As enough, very deliberately take a brush with 
I could not boast much of either, I was no brown varnish, that was accidentally lying 
great favourite. After walking about the by, and rub it over the piece with great 
town four or five days, and seeing the out- composure before all the company, and 
sides of the best houses, I was preparing then ask if he had not improved the tints, 
to leave this retreat of venal hospitality, “ When he had finished his commission 
when passing through one of the principal in Paris, he left me strongly recommended 
streets, whom should I meet but our cousin, to several men of distinction, as a person 
to whom you first recommended me. This very proper for a travelling tutor ; and after 
meeting was very agreeable to me, and I some time, I was employed in that capacity 
believe not displeasing to him. He in- ! by a gentleman who brought his ward to 
quired into the nature of my journey to ‘ Paris, in order to set himi forward on his 
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tour through Europe. I was to be the picture. My remarks, however, arc but 
young gentleman’s governor; but with a few; I found that monarchy was the best 
pro vise, that he should always 1)e permitted government for the poor to live in, and 
to govern himself. My pupil, in fact, commonwealths for the rich. I found that 
understood the art of guiding in money riches in general were in every country 
concerns much better than I. He was heir another name for freedom; and that no 
to a fortune of about two hundred thousand man is so fond of liberty himself, as not to 
pounds, left him by an uncle in the West be desirous of subjecting the will of some 
Indies ; and his guardians, to qualify him individuals in society to his own. 
for the managenient of it, had bound him “ Upon my arrival in England, I resolved 

apprentice to an attorney. Thus avarice to pay my respects first to you, and then to 
was his prevailing passion : all his questions enlist as a volunteer in the first expedition 
on the road were, how money might be that was going forward ; but on my journey 
saved ; which was the least expensive down, my resolutions were changed by 
course of travel ; whether anything could meeting an old acquaintance, who I found 
be bought that would turn to account belonged to a company of comedians that 
when disposed of again in I^onclon ? Such were -going to make a summer campaign in 
curiosities on the way as could be seen for the country. The company seemed not 
nothing, he was ready enough to look at ; much to disapprove of me for an associate, 
but if the sight of them was to be paid for, They all, however, apprised me of the ira- 
he Usually asserted that he had been told portance of the task at which I aimed ; that 


they were not worth seeing. He never 
paid a bill that he would not observe how 


the public was a many-headed monster, 
and that only such as had very good heads 


amazingly expensive travelling was! and could please it: that acting was not to be 
all this though he was not yet twenty-one. learned in a day ; and that without some 
When arrived at Leghorn, as we took’ a traditional shrugs, which had been on the 
walk to look at the port and shipping, he stage, and only on the stage, these hundred 
inquired the expense of the passage by sea years, I could never pretend to please. The 
home to England. This he was informed next difficulty was in fitting me with parts, 
was but a trifle compared to his returning as almost every character was in keeping, 
by land ; he was therefore unable to with- I was driven for some time from one cha- 
stand the temptation ; so paying me the racter to another, till at last Horatio was 
small part of my salary that was due, he fixed upon, which the presence of the 
took leave, and embarked with only one present company has happily hindered me 
attendant for London. from acting.’^ 

“I now therefore was left once more . CHAPTER XXI 

upon the world at large ; but then, 

a thing I was used to. However, my vicious^ which is coeval only with mutual 

skill in music could avail me nothing in a satisfaction. 

country where every peasant was a better My son’s account was too long to be de» 
musician than I ; but by this time I had livered at once; the first part of it was 
acquired another talent, which answered begun that night, and he was concluding 
my purpose as well, and this was a skill in the rest after dinner the next day, when the 
disputationl In all the foreign universities appearance of Mr. Thornhill’s eciiipage at 
and convents there are, upon certain days, the door seemed to make a paiiie in the 
philosophical theses maintained against general satisfaction. The butler, v/ho was 
every adventitious disputant ; for which, if now become my friend in the family, in- 
the champion opposes with any dexterity, formed me, with a whisper, that the Squire 
he can claim a gratuity in money, a dinner, had already made some overtures to Miss 


and a bed for one night. In this manner, 
therefore, I fought my way towai'ds Eng- 
land; walked along from city to city; ex- 


• Wilmot, and that her aunt and uncle 
seemed highly to approve the match. 
Upon Mr« Idiornluirs entering, he seemedj 


amined mankind more nearly; and, if I at seeing my son and me, to start backj 
may so express ifr saw both sides of the [but I readily imputed that to surprise, and- 
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not displeasure. However, upon our ad- 
vancing to salute liim, he returned our 
greeting with the ir^st apparent candour ; - 
and after a short time liis presence seiwed 
only to increase the general good humour. 

After tea he called me aside to inquire 
after my daughter : but upon my informing 
him that my inquiry was unsuccessful, he 
seemed greatly surprised; adding that he 
had been since frequently at my house in 
order to comfort the rest of my family, 
whom he left perfectly well He then 
asked if I communicated her misfortune to 
Miss Wilmot or my son ; and upon my re- 
plying that I had not told them as yet, he 
greatly approved my prudence and precau- 
tion, desiring me by all means to keep it 
a secret: “h'or at best,” cried he, “it is 
but divulging one’s own infamy ; and per- 
haps Miss Livy may not be so ^lity as we 
all imagine.” We were here interrupted 
by a servant who came to ask the Squire in; 
to stand up at country-dances: so that he 
left me quite pleased with the interest he' 
seemed to take in my concerns. His ad- 
dresses, however, to Miss Wilmot were 
too obvious to be mistaken ; and yet, she 
seemed not perfectly pleased, but bore 
them rather in compliance to the will of her 
aunt than f rom real inclination. I had even 
the satisfaction to see her lavish some kind 
looks upon my unfortunate son, which the 
other could neither extort by his fortune 
nor assiduity. Mr, Thornhill’s seeming 
composure, however, not a little surprised 
me : we had now continued here a week 
at the pressing instances of Mr. Arnold ; 
but each day the more tenderness Miss 
Wilmot showed my son, Mr. Thornhill’s 
friendship seemed proportionably to in- 
crease for him. 

He had formerly made us the most kind 
assurances of using his interest to serve the 
family ; but now his generosity was not 
confined to promises alone. The morning I 
designed for my departure, Mr. Thornhill 
came to me with looks of real pleasure, to 
inform me of a piece of service he had done 
for his friend George. This was nothing 
less than his having procured him an en- 
sign’s commission in one of the regiments 
that was going to the West Indies, for 
which he had promised but one hundred 
pounds, his interest having been sufficient 


tb get an abatement of the otlier two. “ As 
for this trifling piece of service,” continued 
the young gentleman, “ I desire no other 
reward but the pleasure of having served 
my friend ; and as for the hundred pounds 
to be paid, if you are unable to raise it 
yourselves, I will advance it, and you 
shall repay me at your leisure.” I'his \vas 
a favour we wanted words to express our 
sense of : I readily, therefore, gave my 
bond for the money, and testified as much 
gratitude as if I never intended to pay. 

George was to depart for towm the next 
day, to secure his commission, in pur- 
suance of his generous patron’s directions, 
who judged it highly expedient to use 
dispatch, lest in the meantime another 
should step in with more advantageous 
proposals. The next morning, therefore, 
our young soldier w'as early prepared for 
his departure, and seemed the only person 
among us that was not affected by it. 
Neither the fatigues and dangers he was 
going to encounter, nor the friends and 
mistress — for Miss Wilmot actually loved 
him — he was leaving behind, any %vay 
damped his spirits. After he had taken 
leave of the rest of the company, I gave 
him all I had, my blessing. “And now, 
my boy,” cried 1, “thou art going to fight 
for thy country : remember how tliy brave 
grandfather fought for his sacred king, 
when loyalty among Britons was a virtue. 
Go, my boy, and imitate him in all but his 
misfortunes, if it was a misfortune to die 
with Lord Falkland. Go, my bo 5 % and 
if you fall, though distant, exposed, and 
unwept by those that love you, the most 
precious tears are those with which Heaven 
bedews the unbnried head of a soldier.” 

The next morning I took leave of the 
good family, that had been kind enough 
to entertain me so long, not without several 
expressions of gratitude to Mr. Thornhill 
for his late bounty. I left them in tlie 
enjoyment of all that happiness which 
affluence and good breeding procure, and 
returned towards home, despairing of ever 
finding my daughter more, but sending a 
sigh to Fleaven to spare and to forgive her. 

I was now come within about twenty 
miles of home, having hired an horse to 
carry me, as I was yet but weak, and com- 
forted myself with the hopes of soon see- 
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ijigall I held dearest upon earth. But the 
night coming on, I put up at a little public- 
house by the road-side, and asked for the 
landlord’s company over a pint of wine. 
We sat beside his kitchen fire, which was 
the best room in the house, and chatted 
on ‘politics and the news of the country. 
We happened, among other topics, to talk 
of young Squire Thornhill, who, the host I 
assured me, was hated as much as his uncle 
Sir William, who sometimes came down 
to the country, was loved. He went on 
to observe, that he made it his whole 
study to betray the daughters of such as 
received him to their houses, and, after 
a fortnight or three weeks’ possession, 
turned them out unrewarded and aban- 
doned to the world. As we continued our 
discourse in this manner, his wife, who 
had been out to get change, returned, and 
perceiving that her husband was enjoying 
a pleasure in which she was not a sharer, 
she asked him, in an angry tone, wliat he 
did there? to which he only replied, in an 
ironical way, by drinking her health. 
“Mr. Symonds,” cried she, “you use me 
very ill, and I’ll bear it no longer. Here 
three parts of the business is left for me to 
do, and the fourth left unfinished, while 
you do nothing but soak with the guests 
all day long; whereas, if a spoonful of 
liquor were to cure me of a fever, I never 
touch a drop.” I now found what she 
would be at, and immediately poured her 
out a glass, which she received with a 
courtesy ; and, drinking towards my good 
health, “Sir,” resumed she, *‘it is not so 
much for the value of the liquor I am 
angry, but one cannot help it when the 
house is going out of the windows. If the 
customers or guests are to be dunned, all 
the burden lies upon my back : he’d as lief 
eat that glass as budge after them himself. 
There, now, above stairs, we have a young 
woman who has come to take up her lodg- 
ing here, and I don’t believe she has got ,! 
any money, by her over-civility. I am ' 
certain she is very slow of payment, and I 
wish she were put in mind of it.” — “ What 
signifies minding her ? ” cried the host ; “if 
.she be slow, she is sure,” — “ I don’t know 
that,” replied the wife; “ but I know that 
I am sure she has been here a fortnight, 
and we have not yet seen the cross of her 


money.” — “ I suppose, ray dear,” cried he, 
“we shall have it all in a lump.”- — “In a 
lump ! ” cried the oth^ : “ I hope we may 
get it any way ; and timt I am resolved we 
will this very night, or out she tramps, 
bag and baggage. ” — “ Consider, my dear, ” 
cried the husband, “ she is a gentlewoman, 
and deserves more respect.” — “ As for the 
matter of that,” returned the hostess, 
“gentle or simple, out she shall pack with 
a sussarara. Gentry may be good things 
where they take ; but, for my part, I never 
saw much good of them at the sign of the 
Harrow.” Thus saying, she ran up a nar- 
row flight of stairs that went from the 
kitchen to a room overhead; and I soon 
perceived, by the loudness of her voice, 
and the bitterness of her reproaches, that 
no money was to be had from her lodger. 

I could hear her remonstrances very dis- 
tinctly : “ Out, I say ; pack out this mo - 
ment ! tramp, thou infamous strumpet, or 
I’ll give thee a m-ark thou won’t be the 
better for this three months. What ! you 
trumpery, to come and take up an honest 
house without cross or coin to bless your- 
self with 1 Come along, I say ! ” — “ Oh, 
dear madam,” cried the stranger, “pity me 
— pity a poor abandoned creature, for one 
night, and death will soon do the rest!” 

I instantly knew the voice of my poor 
ruined child Olivia. I flew to her rescue, 
while the woman was dragging her along 
by her hair, and I caught the clear forb^rn 
wretch in my arms. “Welcome, any way 
welcome, my dearest lost one-— my trea-^ 
sure— to your poor old father’s bosom! 
Though the vicious forsake thee, there is y^t ■ 
one in the world that will never fPrsake 
thee ; though thou hadst ten thousand crimes 
to answer for, he will forget them all ! : 

“Oh, my own dear—” for minutes she 
coulclsaynomore — “my own dearest good 
papa! Could angels be kinder? How 
do I deserve so much? The villain, I hate 
him and myself, to be a reproach to so 
much goodness! You can’t forgive me, 

I know you cannot.” — “Yes, my child, 
from my heart I do forgive thee : only re- 
pent, and we both .shall yet be happy. W e 
shall see many pleasant days yet, ^ my 
Olivia.” — “ Ah! never, sir, never.^ The 
rest of my wretched life must be infam}' 
abroad, and shame at home. But, aiasi 
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papa, you look much paler than you used 
. to do . Cduicl such a thing as I am give 
you so much uneasipss ? Surely you have 
too much wisdom to take the miseries of 
my guiit upon yourself.”— ‘“Our wdsdoin, 
young woman,” replied I. Ah, why so 
cold a name, papa?” cried she.- “This is 
the first time you ever called me by so cold 
a name.”— “I ask pardon, my darling,” 
returned 1 ; “ but 1 was going to observe, 
that wisdom makes but a slow defence 
against trouble, though at last a sure one.” 
The landlady now returned, to know if we 
did not choose a more genteel apartment ; 
to which assenting, we were shown a 
room where we could converse more freely. 
After we had tallced ourselves into some 
degree of tranquillity, I could not avoid 
desiring some account of the gradations 
that led her to her present wretched situ- 
ation. “ That villain, sir,” said she, “ from 
the first day of our meeting, made me 
honourable, though private proposals.” 

“ Villain, indeed !” cried 1 : “ and yet it 
in some measure surprises me, how a person 
of Mr. Burcheirs good sense and seeming 
honour could be guilty of such deliberate 
baseness, and thus step into a family to 
undo it.” 

“My dear papa,” returned my daughter, 

“ you labour under a strange mistake. 
Mr. Burcliell never attempted to deceive 
me : instead of that, he took every oppor- 
tunity of privately admonishing me against 
the artifices of Air. Thornhill, who, I now^t 
find, was even worse than he represented 
him.”— “ Mr. Thornhill !” intemipted I ; ' 
“ can it be V — “ Y es, sir, ” returned she, “ it : 
was Mr, Thorninll who seduced me ; who i 
employed the two ladies, as he called them, | 
but who in fact were abandoned women of ' 
the town, without breeding or'pity, to decoy 
us up to London. Their artifices, you may 
remember, would have certainly succeeded, 
but for IMr. Burcheirs letter, wKo directed 
those reproaches at them which we all 
applied to ourselves. How he came to 
have so much influence as to defeat their 
intentions still remains a secret to me ; but 
I am convinced he was ever our warmest, 
sincerest friend.” 

“ Y ou amaze me, my dear/* cried I ; “but 
now I find my first suspicions of Mr.Thom- 
hill’s baseness were too well grounded; 


but he can triumph in security ; for he is 
rich, and we are poor. But tell me, my 
ehild, sure it was no small temptation that 
could thus obliterate all the impressions of 
such an education and so virtuous a dis- 
position as thine ? ” 

“ Indeed, sir,” replied she, “ he owes all 
his triumph to the desire I had of making 
liim, and not myself, happ)^ I knew that 
the ceremony of our marriage, which was 
privately performed by a popish priest, was 
no way binding, and that I had nothing to 
trust to but his honour.”' — “\Vliat!” in- 
terrupted I, “ and were you indeed married 
by a priest in orders?”- — “Indeed, sir, tve 
were,” replied she, “though we u'ere both 
sworn to conceal his name.” — “ Why then, 
my child, come to my arms again ; and now 
you are a thousand times more welcome 
than before; for you are now his wife to 
all intents and purposes ; nor can all the 
laws of man, though written upon tables 
of adamant, lessen the force of that sacred 
connexion.” 

“ Alas, papa ! ” replied she, “ you are but 
little acquainted with his villanies : he has 
been married already by the same j'lriest to 
six or eight wives more, whom, like me, 
he has deceived and ahandonccl.” 

“Has he so? ” cried I; “ then wc must 
hang the priest, and you sliall inform 
against him to-morrow.” — “But, sir,” re- 
turned she, “ will that be right, when I am 
sworn to secresy?” — “My dear,” I replied, 
“if you have made sucli a promise, I 
cannot, nor will I tempt you to break it. 
Even though it may benefit the public, you 
must not inform against him. In all human 
institutions a smaller evil is allow^ed to pro- 
cure a greater good ; as, in politics, a pro- 
vince may be given away to secure a king- 
dom ; in medicine, a limb may be lopped 
off to preserve the body : but in religion, 
the law is w'ritten, and inflexible, to 
do evil. And this law', my child, is right ; 
for otherw’ise, if we commit a smaller evil 
to procure a greater good, certain guilt 
would be thus incurred, in expectation of 
contingent advantage. And though the 
advantage should certainly followq yet the 
interval betw^een commission and advan- 
tage, which is allowed to be guilty, may 
be that in which we are called away to 
answer for the things we have done, and 
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the volume of human actions is closed for 
ever. But I interrupt you, my dear ; go 
onT . " ■ ^ ^ ■ 

‘‘ The very next morning,” continued 
she, “ I found what little expectation I was 
to have from his sincerity. That very 
morning he introduced me to two unhappy 
women more, whom, like me, he had de- 
ceived, ])ut who lived in contented prosti- 
tution. I loved him too tenderly to bear 
sucit rivals in his affections, and strove to 
forget my infamy in a tumult of pleasures. 
With this view I danced, dressed, and 
talked ; but still was unhappy. The gen- 
tlemen who visited there told me every 
moment of- the power of my charms, and 
this only contributed to increase my melan- 
choly, as I had thrown all their power 
quite away, dims each day I grew more 
pensive, and lie more insolent, till at last 
the monster had the assurance to offer me 
to a yoimg baronet of his acquaintance. 
Need I describe, sir, how his ingratitude 
stung me? My answ’er to this proposal 
was almost madness. I desired to part. 
As I was going, he offered me a purse ; 
but I dung it at him with indignation, and 
burst from him in a rage, that for a while 
kept me insensible of the miseries of my 
situation. But I soon looked round me, 
and saw myself a vile, abject, guilty thing, 
without one friend in the world to apply to. 
Just in that interval, a stage coach hap- 
pening to pass by, I took a place, it being 
my only aim to be driven at a distance from 
a wretch I despised and detested. I was set 
clown here, where, since my arriwal, my 
own anxiety and this woman’s unkinclness 
have been my only companions. The 
hours of pleasure that I have passed with 
my mamma and sister now grow painful 
to me. Their sorrows are much ; but mine 
are greater tlian theirs, for mine are mixed 
with guilt and infamy.” 

“if ave patience, my child, cried I, “ and 
I hope things will yet be better. Take 
some repose to-night, and to-morrow I’ll 
carry you home to your mother and the 
rest of the family, from whom you will 
receive a kind reception. Poor woman ! 
this has gone to her heart ; but she loves 
you still, Olivia, and will forget it,” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

OJIetices are easily pardoned y 'where iJme is Love 
at bohSbjn, 

The next morning I took my daughter 
behind me, and set out on my return home. 
As we travelled along, I strove, by every 
persuasion, to calm her sorrows and fears, 
and to arm her with resolution to bear the 
presence of her offended mother. I took 
every opportunity, from the prospect of a 
fine country, through which w’e passed, to 
observe how much kinder Heaven was to 
us than we to each other; and that the 
misfortunes of Nature’s making were very 
few. I assured her, that she should never 
perceive any change in my affections, and 
that, during my life, which yet might be 
long, she migl]y^ depend upon a guardian 
and an instructor. I armecl her against llie 
censure of the world, showed her that books 
were sweet unreproaching companions to 
the miserable, and that, if they could not 
bring us to enjoy life, they would at least 
teach us to endure it. 

The hired horse that w'c rode was to be 
put up that night at an inn by the way, 
within about five miles from my house; 
and as I v/as willing to prepare my family 
for my daughter’s reception, I determined 
to leave her tliat night at the inn, and to re- 
turn for her, accompanied by my daughter 
Sophia, early the next morning. It was 
night before we reached our appointed 
stage ; however, after seeing her provided 
with a decent apartment, and liaving or- 
dered the hostess to prepare proper refresh- 
ments, I kissed her, and proceeded towards 
home. And now my heart caught new 
sensations of pleasure, the nearer I ap- 
proached that peaceful mansion. As 
a bird that had been frighted from its 
nest, my affections outwent my haste, and 
hovered round my little fireside with all 
the rapture of expectation. I called up 
the many fond things I had to say, and 
anticipated the welcome I was to receive, 
I already felt my wife’s tender embrace, 
and smiled at the joy of my little ones. 
As I walked but slowly, the night waned 
apace. The labourers of the day were all 
retired to rest; the lights were out in every 
cottage ; no sounds were heard but of the 
shrilling cock, and the deep-mouthed 
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watch-dog, at hollow distance. I ap- 
proached my little abode of pleasure, and, 
before I was within, a furlong of the place, 
our honest niastiff'1:amc running to wel- 
come me. 

It was now near midnight that I came 
to knock at my door: all was still and 
silent : my heart dilated with unutterable 
happiness, w’hen, to niy amazement, I saw 
the house bursting out in a blaze of lire, 
and every aperture red with conflagration. 
I gave a loud convulsive outcry, and fell 
upon the pavement, insensible. This 
alarmed my son, who had, till this, been 
asleep.; and he, perceiving the flames, 
instantly waked my wife and daughter; 
and all running out, naked, and wild with 
apprehension, recalled me to life wdth their 
anguish. But it was only to objects of 
new terror; for the flames had, by this 
time, caught the roof of our dwelling, part 
after part continuing to fall in, w^hile the 
family stood, wdlh silent agony, looking 
on, as if they enjoyed the blaze. I gazed 
upon them and upon it by turns, and then 
looked round me for my two little ones ; 
but they were not to be seen. O misery ! 
“Where,” cried I, “where are my little 
ones?” — “ They are burnt to death in the 
flames,” said my wife, calmly, “ and I will 
die with them.” That moment I heard 
the cry of the babes within, who were just 
awaked by the Are, and nothing could 
have stopped me. “ Where, where are 
my children?” cried I, rushing through 
the flames, and bursting the door of the 
chamber in which they were confined ! — 
“ Where are my little ones ? ” — “ Here, dear 
papa, here we are,” cried they together, 
wliilc the flames were just catching the bed 
where they lay. I caught them both in 
my arms, and snatched them through the 
fire as fast as possible, while, just as I was 
got out, the roof sunk in. “ Now,” cried 
I, holding up my children, “ now let the 
flames burn on, and all my possessions 
perish. Here they are ; I have saved my 
treasure. Here, my dearest, here are our 
treasures, and we shall yet be happy.” W e 
kissed our little darlings a thousand times ; 
they clasped us round the neck, and seemed 
to share our transports, while their mother 
lauglied and wept by turns. 

1 now stood a calm spectator of the 


flames; and, after some time, began to 
perceive that my arm to the slioukier was 
scorched in a terrible manner. It was, 
therefore, out of my power to give my son 
any assistance, either in attempting to save 
our goods, or preventing the flames spread- 
ing to our corn. By this time the neigh- 
bours were alarmed, and came running to 
our assistance ; but all they could do was to 
stand, like us^ — spectators of the calamity. 

My goods, among which were the notes 
I had reserved for my daughters’ fortunes, 
were entirely consumed, except a box with 
some papers that stood in the kitchen, and 
two or three things more of little conse- 
quence, which my son brought away in the 
beginning. The neighbours contributed, 
however, what they could to lighten 
our distress. They brought us clothes, 
and furnished one of our outhouses with 
kitchen utensils ; so that by daylight we 
had another, though a wretched dwelling 
to retire to. My honest next neighbour 
and his children were not the least assi- 
duous in providing us with everything 
necessary, and offering whatever consola- 
tion untutored benevolence could suggest. 

When the fears of my firmily had sub- 
sided, curiosity to know the cause of my 
long stay began to lake place ; having 
therefore informed them of every parti- 
cular, I proceeded to prepare them for the 
reception of our lost one ; and though we 
had nothing but wretchedness now to im- 
part, I was willing to procure her a wel- . 
come to what we had. This task would 
have been more difficult but for our recent 
calamity, which had humbled my wife’s 
pride, and blunted it by more poignant 
afflictions. Being unable to go for my 
poor child myself, as my arm grew very 
painful, 1 sent my son and daughter, who 
soon returned, supporting the wretched 
delinquent, who had not the courage to 
look up at her mother, whom no insti'uc- 
tions of mine could persuade to a perfect 
reconciliation; for women have a much 
stronger sense of female error limn men. 
“Ah, madam,” cried her mother, “this is 
but a poor place you are come to after so 
much finery. My daughter Sophy and I 
can afford but little entertainment to per- 
sons who have kept company only with 
people of distinction. Yes, Miss Livy, 
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your poor father and I have suffered very 
much of late ; but I hope Heaven will for- 
give you.” During this reception, the 
unhappy victim stood pale and trembling, 
unable to weep or to reply : but I could 
not continue a silent spectator of her dis- 
tress ; wherefore, assuming a degree of se- 
verity in my voice and manner, which was 
ever followed with instant submission, “ I 
entreat, woman, that my words may be 
now marketl once for all : I have here 
brought you back a poor deluded wan- 
derer ; her return to duty demands the re- 
vival of our tenderness. The real hard- 
ships of life are now coming fast upon us ; 
let us not, therefore, increase them by dis- 
sension among each other. If we live 
harmoniously together, we may yet be con- 
tented, as there are enough of us to shut 
out the censuring world, and keep each 
other in countenance. The kindness of 
Heaven is promised to the penitent, and 
let ours be directed by the example. 
Heaven, we. are assured, is much more 
pleased to view a repentant sinner, than 
ninety-nine persons who have supported a 
course of undeviating rectitude. And this 
is right ; for that single effort by which 
we stop short in the down-hill path to per- 
dition, is itself a greater exertion of virtue 
than a hundred acts of justice.” 

CHAPTER XXIH. 

None hit ike Guilty can he long and comj[>letcly 
miserable. 

Some assiduity was now required to 
make our present abode as convenient as 
possible, and we were soon again qualified 
to enjoy our former serenity. Being dis- 
abled myself from assisting my son in our 
usual occupations, I read to my family 
from the few books that were saved, and 
particularly from such as, by amusing the 
imagination, contributed to ease the lieart. 
Our good neighbours, too, came every day, 
with the kindest condolence, and fixed a 
time in which they were all to assist at 
repairing my former dwelling. Honest 
Fanner Williams was not last among these 
visitors ; but heartily offered his friendship. 
He would even have renewed his addresses 
to my daughter; but she rejected him in 
such a manner, as totally repressed his 
future solicitations. Her grief seemed 


formed for continuing, and she was the 
only person of our little society that a week 
did not restore to cheerfulness. She now 
lost that unblushing lAiocence which once 
taught her to respect herself, and to seek 
pleasure by pleasing. Anxiety now had 
taken strong possession of her mind ; her 
beauty began to be impaired witli her con- 
stitution, and neglect still more contributed 
to diminish it. Every tender epithet be- 
stowed on her sister brought a pang to 
her heart, and a tear to her eye; and as 
one vice, though cured, ever plants others 
where it has been, so her former guilt, 
though di'iven out by repentance, left jea- 
lousy and envy behind. I strove a thou- 
sand ways to lessen her care, and even 
forgot my own pain in a concern for hers, 
collecting such amusing passages of his- 
tory as a strong memory and some reading 
could suggest. “ Our happiness, my dear,” 

I would say, “ is in the power of One who 
can bring it about a thousand unforeseen 
ways, that mock our foresight. If example 
be necessary to prove this. I’ll give you a 
story, my child, told us by a grave though 
sometimes a romancing historian. 

Matilda was married very young to a 
Neapolitan nobleman of the first quality, 
and found herself a widow and a mother 
at the age of fifteen. As she stood one 
day caressing her infant son in the open 
window of an apartment which hung over 
, the river Volturna, the child with a sud- 
; den spring leaped from her arms into the 
i flood below, and disappeared- in a mo- 
ment. The mother, struck with instant 
surprise, and making an effort to save him, 
i plunged in after ; but far from being able 
' to assist the infant, she herself with great 
I difficulty escaped to the opposite shore, just 
when some French soldiers were plunder- 
ing the country on that side, who imme- 
diately made her their prisoner. 

“As the war was then carried on between 
the French and Italians with the utmost 
inhumanity, they were going at once to 
perpetrate those two extremes suggested 
by appetite and cruelty. This base reso- 
lution, however, was opposed by a young 
officer, who, though their retreat required 
the utmost expedition, placed her behind 
him, and brought her in safety to his native 
city. Her beauty at first gaught his eye ; 



her merit, soon after, his heart. They 
were married : he rose to the highest posts j 
they lived long together, and were happy. 
But the felicity of a soldier can never be 
called permanent ; after an interval of 
several years, the troops which he com- 
manded having met with a repulse, he was 
obliged to take shelter in the city where he 
had lived witli his wife. Here they suffered 
a siege, and the city at length was taken. 
Few histories can produce more various 
instances of cmelty than those which the 
French and Italians at that time exercised 
pon each other. It ’was resolved by the 
victors, upon this occasion, to put all the 
French prisoners to death ; but particularly 
the husband of the unfortunate Matilda, as 
he -was principally instrumental in pro- 
tracting the siege. Their determinations 
were, in general, executed almost as soon 
as resolved upon. The captive soldier was 
led forth, and the executioner with his 
sword stood ready, while the spectators 
in gloomy silence awaited the fatal blow^, 
which was only suspended till the general 
who presided as judge should give the 
signal. It was in this interval of anguish 
and expectation that Matilda came to lake 
her last farewell of her husband and de- 
liverer, deploring her wTetched situation, 
and the cruelty of fate, that had saved her 
from perishing by a premature death in 
the river Vol turn a, to be the spectator of 
still greater calamities. The general, who 
was a young man, was struck with surprise 
at her beauty, and pity at her distress ; but 
with still stronger emotions when he heard 
her mention her former dangers. He was 
her son, the infant for whom she had en- 
countered so much danger. He acknow- 
ledged her at once as his mother, and fell 
her feet. The rest may be easily sup- 
posed : the captive was set free, and all 
the hap])iness that love, friendship, and 
duty, could confer on each, were united.” 

In this manner I would attempt to 
amuse my daughter : but she listened with 
divided attention ; for her own misfortunes 
engrossed all the pity she once had for 
those of another, and nothing gave her 
ease.^ In company she dreaded contempt ; 
and in solitude she only found anxiety, 
Such was the colour of her wretchedness, 
when we received certain information that 


Mr. Thornhill was going to be married to 
Miss Wihiiot, for whom I always sus- 
pected he had a real passion, though he 
took every opportunity before me to 
express his contempt both of her person 
and fortune. This news only served to 
increase poor Olivia’s aflliclion : such a 
flagrant breach of fidelity wars more than 
her courage could support. I was re- 
solved, however, to get more certain in- 
formation, and to defeat, if possible, the 
completion of his designs, by sending my 
son to old Mr. Wilmot’s, with instructions 
to know the truth of the report, and to 
deliver bliss Wilmot a letter, intimating 
blr. Thornhilks conduct in my family, 
bly son went in pursuance of my direc- 
tions, and in three days returned, assuring 
us of the truth of the account; but that 
he had found it imposvsible to deliver the 
letter, which he was therefore obliged to 
leave, as Mr. Thornhill and Miss \\rilmot 
were visiting round ,the country. They 
were to be married, he said, in a few days, 
having appeared, together at church the 
Sunday before he was there, in great 
splendour, the bride attended by six 
young ladies, and he by as many gentle- 
men. Their approaching nuptials filled 
the whole country with rejoicing, and 
they usually rode out together in the 
grandest ec|uipage that had been seen in 
the country for many years. All the 
friends of both families, he said, were 
there, particularly the Squire’s uncle, Sir 
William Thornhill, who bore so good a 
character. He added, that nothing but 
mirth and feasting w’ere going forward ; 
that all the country praised the young 
bride’s beauty, and the bridegroom’s fine 
person, and that they were immensely 
fond of each other; concluding, that lie 
could not help thinking blr. Thornhill 
one of the most happy men in tlie world. 

“Why, let him, if he can,” returned I : 

but, my son, observe this bed of straw 
and unsheltering roof ; those mouldering 
walls and humid floor ; my wretched body 
thus disabled by fire, and my children 
weeping round me for bread : you have 
come home, my child, to all this ; yet 
here, even here, you see a man that 
W'ould not for a thousand worlds exchange 
^ situations. Oh, my children, if you 
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could but learn to commune with your 
own hearts, and know what noble com- 
pany you can make them*, you would 
little regard the elegance and splendour 
of the worthless. Almost all men have 
been taught to call life a passage, and 
themselves the travellers. The similitude 
still may be improved, w'hen we observe 
that the good are joyful and serene, like 
travellers that are going towards home ; 
the wicked but by intervals happy, like 
travellers that are going into exile.” 

IMy compassion for my poor daughter, 
overpowered by this new disaster, inter- 
rupted what I had further to observe, I 
bade her mother support her, and after 
a short time she recovered. She ap- 
peared from that time more calm, and I 
imagined had gained a new degree of 
resolution ; but appearances deceived me : 
for her tranquillity was the languor of 
over-wrought resentment. A supply of 
provisions, charitably sent us by my kind 
parishioners, 'seemed to diffuse new cheer- 
fulness among the rest of the family, nor 
was I displeased at seeing them once more 
sprightly and at ease. It would have 
been unjust to damp their satisfactions, 
merely to condole with resolute melan- 
choly, or to burden them with a sadness 
they did not feel. Thus, once more the 
tale went round, and the song was de- 
manded, and cheerfulness condescended 
to hover round our little habitation. 

CHAPTER XXIV* 

Fresh Calamities, ' 

The next morning the sun arose with 
peculiar warmth for the season, so that 
wm agreed to breakfast together on the 
honeysuckle bank ; where, while we sat, 
my youngest daughter at my request 
joined her voice to the concert on the 
trees about us. It was in this place my 
poor Olivia first met her seducer, and 
every object served to recall her sadness. - 
But that melancholy which is excited by 
objects of pleasure, or inspired by sounds 
of harmony, soothes the heart instead of 
corroding it. lier mother, too, upon 
this occasion, felt a pleasing distress, and 
wept, and h'lved lier daughter as before. 
“'Do, my pretty Olivia,” cried she, “let 
US have that little melancholy air your 


papa was so fond of ; your sister Sophy 
has already obliged us. Do, child ; it 
will please your old father.” She com- 
plied in a manner so exquisitely pathetic 
I as moved me : 

j When lovely woman stoops to folly, 

And finds too late that men betray, 

' What charm can soothe her melancholy ? 

What art can wash lier guilt away? 

! The only art her guilt to cover, 

To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom, is— to die. 

As she was concluding the last stanza, 
to which an interruption in her voice from' 
sorrow gave peculiar softness, the appear- 
ance of Mr. Thornhiirs equipage at a 
distance alarmed us all, but particularly 
increased the uneasiness of my eldest 
daughter, who, desirous of shunning her 
betrayer, returned to the house with her 
sister. In a few minutes he was alighted 
from his chariot, and making up to the 
place where I was still sitting, inquired 
after my health with his usual air of 
familiarity. “ .Sir,” replied I, “your pre- 
sent assurance only serves to aggravate 
the baseness of your character ; and there 
was a time when I would have chastised 
your insolence for presuming thus to 
appear before me. But now you are safe ; 
for age has cooled my passions, and my 
calling restrains them.” 

“ I vow, my dear sir,” returned he, “ I 
am amazed at all this ; nor can I under- 
stand what it means ! I hope you don’t 
think your daughter’s late excursion with 
me had anything criminal in it?” 

“ Go,” cried I ; “ thou art a wretch, a 
poor, pitiful w'retch, and every way a liar : 
but your meanness secures you from my 
anger ! Yet, sir, I am descended from a 
family that would not have borne this I — 
And so, thou vile thing, to gratify a mo- 
mentary passion, thou hast made one poor 
creature wretched for life, and polluted a 
family that had nothing but honour for 
their portion I ” 

“ If she or you,” returned he, “are 
resolved to be miserable, I cannot help it. 
But you may still be happy ; and what- 
ever opinion you may have formed of me, 
you shall ever find me ready to contribute 
to it. We can marry her to another in a 
short time j and, what is more, she may 
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keep her lover beside ; for I protest I If so,” returned he, “ depend upon it 
shall ever continue to have a true regard you shall feel the effects of this insolence ; 
for her.” and we shall shortly see which is the 

I found all my passions alarmed at this fittest ohjectof scorn, you or me.”— Upon 
new degrading proposal ; for though the which he departed abruptly, 
mind may often be calm under great in- My wife and son, who were present at 
juries, little villany can at any time get this interview, seemed terrified with ap- 
within the soul, and sting it into rage.— prehension. My daughters also, finding 
“ Avoid my sight, thou reptile 1 ” cried I, that he was gone, came out to be informed 
“ nor continue to insult me with thy pre- of the result of our conference, which, 
sence. Were my brave son at home, he when known, alarmed them not less than 
would not suffer this ; but I am old and the rest. But as to myself, I disregarded 
disabled, and every way undone.” the utmost stretch of his malevolence : 

“ I find,” cried he, “ you are bent upon he had already struck the blow, and 
obliging me to talk in a harsher manner now I stood prepared to repel every 
than I nitended. But as I have shown new effort, like one of those instruments 
you what may be hoped from my friend- used in the art of war, which, however 
ship, it may not be improper to represent thrown, still presents a point to receive 
what may be the consequences of my the enemy. 

resentment. My attorney, to whom your We soon, however, found that he had 
late bond has been transferred, threatens not threatened in vain j for the very next 
hard ; nor do I know how to prevent the morning his steward came to demand my 
course of justice, except by paying the annual rent, which, by the train of accidents 
money myself 5 wliich, as I have been at ' already related, I was unable to pay. 
some expenses lately previous to my in- The consequence of my incapacity was 
tended marriage, is not so easy to be done, his driving my cattle that evening, and 
And then my steward talks of driving for their being appraised and sold the next 
the rent : it is certain he knows his duty ; day for less than half their value. My 
for I never trouble myself with affairs of wife and children now therefore entreated 
that nature. Yet still I could wish to me to comply upon any terms, rather than 
serve you, and even to have you and your incur certain destruction. They even 
daughter present at my marriage, which begged of me to admit his visits once 
is shortly to be solemnized with Miss more, and used all their little eloquence 
Wiimot ; it is even the request of my to paint the calamities I was going to 
charming Arabella herself, whom I hope endure, — the terrors of a prison in so 
you will not refuse.” rigorous a season as the present, with the 

“Mr. Thornhill,” replied I, “hear me danger that threatened my health from 
once for all : as to your marriage with the late accident that happened by the 
any hut my daughter, that I never will fire. But I Continued inflexible, 
consent to; and though your friendship “Why, my treasures,” cried I, “why 

could raise me to a throne, or your re- will you thus attempt to persuade me to 
sentment sink me to the gi'ave, yet would the thing that is not right? My duty has 
I despise both. Thou hast once wofuHy, taught me to forgive him ; but my con- 
irreparably deceived me. I reposed my science will not permit me to approve, 
heart upon thine honour, and have found Would you have me applaud to the world 
its baseness. Never more, therefore, ex- what my heart must internally condemn ? 
pect friendship from me. Go, and possess Would you have me tamely sit down and 
what fortune has given thee— -beauty, flatter our infamous betrayer ; and, to 
riches, health, and pleasure. Go, and avoid a prison, continually suffer the more 
leave me to want, infamy, disease, and galling bonds of mental confinement? 
sorrow. Yet, humbled as I am, shall No, never ! If we are to be taken from 
my heart still vindicate its dignity ; and this abode, only let us hold to the right ; 
though thou hast my forgiveness, thou and wherever we are thrown, we can still 
shalt ever have my contempt,” retire to a charming 'apartment, when wc 
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can look round our own hearts with 
intrepidity and with pleasure ! ” 

In this manner we spent that evening. 
Early the next morning, as the snow had 
fallen in great abundance in the night, 
my son was employed in clearing it away, 
and opening a passage before the door. 
He had not been thus engaged long, when 
he came running in, with looks all pale, 
to tell us that two strangers, whom he 
knew to be officers of justice, were making ' 
towards the house. 

Just as he spoke they came in, and ap- 
proaching the bed where I lay, after 
previously informing me of their employ- 
ment and business, made me their prisoner, 
bidding me prepare to go wdth them to the 
county gaol, which was eleven miles off. 

“My friends,” said I, “this is severe 
weather in which you have come to take 
me to a prison ; and it is particularly 
unfortunate at this time, as one of my 
arms has lately been burnt in a terrible 
manner, and it lias thrown me into a 
slight fever, and I want clothes to cover 
me, and I am now too weak and old to 
walk far in such deep snow ; but, if it 
must be so ” 

I then turned to my wife and children, 
and directed them to get together what 
few things were left us, and to prepare 
immediately for leaving this place. I 
entreated them to be expeditious ; and | 
desired my son to assist his eldest sister, : 
who, from a consciousness that she was 
the cause of all our calamities, was fallen, 
and had lost anguish in insensibility. I 
encouraged my wife, who, pale and 
trembling, clasped our affrighted little 
ones in her arms, that clung to her bosom 
in silence, dreading to look round at the 
strangers. In the meantime my youngest 
daughter prepared for our departure, 
and as she received several hints to use 
dispatch, in about an hour we \vere ready 
to depart. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

f No situatioriy however wretched it seetns, but 
has some sort of comfort attending it. 

We set forward from this peaceful neigh- 
bourhood, and walked on slowly. Sly 
eldest daughter being enfeebled by a slow 
fever, which had begun for some days to 


undermine her constitution, one of the 
officers who had a horse kindly took her 
behind him ; for even these men cannot 
entirely divest themselves of humanity. 
My son led one of the little ones by the 
hand, and my wife the other, while I 
leaned upon my youngest girl, whose tears 
fell, not for her own, but my distresses. 

We were now got from my late dwelling 
about two miles, when we saw a crowd, 
running and shouting behind us, consisting 
of about fifty of my poorest parishioners. 

, These, with dreadful imprecations, soon 
seized upon the two officers of justice, 
and swearing they would never see their 
minister go to gaol while they had a drop 
' of blood to shed in his defence, were 
' going to use them with great seventy. 
The consequence might have been fatal, 
had I not immediately interposed, and 
I with some difficulty rescued the officers 
from the hands of the enraged multitude. 
My children, who looked upon my delivery 
now as certain, appeared transported with 
joy, and were incapable of containing 
their raptures. But they were soon un- 
deceived, upon hearing me address the 
poor deluded people, who came, as they 
imagined, to do me service. 

“What ! my friends,” cried I, “and is 
this the way you love me? Is this the 
manner you obey the instructions I have 
given you from the pulpit ? Thus to fly 
in the face of justice, and bring down 
ruin on yourselves and me? Which is 
your ringleader ? Show me the man that 
has thus seduced you. As sure as he 
lives he shall feel my resentment. Alas ! 
my dear deluded flock, return back to the 
duty you owe to God, to your country, 

I and to me. I shall yet perhaps one day 
see you in greater felicity here, and con- 
tribute to make your lives more happy. 
But, let it at least be my comfort, when I 
pen my fold for immortality, that not one 
here shall be wanting. ” 

They now seemed all repentance, and, 
melting into tears, came one after the 
other to bid me farewell. I shook each 
tenderly by the hand, and leaving them 
my blessing, proceeded forward without 
meeting any further interruption. Some 
hours before night, we reached the town, 

, or rather village, for it consisted but of a 
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few mean liousesis having lost all its former 
opulence, and retaining no marks of its 
ancient superiority but the gaol. 

Upon entering, we put up at an inn, 
where we had such refreshments as could 
most readily be procured, and I supped 
with my family with my usual cheerfulness. 
After seeing them properly accommodated 
for that night, I next attended the sheriff’s 
officers to the prison, which had fonnerly 
been built for the purposes of war, and 
consisted of one large apartment, strongly 
grated, and paved with stone, common to 
both felons and debtors at certain hours 
in the four-and-twenty. Besides this, 
every prisoner had a separate cell, where 
he was locked in for the night. 

I expected, upon my entrance, to find 
nothing but lamentations and various 
sounds of misery ; but it was very different. 
The prisoners seemed all employed in one 
common design, that of forgetting thought 
in merriment or clamour. 1 was apprised 
of the usual perquisites required upon these 
occasions, and immediately complied with 
the demand, though the little money I 
had ^vas very near being all exhausted. 
This was immediately sent away for liquor, 
and the whole prison was soon filled with 
riot, laughter, and profanencss. 

IIow,” cried 1 to myself, “shall men 
so very wicked be cheerful, and shall I be 
melancholy ? I feel only the same con- 
finement with them, and I think I have 
more reason to be happy.” 

With such reflections I laboured to be- 
come cheerful ; but cheerfulness was never 
yet produced by effort, which is itself pain- 
ful. As I was sitting, therefore, in a 
corner of the gaol, in a pensive posture, 
one of my fellow-prisoners came up, and, 
sitting by me, entered into conversation. 
It was my constant rule in life never to 
avoid the conversation of any man who 
seemed to desire it : for if good, I might 
profit by his instruction ; if bad, he might 
he assisted by mine. I found this to be a i 
knowing man, of strong unlettered sense, 
but a thorough knowdedge of the world, 
as it is called, or, more proj)erly speaking, 
of human nature on the wrong side. He 
asked me if I had taken care to provide 
myself with a l>ed, which was a circum- 
stance I had never puce attended to. 


“That’s unfortunate,” cried he, “ as you 
are allowed here nothing but straw, and 
your apartment is very large and cold. 
However, you seem to be something of a 
gentleman, and, as I have been one myself 
in my time, part of my bed-clothes are 
heartily at your service,” 

I thanked him, professing my surprise 
at finding such humanity in a gaol in mis- 
fortunes ; adding, to let him see that I was 
a scholar, “ That the sage ancient seemed 
to understand the value of company in 
affliction, when he said Ton kosnio7i aine, 
ei dos ton etairon ; and, in fact,” continued 
I, “ what is the world if it affords only 
solitude?” 

“You talk of the world, sir,” returned 
my fellow-prisoner ; “ the world is in its 
dotage ; and yet the cosmogony or crea- 
tion of the -world has puzzled the philo- 
sophers of every age. What a medley of 
opinions have tlaey not broached upon the 
creation of the world ! Sanchoniathon, 
Manetho, Berosus, and Ocellus Lucanus, 
have all attempted it in vain. The latter 
has these words, Anarcho7i ai'a kai ate- 
intaio7t to pan^ which implies “ I ask 
pardon, sir,” cried I, “for interrupting so 
much learning; but I think I have heard 
all this before. Have I not had the plea- 
sure of once seeing you at Wellbridge 
fair, and is not yourname Ephraim Jenkin- 
soii?” At this demand he only sighed. 
“ I ^suppose you must recollect,” resumed 
I, “ one Doctor Primrose, from whom you 
bought a horse ? ” 

Tie now at once recollected me ; for the 
gloominess of the place and the approach- 
ing night had prevented his distinguishing 
my features before. “ Yes, sir,” reliirncd 
Mr. Jenkinson, “I remember you per- 
fectly -well ; I bought a horse, but forgot 
^ to pay for him. Your neighbour Flam- 
I borough is the only prosecutor I am any 
way afraid of at the next assizes ; for he 
intends to swear positively against me as 
a coinei'. I am heartily sorry, sir, 1 ever 
deceived you, or indeed any man ; for you 
see,” continued he, showing his shackles, 
“ what my tricks have brought me to.” 

“Well, sir,” replied I, “your kindness 
in oficring me assistance when you could 
expect no return shall be repaid with my 
^ueWavours to soften, or totally suppress^ 
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’Mr. Flamborougli’s evidence, and I will 
send my son to him for that purpose the 
first opportunity ; nor do I in the least 
doubt but he will comply with my request ; 
and as to my own evidence, you need be 
under no uneasiness about that.” 

“ Well, sir,” erned he, “ all the return 
I can make shall be yours. Y ou shall have 
more than half my bed-clothes to-night, 

’ and rii take care to stand your friend in 
I - the prison, where I tliink I have some 
I in line nee,” 

I thanked him, and could not avoid 
being surprised at the present youthful 
change in his aspect ; for at the time I had 
seen him before, he appeared at least sixty. 

“ Sir, ” answered he, “ you are little ac- 
quainted with the world ; I had, at that 
time, false hair, and have learnt the art 
of counterfeiting every age from seventeen 
i to seventy. Ah, sir ! had I but bestowed 

s half the pains in learning a trade that 1 

I have in learning to be a scoundrel, I might 
f have been a rich man at this day. But, 
rogue as I am, still I may be your friend, 
and that, perhaps, when you least expect 
it.” ' 

We were now prevented h'om further 
{ conversation by the arrival of the gaoler’s 
servants, avIio came to call over the pri- 
soners’ names, and lock up for the night. A 
f fellow also, wdth a bundle of straw for my 
bed, attended, who led me along a dark 
narrow passage, into a room paved like 
’ the common prison, and in one corner of 

this I spread my bed, and the clothes given 
me by my fellow-prisoner; which done, 
my conductor, who was civil enough, bade 
me a good night. After my usual medita- 
^ lions, and having praised my Heavenly 
! ^ Corrector, I laid myself down, and slept 
with the utmost tranquillity till morning. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

^ Reformation in the Gaol: to make laws com- 
^ jhleie, they should reward as well as faiiish. 

The next morning early, I was awakened 
^ • by my family, whom I found in tears at 
my bedside. The gloomy strength of every 
thing about us, it seems, had daunted them. 
I gently rebuked their sorrow, assuring 
them I had never slept with greater tran- 
quillity ; and next inquired after my eldest 
daughter, who was not among them. 


They informed me that yesterday’s un- 
easiness and fatigue had increased her 
fever, and it was judged proper to leave 
her behind. My next cai'e -was to send 
my son to procure a room or two to lodge 
the family in, as near the prison as con- 
veniently could be found. He obeyed; 
but could only find one apartment, which 
was hired at a small expense for his mother 
and sisters, the gaoler, with humanity, con- 
senting to let him and his two little bro- 
thers lie in the prison with me. A bed 
was therefore prepared for them in a corner 
of the room, which I thought answered 
very conveniently. I was -willing, however, 
previously to know whether my little chil- 
dren chose to lie in a place which seemed 
to fright them upon entrance. 

“ Well,” cried I, “iny good boys, how 
do you like your bed ? 1 hope you are 
not afraid to lie in this room, dark as it 
appears?” 

“No, papa,” says Dick, “I am not 
afraid to lie anywhere, where you are.” 

“And I,” says Bill, who was yet but 
four years old, “love every place best that 
my papa is in.” 

After this I allotted to each of the family 
what they were to do, !My daughter was 
particularly directed to watch her declining- 
sister’s health ; my wife was to attend me ; 
my little boys were to read to me : “ And 
as for you, my son,” continued I, “it is 
by the labour of your hands we must all 
hope to be supported. Your wages as a 
day-labourer -will be fully sufficient, with 
proper frugality, to maintain us all, and 
comfortably too. Thou art now sixteen 
years old, and hast strength ; and it was 
given thee, my son, for very useful pur- 
poses ; for it must save from famine your 
helpless parents and family. Prepare then, 
this evening, to look out for work against 
to-morrow, and bring home every night 
what money you earn for our support.” 

Having thus instructed him, and settled 
the rest, I %valked down to the common 
prison, where I could enjoy more air and 
room. But I was not long there when the 
execrations, lewdness, and brutality that 
invaded me on every side, drove me back 
to my apartment again. Here I sat for 
some time pondering upon the strange 
infatuation of wretches, who, finding all 
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manlcind ill open anus against them, were i it not worth your while, then) just to tiy 
labourim’- to make themselves a future and ; how you may like the usage of another 
a tremendous enemy* ■ I master, who gives you fair promises at least 

Their insensibility excited my highest ! to come to him ? Surely, my friends, of 
compassion, and blotted my own tineasi- j all stupidity in the world, his must be the 
ness from my mind. It even appeared a ! greatest, who, after robbing a house, runs 
duty incumbent upon me to attempt to to the , thief-takers for protection. And 
reclaim them. I resolved, therefore, once yet, how are you more wise? You are 
more to return, and, in spite of their con- all seeking comfort from one that has 
tempt, to give them my advice, and con- already betrayed you, applying to a more 
quer them by my perseverance. Going, malicious being than any thief-taker of 
therefore, among them again, I informed them all ; for they only decoy and then hang 
Mr. Jenkinson of my design, at which he pu ; but he decoys and hangs, and, what 
laughed heartily, hut communicated it to is worst of all, will not let you loose after 
the rest. The proposal was received with the hangman has done.” 
the greatest good humour, as it proin^d When I had concluded, I received the 
to afford a new fund of entertainmeift to compliments of my audience, some of 
j-iersons who had now no other resource whom came and shook me by the hand, 
for mirth but what could be derived from swearing that I was a very honest fellow, 
ridicule or debauchery. and that they desired my further acquaint- 

I therefore read them a portion of the ance. I therefore promised to repeat my 
.service with a loud, unaffected voice, and lecture next day, and actually conceived 
found my audience perfectly merry upon some hopes of making a reformation here ; 
the occasion. Lewd whispers, groans- of for it had ever been my opinion, that no 
contrition burlesqued, winking and cough- man was past the hour of amendment, 
ing, alternately excited laughter. How- every lieart lying open to the shafts of re- 
ever, I continued with my natural solemnity proof, if the archer could but take a proper 
to read on, sensible that what I did might aim. Y'hen I had thus satisfied my mind, 
mend some, hut could itself receive no I went back to my apartment, where my 
contamination from any. wife prepared a frugal meal, while^ Mr. 

After reading, I entered upon my ex- Jenkinson begged leave to add his dinner 
hortalion, which was rather calculated at to ours, and partake of the pleasure, as he 
first to amuse them than to reprove. I was kind enough to express it, of my con- 
previously observed, that no other motive versation. He had not yet seen my 
but tlieir welfax’c could induce me to this ; family ; for as they came to my apartment 
that I was their fellow-prisoner, and now by a door in the narrow passage already 
got nothing by preaching. I was sorry, described, by this means they avoided the 
I said, to hear them so very profane j be- common prison. Jenkinson at the first 
cause they got nothing by it, but might lose interview, therefore, seemed not a little 
agreatdeal: “For be a.ssurec], my friends,” struck with the beauty of my youngest 
cried I, — “for you are my friends, how- daughter, which her pensive air conlri- 
ever the world may disclaim your friend- buted to heighten ; and my little ones did 
ship, — though you swore twelve thousand not pass unnoticed, 
oaths in a day, it would not put one penny “Alas, Doctor,” cried he, “these chil- 
in your purse. Then %vhat signifies calling dreii are too handsome and too good for 
every moment upon the devil, and court- such a place as this ! ” 
ing his friendship, since you find how “Why, Mr. Jenkinson,” replied I, 
scurvily he uses you ? He has given you “ thank Heaven, 'my children are pretty 
nothing here, you find, but a mouthful of tolerable in morals ; and if they be good, 
oaths and an empty belly; and, by the it matters little for the rest.” 
best accounts I have of him, he will give “1 fancy, sir,” returned my fellow- 
you nothing that’s good hereafter. prisoner, ‘ ‘ that it must give you great 

“If used ill in our dealings with one comfort to have all this little family about 
man, we naturally go elsewhere. Were you.” 
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“ A comfort, Mr. Jenkinson ! ” replied 
I ; “ yes, it is indeed a comfort} and I 
would not be without them for all the 
world ; for they can make a dungeon seem 
a palace. There is but one way in this 
life of wounding my happiness, and that 
is by injuring them.^’ 

“ I am afraid then, sir,” cried he, “that 
I am in some measure culpable j for I 
think I see here (looking at my son 
Moses) one that I have injured, and by 
whom I wish to be forgiven.” 

My son immediately recollected his 
voice and features, though he had before 
seen him in disguise, and taking him 
by the hand, with a smile, forgave him. 

“ Yet,” continued he, “ I can’t help won- 
dering at what you could see in my face, 
to think me a proper mark for deception.” 

“ My dear sir,” returned the other, “ it 
was not your face, but your white stock- 
ings, and the black ribbon in your hair, 
that allured me. But, no disparage- 
ment to your parts, I have deceived wiser 
men than you in my time ; and yet, with 
all my tricks, the blockheads have been 
too many for me at last.” 

“ I suppose,” cried my son, that the 
narrative of such a life as yours must be 
extremely instructive and amusing.” 

“Not much of either,” returned Mr. ; 
Jenkinson, “ Those relations which de- 
scribe the tricks and vices only of mankind, 
by increasing our suspicion in life, retard 
our success. The traveller that distrusts 
every person he meets, and turns back upon 
the appearance of every man that looks 
like a robber, seldom ai'rives in time at his 
journey’s end. 

“ Indeed, I think, from my own expe- 
rience, that the knowing one is the silliest 
fellow under the sun. I was thought cun- 
ning from my very childhood: when but 
seven years old, the ladies would say that 
I was a perfect little man j at fourteen, I 
knew the world, cocked my hat, and loved 
the ladies ; at twenty, though I was per- 
fectly honest, yet every one thought me so 
cunning, that not one would trust me. 
Thus I was at last obliged to turn sharper 
in my own defence, and have lived ever 
since, my head throbbing with schemes to 
deceive, and my heart pal pita ting with fears 
of detection. I used often to laugh at your 


honest simple neighbour Flamborougli, 
and, one way or another, generally cheated 
him once a year. Yet still the honest 
man went forward without suspicion, and 
grew rich, while I still continued tricksy 
and cunning, and was poor, without the 
consolation of being honest. However,” 
continued he, “let me know your case, 
and what has brought you here ; perhaps, 
though I have not skill to avoid a gaol 
myself, I may extricate my friends.” 

In compliance with his curiosity, I in- 
formed him of the whole train of accidents 
and follies that had plunged me into my 
present troubles, and my utter inability to 
get free. 

After hearing my story, and pausing 
some minutes, he slapped his forehead, as 
if he had hit upon something material, and 
took his leave, saying, he would try what 
could be done. 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

The same subject contimied. 

The next morning I communicated to 
my wife and children the scheme I had 
planned of reforming the prisoners, which 
they received with universal disapproba- 
tion, alleging the impossibility and impro- 
priety of it ; adding that my endeavours 
would no way contribute to their amend- 
ment, but might probably disgrace my 
calling, 

“Excuse me,” returned I; “these 
people, however fallen, are still men ; and 
that is a very good title to my affections. 
Good counsel rejected, returns to enrich 
the giver’s bosom ; and though the instnic- 
tion I communicate may not mend them, 
yet it will assuredly mend myself. If these 
wretches, my children, were princes, there 
would be thousands ready to offer their 
ministry ; but, in my opinion, the heart 
that is buried in a dungeon is as precious 
as that seated upon a throne. Yes, my 
treasures, if I can mend them, I will : 
perhaps they will not all despise me. Per- 
haps X may catch up even one from the 
gulf, and that will be great gain ; for is 
there upon earth a gem so precious as the 
human soul?” 

Thus saying, I left them, and descended 
to the common prison, where I found the 
prisoners very merry, expecting my ar- 



; and each prepared with son:»e gaol 
upon the Doctor. • Thus, as 
>ne turned my wig 
and then asked my 
who stood at some 
of spitting through 
his teeth, which fell in showers upon my 
book. A third would ciy Amen in such 
affected tone, as gave the rest great de- 
light. A fourth had slyly picked my pocket 
of my spectacles. But there ■was one 
whose trick gave more universal pleasure ■ 
than all the rest ; for, observing the man- 
ner in which 1 had disposed my books on 
the table before me, he very dexterously 
one of them, and put an obscene 
of his own in the place. How- 
ever, i took no notice of all that this mis- 
chievous group of little beings could do, 
])ut went on, perfectly sensible that what 
■was ridiculous in my attempt would excite 
mirth only the first or second time, while 
what was serious would be permanent. 
My design succeeded, and in less than six 
days some were penitent, and all attentive. 
It was now that I applauded my per- 
and address, at thus giving sen- 
sibility to wretches divested of every moral 
feeling, and now began to think of doing 
tlmm temporal services also, by rendering 
theirsitiiatiou somewhat more comfortable. 
Their time had hitherto been divided be- 
tween famine and excess, tumultuous riot 
and bitter repining. Their only employ- 
ment was quarrelling among each other, 
playing at cribbage, and cutting tobacco- 
stoppers. From tins last mode of idle 
industry I took the hint of selling such as 
chose to work at cutting pegs for tobacco- 
nists and shoemakers, the proper wood 
being bought by a general subscription, 
when manufactured, sold by my ap- 
pointment ; so that each earned something 
every day — a trifle indeed, but sufficient to 
maintain him. 

did not stop here, but instituted fines 
the punishment of immorality, and re- 
wards for peculiar industry. ■ Thus, in less 
than a fortnight I had formed them into 
something social andjiumane, and had the 
pleasure of regarding myself as a legisla- 
tor, who had brought men from their native 
ferocity into friendship and obedience. 
And it were highly to be wished, that 


legislative power would thus direct the law 
rather to reformation than severity ; that 
it ■would seem convinced that the work of 
eradicating crimes is not by making punish- 
ments familiar, but formidable. Then, 
instead of our present prisons, wh i ch 
find or make men guilty, •^vhich enclose 
wretches for the commission of one crime, 
and return them, if returned alive, fitted for 
the perpetration of thousands ; we should 
see, as in other parts of Europe, places of 
penitence and solitude, where the accused 
might be attended by such as could give 
them repentance, if guilty, or new motives 
to virtue, if innocent. And this, but not 
the increasing punishments, is the way to 
mend a State. Nor can I avoid even 
questioning the validity of that right which 
social combinations have assumed, of capi- 
tally piinishing offences of a slight nature. 
In cases of murder, their right is obvious, 
as it is the duty of us all, from the law of 
self-defence, to cut off that man who has 
shown a disregard for the life of another. 
Against such, all nature rises in arms ; but 
it is not* so against him who steals my pro- 
perty. Natural law gives me no right to 
take away his life, as, by that, the horse 
he steals is as much his property as mine. 
If, then, I have any right, it must be from 
a compact made between us, that he who 
deprives the other of his horse shall die. 
But this is a false compact ; because no 
' man has a right to barter his life any more 
than to take it away, as it is not Ins own. 

I And besides, the compact is inadequate, 

I and would be set aside, even in a court of 
modern equity, as tliere is a great penalty 
for a very trilling convenience, since it is 
far better that two men should live than 
that one man should ride. But a com- 
pact that is false between two men, is 
equally so between a hundred, or a hun- 
dred thousand ; for as ten millions of 
circles can never make a square, so the 
united voice of myriads cannot lend the 
smallest foundation to falsehood. It is 
thus that reason speaks, and untutored 
nature says the same thing. Savages, that 
are directed by natural law alone, are 
very tender of the lives of each other ; 
they seldom shed blood but to retaliate 
former cruelty. 

Our Saxon ancestors, fierce as they were 
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in war, had but few executions in times of 
peace; and, in all commencing govern- 
ments that have the print of nature still 
strong upon them, scarce any crime is 
held capital. 

It is among the citizens of a refined com- 
munity that penal laws, which are in the 
hands of the rich, are laid upon the poor. 
(Government, while it grows older, seems 
to acquire the moroseness of age ; and, as 
if our property were become dearer in pro- 
portion as it increased — as if the more 
enormous our wealth the more extensive 
our fears — all our possessions are paled 
up with new edicts every day, and hung 
round with gibbets to scare every invader. 

• I cannot tell whether it is from the num- 
ber of our penal laws, or the licentiousness 
of our people, that this country should 
show more convicts in a year than half the 
dominions of Europe united. Perhaps it 
is owing to both ; for they mutually pro- 
duce each other. When, by indiscriminate 
penal laws, a nation beholds the same 
punishment affixed to dissimilar degrees of 
guilt, from perceiving no distinction in the 
penalty, the people are led to lose all sense 
of distinction in the crime, and this dis- 
tinction is the bulwark of all morality: 
thus the multitude of laws produce new 
vices, and new vices call for fresh re- 
straints. 

It were to be wished, then, that power, 
instead of contriving new laws to punish 
vice ; instead of drawing hard the cords of 
society till a convulsion come to burst 
them ; instead of cutting away wretches 
as useless before we have tried their utility; 
instead of converting correction into ven- 
geance, — it were to be wished that we 
tried the restrictive arts of government, 
and made law the protector, but not the 
tyrant of the people. W e should then find 
that creatures, whose souls are held as 
dross, only wanted the hand of a refiner : 
we should then find that creatures, now 
stuck up for long tortures, lest luxury 
should feel a momentary pang, might, if 
properly treated, serve to sinew the state 
in times of danger ; that as their faces are 
like ours, their hearts are so too ; that few 
minds are so base as that perseverance 
cannot amend ; that a man may see his 
last crime without dying for it ; and that i 


very little blood will serve to cement our 
security. 

CHAPTER XXVin. 

Happbiess and Misery rather the result of Fru' . 
de nee than of Virtue in this life; temj>oral evils 
or felicities being rega7'dedhy Heaven as things 
merely in themselves Hijlmg^ afid -u^iworthy 
its care in the distribution. 

I HAD now been confined more than a 
fortnight, but had not since my arrival 
been visited by my dear Olivia, and I 
greatly longed to see her. Having com- 
municated my wishes to my wife, the next 
morning the poor girl entered my apart- 
ment, leaning on her sister’s arm. The 
change which I saw in her countenance 
struck me. The numberless gi-aces that 
once resided there were now fled, and the 
hand of death seemed to have moulded 
every feature to alarm me. Her temples 
were sunk, her forehead was tense, and a 
fatal paleness sat upon her cheek. 

“ I am glad to see thee, my dear,” cried 
I ; “ but why this dejection, Livy? I hope, 
my love, you have too great a regard for 
me to permit disappointment thus to un- 
dermine a life which I prize as my own. 
P>e cheerful, child, and we may yet see 
happier days.” 

“ You have ever, sir,” replied she, 
“been kind to me, and it adds to my pain 
that I shall never have an opportunity of 
sharing that happiness you promise. Hap- 
piness, I fear, is no longer reserved for me 
here; and I long to be rid of a place 
w'here I have only found distress. Indeed, 
sir, I wish you would make a proper sub- 
mission to Mr. Thornhill; it may in some 
measure induce him to pity you, and it 
will give me relief in dying.” 

“Never, child,” replied I; “never will 
I be brought to acknowledge my daughter 
a prostitute ; for though the world may 
look upon your offence with scorn, let it 
be mine to regard it as a mark of credulity, 
not of guilt. My dear, I am no way miser- 
able in this place, however dismal it may 
seem ; and be assured, that while you 
continue to bless me by living, he shall 
never have my consent to make you more 
wretched by marrying another.” 

After the departure of my daughter, my 
fellow-prisoner, who was by at this inter- 
view, sensibly enough expostulated on my 
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obstinacy in refusing a submission which 
promised, to give me freedom. He ob- 
served, that the rest of my family was not 
to be sacrificed to the peace of one child 
alone, and she the only one who had of- 
fended me. “ Besides,” added he, I don’t 
know if it he just thus to obstruct the uniori 
of man and wife, which you do at present, 
by refusing to consent to a match you can- 
not hinder, but may render unhappy.” 

“ Sir,” replied I, “ you are unacquainted 
with the man that oppresses us. I am 
very sensible that no submission I can 
make could procure me liberty even for an 
hour. I am told that even in this very 
room a debtor of his, no later than last 
year, died for want. But though my sub- 
mission and approbation could transfer me 
from hence to the most beautiful apartment 
he is possessed of, yet I would grant 
neither, as something whispers me that it 
would be giving a sanction to adultery. 
While my daughter lives, no other mar- 
riage of his shall ever be legal in my eye. 
Were she removed, indeed, I should be the 
basest of men, from any resentment of my 
own, to attempt putting asunder those who 
wish for a union. No, villain as he is, I 
should then wish him married, to prevent 
the consequences of his future debauch- 
eries. But now, should I not be the most 
cruel of all fathers to sign an instrument 
which must send my child to the grave, 
merely to avoid a prison myself ; and thus, 
to escape one pang, break my child’s heart 
with a thousand?” 

He acquiesced in the justice of this 
answer, but could not avoid obsendng, that 
he feared my daughter’s life was already too 
miicli wasted to keep me long a prisoner. 
“However,” continued he, “though you 
refuse to submit to the nephew, I hope you 
have no objections to laying your case be- 
fore the uncle, who has the first character 
in the kingdom for eveiything that is just 
and good. I would advise you to send 
him a letter by the post, intimating all his 
nephew’s ill usage ; and my life for it, that 
in three days you shall have an answer.” 
I thanked him for the hint, and instantly 
set about complying ; but I wanted paper, 
and unluckily all our money had been laid 
out that morning in provisions ; however, 
he supplied me. 



For the three ensuing days I was in a 
state of anxiety to know what reception 
my letter might meet with; but in tlie 
meantime was frequently solicited by my 
wife to submit to any conditions rather than 
remain here, and every hour received 
repeated accounts of the decline of my 
daughter’s health. The third day and the 
fourth arrived, but I received no answer 
to my letter : the complaints of a stranger 
against a favourite nephew were no %vay 
likely to succeed ; so that these hopes soon 
vanished like all my former. My mind, 
ho%vever, still supported itself, though 
confinement and bad air began to make a 
visible alteration in my health, and my arm 
that had suffered in the fire grew worse. 
My children, however, sat by me, and 
while I was stretched on my straw, read 
to me by turns, or listened and wept at my 
instructions. But my daughter’s health 
declined faster than mine .* every message 
from her contributed to increase my ap- 
prehensions and pain. The fifth morning 
after 1 had w’ritten the letter which was 
sent to Sir William Thornhill, I was 
alarmed with an account that she was 
speechless. Now it was that confinement 
was truly painful to me; my soul was 
bursting from its prison to be near tlie pil- 
low of my child, to comfort, to strengthen 
her, to receive her last wishes, and teach 
her soul the way to Heaven! Another 
account came : she was expiring, and yet 
I was debarred the small comfort of weep- 
ing by her. My fellow-prisoner, some 
time after, came with the last account. 

He bade me be patient : she was dead ! 

The next morning he returned, and found 
me with my two little ones, now' my only 
companions, who \vere using all their inno- 
cent efforts to comfort me. They entreated 
to read to me, and bade me not to cry, for 
I was now too old to weep. “ And is not 
my sister an angel, now, papa?” cried the 
eldest ; “ and why, then, are you sorry for 
her? I wish I were an angel out of this 
frightful place, if my papa were with me.” 
— “Yes,” added my youngest darling, 
“ Heaven, where my sister is, is a finer 
place than this, and there are none but 
good people there, and the people here 
are very bad.” 

Mr. Jenkinson interrupted their harmless 
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prattle by observing, tliat, now my daugh- young ladies, they might have been the 
ter was no more, I should seriously think most agreeable intercessors, 
of the rest of my family, and attempt to save “ W ell, sir, ” said I to my fellow-prisoner, 
my own life, which wais every daydeclin- “you now discover the temper of the man 
iiig for w'ant of necessaries and wholesome that oppresses me. He can at once be 
air. He added, that it was now incum- facetious and cruel : but, let him use me 
bent on me to sacrifice any pride or re- as he will, I shall soon be free, in spite of all 
sentnient of my own to the welfare of his bolts to restrain me. 1 am now draw- 
those who depended on me for support ; ing towards an abode that looks brighter 
and that I was now, both by reason and as I approach it : this expectation cheers 
justice,' obliged to try to reconcile my my afflictions, and though I leave an help-- 
landlord. less family of orphans behind me, yet they 

“ Heaven be praised,” replied I, ‘‘there will not be utterly forsaken : some friend, 
is no pride left me now : I should detest perhaps, will be found to assist them for 
my own heart if I saw either pride or re- the sake of their poor father, and some 
■sentment lurking there. On the contrary, may charitably relieve them for the sake of 
as my oppressor has been once my parish- their heavenly Father.” 
loner, I hope one day to present him up Just as I spoke, my wife, whom I had 
an unpolluted soul at the eternal tribunal, not seen that day before, appeared with 
No, sir, I have no resentment now; and looks of terror, and making efforts, but im- 
though he has taken from me what I held able, to S]Deak. “Why, my love,” cried 
dearer than all his treasures, though he I, “ why wdll you thus increase my afflic- 
has wrung my heart, ■ — for I am sick almost tions by your own ? What though no sub- 
to fainting, very sick, my fellow-prisoner, missions can^turn our severe master, though 
■—yet that shall never inspire me with he has doomed me to die in this place of 
vengeance. I am now willing to approve wretchedness, and though we have lost a 
his marriage : and, if this submission can darling child, yet still you will find comfort 
do him any pleasure, let him know that in your other children when I shall be no 
if I have done him any injury I am sorry more. ”~“ We have indeed lost,” returned 
for it.” she, “a darling child. My Sophia, my 

Mr. Jenkinson took pen and ink, and dearest is gone ; snatched from us, carried 
■wrote down my submission nearly as I off by ruffians !” — “How, madam,” cried 
have expressed it, to which I signed my my fellow-prisoner, “Miss Sophia carried 
name. My son was employed to carry off by villains ! sure it cannot be ? ” 
the letter to Mr. Thornhill, who was then She could only answer by a fixed look, 
at his seat in the country. He went, and, and a flood of tears. But one of the pri- 
in aliout six hours, returned with a verbal soners’ wives who was present, and came 
answer. He had some difficulty, he said, in with her, gave us a more distinct ac- 
to get a sig:ht of his landlord, as the ser- count .* she informed us, that as my wife, 
vants were insolent and Suspicious : but he my daughter, and herself were taking a 

walk together on the great road, a little way 
out of the village, a post-chaise and pair 
drove up to them, and instantly stopped ; 
upon which a well-dressed man, but not 
humblest manner, and delivered the letter, Mr. Thornhill, stepping out, clasped my 
which, when Mr. Thornhill had read, he daughter round the waist, and forcing her 
said that all submission was now too late in, bade . the postilion drive on, so that 
and unnecessary ; that he had heard of our they were out of sight in a moment, 
application to his uncle, which met with “ Now,” cried I, “ the sum of my miseries 
the contempt it deserved ; and, as for the is made up, nor is it in the power of any- 
rest, that all future applications should be thing on earth to give me another pang, 
directed to bis attorney, not to him. He What ! not one left ! — not to leave me one I 
observed, however, that as he had a very — The monster! — The child that was next 
good opinion of the discretion of the two ^ rny heartl—she had the beauty of an angel, 



accidentally saw him as he was going out 
upon business, preparing for his marriage, 
which was to be in three days. He con- 
tinued to inform us, that he stept up in the | 
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and almost the wisdom of an angel. — But 
support that woman, nor let her fall.— Not 
to leave me one ! ” 

'‘Alas! my husband,’' said my wife, 
“ you seem to want comfort even more 
than 1. Our distresses are great, but I could 
l>ear this and mom, if 1 saw you but easy. 
They may lake away my children, and all 
the world, if they leave me but you.” 

hly son, who was present, endeavoured 
to moderate our grief; he bade us take 
comfort, for he hoped that we might still 
have reason to be thankful. “ My child,” 
cried I, “look round the world, and see 
if there be any happiness left me now. Is 
not every ray of comfort shut out, while 
all our bright prospects only lie beyond the 
grave ? ” — “ My dear father, ” returned he, 
“I hope there is still something that will 
give you an interval of satisfaction ; for I 
have a letter from my brother George.” — 
“What of him, child?” interrupted I ; 
“does he know our misery? I- hope my 
boy is exempt from any part of w'hat his 
wretched family suffers?” — “Yes, sir,” 
returned lie, “ he is perfectly gay, cheer- 
ful, and happy. His letter brings nothing 
l)Ut good news ; he is the favourite of his 
colonel, who promises to procure him the 
very next lieutenancy that becomes va- 
cant.” 

“ And are you sure of all this ?” cried 
my wife ; “ are you sure that nothing ill 
has befallen my boy?” — “Nothing, in- 
deed, madam,” returned my son; “you 
shall see the letter, which wall give you 
the highest pleasure ; and if anything can 
procure you comfort, I am sure that wall,” 
— “ But arc you sure,” still repeated .she, 
“ that the letter is from himself, and that 
he is really so happy?” — Yes, madam,” 
replied he, “it is certainly his, and he 
will one day be the credit and support of 
our family.” — “Then, I thank Provi- 
dence,” cried she, “ that my last letter to 
him has miscarried. Yes, my clear,” con- 
tinued she, turning to me, “I will now 
confess, that though the hand of Heaven 
is sore upon us in other instances, it has 
been favourable here. By the last letter 
1 wrote my son, which was in the bitter- 
ness of anger, I desired him, upon his 
mother’s blessing, and if he had the heart 
of a man, to see justice done his father and 


sister, and avenge our cause. But, thanks 
be to Him that, directs all things, it has 
miscarried, and I am at rest.”—- “Woman !” 
cried I, “ thou hast done very ill, and, at 
another time, my reproaches might have 
been more severe. Oh ! what a tremen- 
dous gulf hast thou escaped, that would 
have buried both thee and him in endless 
ruin ! Providence, indeed, has here been 
kinder to us than we to ourselves. It has 
reserved tliat son to be the father and pro 
tector of my children wdien I shall be aw'ay. 
Plow unjustly did I complain of being 
stripped of every comfort, wdien still I hear 
that he is happy, and insensilile of our 
afflictions ; still kept in reserve to support 
his widowed mother, and to protect his 
brothers and sisters ! But what sisters lias 
he left ? He has no sisters now^ : they are 
all gone, robbed from me, and I am un- 
done.” — “ P'ather,” interrupted my son, 
“ I beg you will give me leave to read this 
letter — I know it will please you. ” Upon 
wdiich, with my permission, he react as 
follows : 

PIoNOURED Sir, — I have called off my 
imagination a few moments from the plea- 
sures that surround me, to fix it upon ob- 
jects that are still more pleasing, —the dear 
little fireside at home. My lancy draws 
that harmless group, as listening to every 
line of this wdth great composure. I view' 
those faces wdth delight, wdiich never felt 
the deforming hand of ambition or distress I 
But, wdiatever your happiness may be at 
home, I am sure it wdll be some addition to 
it to hear, that I am perfectly pleased w'ith 
my situation, and every way happy here. 

Our regiment is countermanded, and is 
not to leave the kingdom. The colonel, 
wdio professes himself my friend, takes me 
wdth him to all companies wdiere he is 
acquainted, and, after my first visit, 
I generally find myself received wdth 
increased respect upon repeating it. I 

danced last night with Lady G , and, 

could I forget you know'- whom, I might 
be perhaps successful. But it is my fate 
still to remember others, wdiile I am myself 
forgotten by most of my absent friends; 
and in this number, I fear, sir, that I must 
consider you ; for I have long expected the 
pleasure of a letter from home, to no 
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purpose. Olivia and Sophia too promised 
to write; but seem to have forgotten me. 
Tell them they are two arrant little bag- 
gages, and that I am, at this moment, in 
a most violent passion with them ; yet still, 
I know not how, though I want to bluster 
a little, my heart is respondent only to 
softer emotions. Then, tell them, sir, that, 
after all, I love them affectionately ; and 
be assured of my ever remaining 

Y our dutiful Son. 

“In all our miseries,” cried I, “what 
thanks have we not to return, that one at 
least of our family is exempted from what 
\ve suffer ? Heaven be his guard, and keep 
my boy thus happy, to be the support 
of his widowed mother, and the father of 
these two babes, which is all the patrimony 
I can now bequeath him ! . May he keep 
their innocence from the temptations of 
want, and be their conductor in the paths 
of honour ! ” I had scarce said these 
words, when a noise like that of a tumult 
seemed to proceed from the prison below : 
it died away soon after, and a clanking of 
fetters was heard along the passage that 
led to my apartment. The keeper of the 
prison entered, holding a man all bloody, 
wounded, and fettered with the heaviest 
irons. I looked with compassion on the 
wretch as he approached me, but with 
horror, wdien I found it was my own son. 
“ My George ! my George ! and do I be- 
hold thee thus ? Wounded — fettered! Is 
this thy happiness ? is this the manner you 
return to me ? Oh that this sight could 
break my heart at once, and let me die ! ” 

“ Where, sir, is your fortitude?” returned 
my son, with an intrepid voice. “ I must 
suffer ; my life is forfeited, and let them 
take it,” 

I tried to restrain my passions for a few 
minutes in silence, .but I thought I should 
have died with the effort. — “Oh, my boy, 
my heart weeps to behold thee thus, and I 
cannot, cannot help it. In the moment 
that I thought thee blest, and prayed for 
thy safety, to behold thee thus again ! 
Chained — wounded ; and yet the death of 
the youthful is happy. But I am old, a very 
old man, and have lived to see this day ! To 
see my children all untimely falling about, 
me, while I continue a wretched survivor 


in the midst of ruin I May all the curses 
that ever sunk a soul fall heavy upon the 
murderer of my children 1 May he live, 
like me, to see- — 

“ Hold, sir ! ” replied my son, “ or I shall 
blush for thee. How, sir 1 forgetful of 
your age, your holy calling, thus to arro- 
gate the justice of Heaven, and tling those 
curses upward that must soon descend to 
crush thy own grey head with destruction ! 
No, sir, let it be your care now to lit me 
for that vile death I must shortly suffer ; 
to arm me with hope and resolution ; to 
give me courage to drink of that bitterness 
which must shortly be my portion.” 

“ My child, you must not die : I am sure 
no offence of thine can deserve so vile a 
punishment. My George could never be 
guilty of any crime to make his ancestors 
ashamed of him.” 

“ Mine, sir,” returned my son, “ is, I 
fear, an unpardonable one. When I re- 
ceived my mother’s letter from home, I 
immediately came down, determined to 
punish the betrayer of our honour, and 
sent him an order to meet me, which he 
answered, not in person, but by despatch- 
ing four of his domestics to seize me. I 
wounded one who first assaulted me, and 
I fear desperately ; but the rest made me 
their prisoner. The coward is determined 
to put the law in execution against me ; 
the proofs are undeniable : I have sent a 
challenge, and as I am the first transgressor 
upon the statute, 1 see no hopes of pardon. 
But you have often charmed me with your 
lessons of fortitude ; let me now, sir, find 
them in your example.” 

“ And, my son, you shall find them. I 
am now raised above this world, and all 
the pleasures it can produce. From this 
moment I break from my heart all the ties 
that held it doum to earth, and will pre- 
pare to fit us both for eternity. Yes, my 
son, I will point out the way, and my soul 
shall guide yours in the ascent, for we will 
take our flight together. I now see, and 
am convinced, you can expect no pardon 
Irere ; and I can only exhort you to seek 
it at that greatest tribunal where we both 
shall shortly answer. But, let us not be 
niggardly in our exhortation, but let all 
our fellow-prisoners have a share : — Good 
gaoler, let them be pennitted to stand here 


I 
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while I attempt to improve them.’’ Thus 
saying, I made an effort to rise from my 
straw, but wanted strength, and was able 
only to recline against the wall. The pri- 
soners assembled themselves according to 
my directions, for they loved to hear my 
counsel : my son and his mother supported 
me on either side ; Hooked and saw that 
none were wanting, and then addressed 
them with the following exirortation. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

endued dealings of Provitience demonstraied 
with rega7'd to the Hapfy and the Miserable 
here below. That, from the nature of Pleasure 
a7td Paul, the wretched must be repaid the 
balance of their sufferings m ike life here- 
after. 

“jMv friends, my children, and fellow- 
sufferers, when I reflect on the distribution 
of good and evil here below, I find that 
much has been given man to enjoy, yet 
still more to suffer. Though we should 
examine the whole world, we shall not 
fiild one man so happy as to have nothing 
left to wish for ; but we daily see thousands 
who by suicide show us they have nothing 
left to hope. In this life, then, it appears 
that we cannot be entirely blest, but yet we 
may be completely miserable, 

“ Why man should thus feel pain ; why 
our wretchedness should be requisite in the 
formation of universal felicity ; why, when 
all other systems are made perfect by the 
perfection of their subordinate parts, the 
great system should require for its perfec- 
tion parts that are not only subordinate to 
others, hut imperfect in themselves — these 
are questions that never can be explained, 
and might be useless if known. On this 
subject, Providence has thought fit to elude 
our cariosity, satisfied with granting us 
motives to consolation. 

“ In this situation man has called in the 
friendly assistance of philosophy ; and 
Heaven, seeing the incapacity of that to 
console him, has given him the aid of re- 
ligion. The consolations of philosophy are 
very amusing, but often fallacious: -it tells 
us, that life is filled with comforts, if we 
will but enjoy them ; and, on the other 
hand, that though we unavoidably have 
miseries here, life is short and they will 
Thus do these consolatipns 


destroy each other ; for, if life is a place 
of comfort, its shortness must be misery, 
and if it be long, our griefs are protracted. 
Thus philosophy is weak ; but religion 
comforts in a higher strain. Man is here, 
it tells us, fitting up his mind, and pre- 
paring it for another abode. When the 
good man leaves the body, and is all a 
glorious mind, he will find he has been 
making himself a heaven of happiness 
here ; while the wretch that has been 
maimed and contaminated by his vices, 
shrinks from his body with terror, and 
finds that he has anticipated the vengeance 
of Heaven. To religion, then, W'C must 
hold, in every circumstance of life, for our 
truest comfort: for if already we are happy, 
it is a pleasure to think that we can make 
that happiness unending ; and if we arc 
miserable, it is very consoling to think 
that there is a place of rest. Thus, to the 
fortunate, religion bolds out a continuance 
lof bliss ; to the wretched, a change from 
\pain. 

But though religion is very kind to all 
men, it has promised peculiar rewards to 
the unhappy : the sick, the naked, the 
houseless, the heavy laden, and the pri- 
soner, have ever most frequent promises in 
our sacred law. The Author of our religion 
eveiywhere professes himself the \vretch’s 
friend, and, unlike the false ones of this 
world, bestows all his caresses upon the 
forloni. The unthinking have censured 
this as partiality, as a preference without 
merit to deserve it. But they never reflect, 
that it is not in the power even of Heaven 
itself to make the offer of unceasing felicity 
as great a gift to the happy as to the 
miserable. To the first, eternity is but a 
single blessing, since at most it but in- 
creases what they already possess. To 
the latter, it is a double advantage ; 
for it diminishes their pain here, and 
rewards them with heavenly bliss here- 
after, 

“ But Providence is in another respect 
kinder to the poor than to the ricli ; for 
as it thus makes the life after death more 
desirable, so it smoothes the passage there,' 
The wretched have had a long familiarity 
with every face of terror. The man of 
sorrows lays himself quietly clown, without 
possessions to regret, and but fe^Y ties to 


THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD, 


stop his departure : he feels only natiu'e’s 
pang in the final separation, and this is no 
way greater than he has often fainted 
under before ; for, after a certain degree of 
pain, every new breach that death opens 
in the constitution nature kindly covers 
with insensibility. 

“ Thus Providence has given the 
wretched two advantages over the happy 
in this life, — greater felicity in dying, and 
' in heaven all that superiority of pleasure 
u'hich arises from contrasted enjoyment. 
And this superiority, my friends, is no 
small advantage, and seems to be one of 
the pleasures of the poor man in the para- 
ble ; for thoirgh he was already in heaven, 
and felt all the raptures it could give, yet 
- it was mentioned as an addition to his 
happiness, that he had once been wretched, 
and now was comforted ; that he had 
known what it was to be miserable, and 
now felt what it was to be happy. 

“ Thus, my friends, you see religion does 
what philosophy could never do: it shows 
the equal dealings of Heaven to the happy 
and the unhappy, and levels all human 
enjoyments to nearly the same standard. 
It gives to both rich and poor the same 
happiness hereafter, and equal hopes to 
aspire after it ; but, if the rich have the 
advantage of enjoying pleasure here, the 
poor have the endless satisfaction of 
knowing what it was once to be miserable, 
when crowned with endless felicity here- 
after ; and even though this should be 
called a small advantage, yet, being an 
eternal one, it must make up by duration 
what the temporal happiness of the great 
may have exceeded by intenseness. 

“These are, therefore, the consolations 
which the wretched have peculiar to them- 
selves, and in which they are above the 
rest of mankind ; in other respects, they 
are below them. They who would know 
the miseries of the poor, must see life and 
endure it. To declaim on the temporal 
advantages they enjoy, is only repeating 
what none either believe or practise. The 
men who have the necessaries of living, 
are not poor ; and they who want them, 
must be miserable. Y es, my friends, we 
must be miserable. No vain efforts of a 
\ refined imagination can soothe the wants 
' of nature, can give elastic sweetness to the 


pank vapour of a dungeon, or ease to the 
‘throbbings of a broken heart. Let the 
philosopher from his couch of softness tell 
us that we can resist all these : alas ! the 
effort by which we resist them is still the 
greatest pain. Death is slight, and any - 
man may sustain it ; but torments are 
dreadful, and, these no man can endure. 

“ To us then, my friends, the promises 
of happiness inheaven should be peculiarly 
dear ; for if our reward be in this life 
alone, we are then, indeed, of all men the 
most miserable. When I look round these 
gloomy walls, made to terrify as well as 
to confine us ; this light, that only serves 
to show the horrors of the place ; those 
shackles, that tyranny has imposed, or 
crime made necessary ; when I survey 
these emaciated looks, and hear those 
groans— oh, my friends, what a glorious ex- 
change would heaven be for these ! To fly 
through regions luiconfined as air — to bask 
in the sunshine of eternal bliss — to carol 
over endless hymns of praise— to have no 
master to threaten or insult us, but the form 
of Goodness himself for ever in our eyes ! — 
when I think of these things, death be- 
; comes the messenger of very glad tidings ; 

; when I think of these things, his sharpest 
I arrow becomes the staff of my support ; 

I when I think of these things, what is there 
in life worth having ; when I think of these 
things, what is there that should not be 
spurned away: kings in their palaces 
sliould groan for such advantages; but 
we, humbled as we are, should yearn for 
them. 

“ And shall these things be ours ? Ours 
they will certainly he, if we but try for them ; 
and, what is a comfort, we are shut out 
from many temptations that woirld retard 
our pursuit. Only let us try for them, and 
they will certainly be ours ; and, what is 
still a comfort, shortly too : for if we look 
back on a past life, it appears but a very 
short span, and whatever we may think of 
the rest of life, it will yet be found of less 
duration ; as we grow older, the days seem 
to grow shorter, and our intimacy with 
Time ever lessens the perception of his stay,- 
' Then let us take comfort now, for we shall 
, soon be at our journey’s end ; we shall soon 
; lay down the heavy burden laid by Heaven 
: upon US > and though death, the only friend 
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of tlie wretched, for a little while mocks even greater than hers, interrupted what 
the weary traveller with the view, and like she was going to add. 
his horizon still flies before him; yet the Ah ! Mr. Burchell,” cried I, “ this is 
time will certainly and shortly come, when but a wu*etched habitation you now find us 
we shall cease from our toil; when the in; and we are now very different from 
luxuriant great ones of the world shall no what you last saw us. You were ever our 
more tread ms to the earth ; when we shall friend : we have long discovered our errors 
think with pleasure of our sufferings below; with regard to you, and repented of our 
when we shall be surrounded with all our ingratitude. After the vile usage you 
friends, or such as deseiwed our friendsliip ; then received at my hands, I am almost 
when our bliss shall be unutterable, and ashamed to behold your face ; yet I hope 
still, to crown all, unending.” you’ll forgive me, as I was deceived by a . 

base ungenerous -wretch, who, under the 
CHAPTER XXX. mask of friendship, has undone me,” 

Happier Prospects hegm to appear. Lei us he “It is impossible,” Cried Mr. Burchell, 
injle.xible, and Fortune will at last change in “ that I should forgive you, as yoU never 
ourpavour. deserved my resentment. I partly saw 

When I had thus finished, and my au- your delusion then, and as it was out of my 
dience was retired, the gaoler, who was one power to restrain, I could only pity it.” 
ofthe most humane of his profession, hoped “ It was ever my conjecture,” cried I, 

I would not be displeased, as what he did “ that your mind was noble ; but now I 
was but his duty, obserwng, that he must find it so.— But tell me, my dear child, 
be obliged to remove my son into a stronger how thou hast been relieved, or who the 
cell, but that he should be permitted to ruffians were who carried thee away?” 
revisit me every morning. I thanked him “Indeed, sir,” replied she, “as to the 
for his clemency, and grasping my boy’s villain who carried me off, I ant yet igno- 
hand, bade him farewell, and be mindful rant. For, as my mamma and I were walk- < 
of the great duty that was before him. ing out, he came behind us, and, almost 
I again therefore laid me down, and one before I could call for help, forced me into 
of my little ones sat by my bedside read- the post-chaise, and in an instant the horses 
ing, when Mr. Jenkinson entering, informed drove away. I met several dh the road, to 
me that there was news of my daughter ; whom I cried out for assistance, but they 
for that she was seen by a person about disregarded my entreaties. In the mean- 
two hours before in a strange gentleman’s time, the ruffian himself used every art to 
company, and that they had stopped at a hinder me from crying out : he flattered 
neighbouring village for refreshment, and and threatened by turns, and swore that, if 
seemed as if returning to town. lie had I continued but silent, he intended no barm, 
scarcely delivered this news when the In the meantime I had broken the canvas 
gaoler came, with looks of haste and that he had drawn up, and whom should 
pleasure, to inform me that my daughter I perceive at some distance but your old 
was found. Moses came running in a friend Mr. Burchell, walking along with: ■ 
moment after, crying out that his sister his usual swiftness, with the great slick for 
Sophia was below, and coming up with which we used so much to ridicule him. 
our old friend Mr. Burchell. As soon as we came within hearing, I called 

Just as he delivered this news, my dearest out to him by name, and entreated his help, 

girl entered, and, with looks almost wild I repeated my exclamations several times, 

^ with pleasure, ran to kiss me, in a trans- upon which, with a very loud voice, he bid 

I port of affection. Her mother’s tears and the postilion stop ; but the boy took no 

silence also showed her pleasure. “ Here, notice, but drove on with still greater speed, 

-papa,” cried the charming girl,“here is the I now thought he could never overtake us, 

, brave man to whom I owe my delivery ; to when, in less than a minute, I saw Mr. Bur- 

i this gentleman’s intrepidity I am indebted cliell come running up by the side of the 

formy happiness and safety- ” A kiss horses, and, with one blow, knock the 

) from Mr. Burchell,, whose pleasure seemed postilion to the ground. The horses, when 
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he was fallen, soon stopped of themselves, 
and the ruffian, stepping out, with oaths and 
menaces, drew his sword, and ordered him, 

' at his peril, to retire ; but Mr. Burchell, 
running up, shivered his sword to pieces, 
and then pursued him for near a quarter of 
a mile ; but he made his escape. I was at 
this time come out myself, willing to assist 
my deliverer • but he soon returned to me 
in triumph. The postilion, who was re- 
covered, was going to make his escape too ; 
but Mr. Burcheir ordered him at his peril 
to mount again and drive back to town. 
Finding it impossible to resist, he reluc- 
tantly complied, though the wound he 
had received seemed, to me at least, to be 
dangerous. He continued to complain of 
the pain as we drove along, so that he 
at last excited Mr. Burchell’s compassion, 
who, at my request, exchanged him for 
another, at an inn where we called on our 
return.” 

“ Welcome, then,” cried I, “my child ! 
and thou, her gallant deliverer, a thou- 
sand welcomes ! Though our cheer is but 
wretched, yet our hearts are ready to re- 
ceive you. And now, Mr. Burchell, as you 
have delivered my girl, if you think her a 
recompense, she is yours : if you can stoop 
to an alliance with a family so poor as 
mine, take her ; obtain her consent, — as I 
know you have her heart, — and you have 
mine. And let me tell you, sir, that I 
give you no small treasure : she has been 
celebrated for beauty, it is true^ but that 
is not my meaning, -7-I give you up a 
ti'easure in her mind.” 

“But I suppose, sir,” cried Mr. Bur- 
chell, “that you are apprised of ray cir- 
cumstances, and of my incapacity to 
support her as she deserves ?” 

“ If your present objection,” replied I, 

“ be meant as an evasion of my offer, I 
desist : but I know no man so worthy to 
deserve her as you ; and if I could give 
her thousands, and thousands sought her 
from me, yet my honest brave Burchell I 
should be my dearest choice.” 

To all this his silence alone seemed to 
give a mortifying refusal : and, without the 
least reply to my offer, he demanded if he 
could not be furnished with refreshments 
from the next inn ; to which being answered 
in the affirmative, he ordered them to send 


in the best dinner that could be provided 
upon such short notice. He bespoke also 
a dozen of their best wine, and some 
cordials for me ; adding, with a smile, that 
he would stretch a little for once, and, 
though in a prison, asserted he was never 
better disposed to be merry. ‘The waiter 
soon made his appearance with prepara- 
tions for dinner ; a table was lent us by the 
gaoler, who seemed remarkably assiduous ; 
the wine was disposed in order, and two 
very well dressed dishes were brought in. 

My daughter had not yet heard of her 
poor brother’s melancholy situation, and 
we all seemed unwilling to damp her cheer- 
fulness by the relation. But it was in vain 
that I attempted to appear cheerful : the 
circumstances of my unfortunate son broke 
through all efforts to dissemble ; so that I 
was at last obliged to damp our mirth by 
relating his misfortunes, and wishing that 
he might be permitted to share with us in 
this little interval of satisfaction. After 
my guests were recovered from the con- 
sternation my account had produced, I re- 
quested also that Mr. Jenkinson, a fellow- 
prisoner, might be admitted, and the gaoler 
granted my request with an air of unusual 
submission. The clanking of my son’s irons 
was no sooner heard along the passage, 
than his sister ran impatiently to meet 
him, while Mr. Burchell, in the meantime, 
asked me if my son’s name was George^ 
to which replying in the affirmative, he 
still continued silent. As soon as my boy 
entered the room, I could perceive he re- 
garded Mr. Burchell with a look of aston- 
ishment and reverence. “ Come on,” cried 
I, “ my son ; though we are fallen very 
low, yet Providence has been pleased to 
grant us some small relaxation from pain. 
Thy sister is restored to us, and there is 
her deliverer to that brave man it is that 
I am indebted for yet having a daughter : 
give him, my boy, the hand of friendship ; 
he deserves our warmest gratitude.” 

My son seemed all this while regard- 
less of what I said, and still continued 
fixed at a respectful distance. “ My dear 
brother,” cried his sister, “ why don’t you 
thank my good deliverer ? the brave should 
ever love each other.” ^ 

He still continued his silence and aston- 
ishment, till our guest at last perceived 
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himself to be known, and, assuming all 
Ills native dignity, desired my son to come 
forward. Never before had I seen any- 
thing so truly majestic as the air he as- 
sumed on this occasion. The greatest 
object in the universe, says a certain philo- 
sopher, is a good man struggling with ad- 
versity ; yet there is still a greater, which 
is the good man that comes to relieve it. 
After he had regarded my son for some 
time with a superior air, “ I again find,'" 
said he, “unthinking boy, that the same 

crime ” Tut here he was interrupted 

by one of the gaoler’s servants, who came 
to inform us that a person of distinction, 
who had driven into town with a chariot 
and several attendants, sent his respects 
to the gentleman that was with us, and 
begged to know when he should think 
proper to be waited upon. “ bid the fel- 
low wait,” cried our gue.st, “till I shall 
have leisure to receive him and then 
turning to my son, “ I again find, sir,” 
proceeded he, “ that you are guilty of the 
same offence for which you once had my 
reproof, and for which the law is now pre- 
paring its justest punishments. You 
imagine, perhaps, that a contempt for your 
own life gives you a right to take that of 
another : but where, sir, is the difference 
between a duellist, who hazards a life of 
no value, and the murderer who acts with 

f reater security ? Is it any diminution of 
le gamester’s fraud, when he alleges that 
he has staked a counter ?” 

“Alas, sir,” cried I, “ whoever you are, 
pity the poor misguided creature ; for what 
he has done was in obedience to a deluded 
mother, who, in the bitterness of her re- 
sentment, required him, upon her blessing, 
to avenge her quarrel. Here, sir, is the 
letter, which will serve to convince you of 
her imprudence, and diminish his guilt,” 
He took the letter, and hastily read it 
over. ** This,” says he, * ‘ though not a per- 
fect excuse, is such a palliation of his fault 
as induces me to forgive him. And now, 
sir,” continued he, kindly taking my son 
by the hand, “ I see you are surprised at 
finding me here ; but I have often visited 
prisons upon occasions less interesringt I 
am now come to see justice done a worthy 
man, for whom I have the most sincere 
fsteem* I have long been a disguised 


spectator of thy father’s benevolence. I 
have, at his little dwelling, enjoyed respect 
uncontaminated by flattery ; and have re- 
ceived that happiness that courts could not , 
give, from the amusing simplicity around 
his fire-side. My. nephew has been ap- 
piised of my intentions of coming here, 
and, I find, is arrived. It would be wrong- 
ing him and you to condemn him without 
examination : if there be injury, there shall 
be redress ; and this I may say, without 
boasting, that none have ever taxed the 
injustice of Sir William Thornhill.” 

We now found the personage whom we 
had so long entertained as an harmless 
amusing companion, was no other than the 
celebrated Sir William Thornhill, to whose 
virtues and singularities scarce any were 
strangers. The poor Mr. Biirchell was in 
I'eality a man of large fortune and great 
interest, to whom senates listened with 
applause, and whom party heard with con- 
viction ; who was the friend of his country, 
but loyal to liis king. My poor wife, re- 
collecting her former familiarity, seemed 
to shrink with apprehension ; but Sophia, 
who a few moments before thought him 
her own, now perceiving the immense dis- 
tance to which he was removed by fortune, 
was unable to conceal her tears. 

‘ ‘ Ah ! sir, ” cried my wife, with a piteous 
aspect, “ how is it possible that I can ever 
have your forgiveness ? The slights you 
received from me the last time I had the 
honour of seeing you at our house, and the 
jokes which I audaciously threw out — 
these, sir, I fear, can never be forgiven.” 

“ IMy dear good lady,” returned he with 
a smile, “ if you had your joke, I had my 
answer : I’ll leave it to all the company if 
mine were not as good as yours. To say 
the truth, I know nobody whom I am dis- 
posed to be angiy with at present, but the 
fellow who so frighted my little girl here. 

I had not even time to examine the rascal’s 
person so as to describe him in an adver- 
tisement. Can you tell me, Sophia, my dear, 
whether you should know him again ?” 

“Indeed, sir,” replied she, “ I can’t be 
positive ; yet now I recollect, he had a 
large mark over one of his eyebrows.” — 

“ I ask pardon, madam,” interrupted Jen- 
kinson, who was by, “ but be so good as 
to inform me if the felloy wore his ourn 
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red hair?” — “Yes, I think so,” cried scription, for he had made the study of 
wSophia, “And did' your honour,” con- physic his amusement, and was more than 
timiedhe, turning to Sir William, “observe moderately skilled in the profession : this 
the length of his legs ? ” — “ I can’t be sure being sent to an apothecary who lived in 
of their length,” cried the Baronet, “but the place, my arm was dressed, and I found 
I am convinced of their swiftness ; for he almost instantaneous relief We were 
outran me, which is what I thought few waited upon at dinner by the gaoler himself, 
men in the kingdom could have done.” — who was willing to do our guest all the 
“Please your honour,” cried Jenkinson, honour in his power. But before we had 
“ I know the man : it is certainly the same ; w^ell dined, another message was brought 
the best runner in England ; he has beaten from his nephew, desiring permission to 
Pinwire of Newcastle : Timothy Baxter appear in order to vindicate his innocence 
is his name ; I know him perfectly, and and honour ; with which request the 
the very place of his retreat this moment. Baronet eomplied, and desired jMr. Thorn- 
If your honour will bid Mr. Gaoler let twm hill to be introduced, 
of his men go with me, r 11 engage to pro- 
duce him to you in an hour at farthest.” CHAPTER XXXI. 

Upon this the gaoler was called, who in- Former Benevolence nenv repaid with 
stantly appearing, Sir William demanded pecied Interest 

if he knew him. “Yes, please your Mr. Thornhill made his appearance 
honour,” replied the gaoler, “I know Sir wdth a smile, which he seldom wanted, 
William Thornhill w’ell, and everybody and w- as going to embrace his uncle, which 
that know^s anything of him wall desire to ; the other repulsed wdth an air of disdain, 
know more of him.” — “ Well, then,” said i “ No fawning, sir, at present,” cried the 
the Baronet, “ my request is, that you will j Baronet, wdth a look of severity ; “ the 
permit this man and two of your servants ; only way to my heart is by the road of 
to go upon a message by my authority ; j honour ; but here I only see complicated 
and as I am in the commission of the peace, | instances of falsehood, cow^ardice, and 
I undertake to secure you.”— “ Your pro- I oppression. Plow is it, sir, that this poor 
mise is sufficient,” replied the bthei*, “ and | man, for whom I know^ you professed a 


you may, at a minute’s w^arning, send them j friendship, is used thus hardly ? Plis 
over England whenever your honour thinks ! daughter vilely seduced as a recompense 
fit.” I for his hospitality, and he himself thrown 

In pursuance of the gaoler’s compliance, ; into prison, perhaps for resenting the in- 


Jenkinson waas despatched in search of 
Timothy Baxter, wdiile we wore amused 
w'ith the assiduity of our youngest boy Bill, 
wdio had just come in and climl^ed up Sir 
William’s neck, in order to kiss him. His 
mother was immediately going to chastise 
his familiarity, but the worthy man pre- 
vented her ; and taking the child, all rag- 
ged as he was, ixpon his knee, “ What, 
Bill, you chubby i-ogue,” cried he, “ do you 
remember your old friend Burchcll ? and 
Dick, too, my honest veteran, are you 
here ? you shall find I have not forgot you.” 
So saying, he gave each a large piece of 
gingerbread, wdiich the poor fellows ate 
very heartily, as they had got that morn- 
ing a very scanty breakfast. 

We now sat down to dinner, wdxich was 
almost cold ; but previously, my arm still 
continuing painful j Sir William wrote a -pre- 


suit ? Plis son, too, w'hoin you feared to 
face as a man ” 

“Is it possible, sir,” interrupted his 
nephew, “that my uncle should object 
that as a crime, w'hich his repeated in- 
structions alone have persuacled me to 
avoid ? ” 

“ Your rebuke,” cried Sir William, “is 
just ; you have acted, in this instance, 
prudently and well, though not quite as 
your father would have done; my brother, 
indeed, was the soul of honour ; but thou 

Yes, you have acted, in this in- 

tance, perfectly right, and it has my 
warmest approbation,” 

“ And Ihope,” said hisnephew% “that 
the rest of my conduct will not be found 
to deserve censure. I appeared, sir, with 
this gentleman’s daughter at some places 
of public amusement : thus, what was 
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levity, scandal called by a harsher name, 
and It was reported I had debauched her. 

I waited on her father in person, willing 
to clear the thing to his satisfaction, and 
he received me only with insult and abuse. 
As for the rest, with regard to his being 
here, my attorney and steward can best 
inform you, as I commit the management 
of business entirely to them. If he has 
contracted debts, and is unwilling, or even 
unable to pay them, it is their business to 
proceed in this manner : and I see no 
hardship or injustice in pursuing the most 
legal means of redress.” 

“ If this,” cried Sir William “be as you 
have stated it, there is nothing unpar- 
donable in your offence ; and though your 
conduct might have been more generous 
in not suffering this gentleman to be op- 
pressed by subordinate tyranny, yet it has 
been at least equitable.” 

“ He cannot contradict a single parti- 
cular,” replied the Squire ; “ I defy him 
to do so ; and several of my seiwants are 
ready to attest what I say. Thus, sir,” 
continued he, finding that I was silent, for 
in fact I could not contradict him — “thus, 
sir, my own innocence is vindicated : but 
though at your entreaty I am ready to for- 
give this gentleman every other offence, 
yet his attempts to lessen me in your es- 
teem excite a resentment that I cannot 
govern ; and this, too, at a time when his 
son was actually preparing to take away 
my life, — this, I say, was such guilt, that 
I am determined to let the laiv take its 
course. I have here the challenge that 
was sent me, and two witnesses to prove 
it : one of my servants has been wounded 
dangerously ; and even though my uncle 
himself should dissuade me, which I know 
he will not, yet I will see puhlic justice 
done, and he shall suffer for it.” 

“ Tlioii monster ! ” cried my wife, “ hast 
thou not had vengeance enough already, 
but must my poor boy feel thy cruelty? I 
hope that good Sir William will protect 
us ; for my son is as innocent as a child : 
I am sure he is, and never did harm to 
man.” 

“Madam,” replied the good man, “your 
wishes for his safety are not greater than 
mine ; hut I am sorry to find his guilt too 
plain ; and if my nephew persists ” 


But the appearance of Jenkinson and the 
gaoler’s two servants now called off our at- 
tention, who entered, hauling in a tall man, 
very genteelly dressed, and answering the 
description already given of the ruffian who 
had carried off iny daughter. “Here,” 
cried Jenkinson, pulling him in, “ here we 
have him ; and if ever there was a candi- 
date for Tyburn, this is one.” 

The moment Mr. Thornhill perceived 
the prisoner, and Jenkinson who had him 
in custody, he seemed to shrink back with 
terror. His face became pale with con- 
scious guilt, and he would have withdrawn, 
but Jenkinson, who perceived his design, 
stopped him. “ What, Squire, ” cried he, 
“ are you ashamed of your two old ac- 
quaintances, Jenkinson and Baxter? But 
this is the way that all great men forget 
their fiiends, though I am resolved we 
will not forget you. Our prisoner, please 
your honour,” continued he, turning to Sir 
William, “ has already confesBed all. This 
is the gentleman reported to be so danger- 
ously wounded. He declares that it was 
Mr. Thornhill who first put him upon this 
affair ; that he gave him the clothes he 
now wears, to appear like a gentleman, 
and furnished him with the post-chaise. 
The plan was laid between them, that he 
should carry off the young lady to a place 
of safety, and that there he should threaten 
and terrify her ; but Mr. Thornhill was to 
come in, in the meantime, as if by acci- 
dent, to her rescue ; and that they should 
fight a while, and then he was to run off, — 
by which Mr. Thornhill would have the 
better opportunity of gaining her affec- 
tions himself, under the character of her 
defender.” 

Sir William remembered the coat to 
have been worn by his nephew, and all the 
rest the prisoner himself confirmed by a 
more circumstantial account,* concluding, 
that Mr. Thornhill had often declared to 
him that he was in love with both sisters at 
the same time. 

“ Heavens ! ” cried Sir William, “ what 
a viper have I been fostering in my bosom ! 
And so fond of public justice, too, as he 
seemed to be ! But he shall have it : se- 
cure him, Mr. Gaolcr—Yet, hold ! I fear 
there is not legal evidence to detain him.” 

Upon this Mr. Thornhill, with the 
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utmost humility, entreated that two such 
abandoned wretches might not be admit- 
ted as evidences against him, but that his 
servants should be examined. Y our ser- 
vants ! ” replied Sir William. Wretch.! 
call them yours no longer: but come, let 
us hear what those fellows have to say; let 
his butler be called.” 

When the butler was introduced, he 
soon perceived by his former master’s 
looks that all his power was now over. 
‘‘Tell me,” cried Sir AVilliam, sternly, 

“ have you ever seen your master, and that 
fellow dressed up in his clothes, in com- 
pany together?”— Yes, please your 
honour, ” cried the butler, “ a thousand 
times: he was the man that always brought 
]iim his ladies.” — “How!” interrupted 
young Mr. Thornhill, “ this to my face ?’* 
“Yes,” replied the butler, “or to any 
man’s face. To tell you a truth, Master 
Thornhill, I never either loved you or liked 
you, and I don’t care if I tell you now a 
piece of my mind.” — •“ Now, then,” cried 
Jenkinson, “ tell his honour whether you 
know anything of me. I can’t say,” , 
replied the butler, “ that I know much ' 
good of you. The night that gentleman’s | 
daughter was deluded to our house, you i 
were one of them.”— So then,” cried Sir | 
William, “ I find you have brought a veiy 
fine witness to prove your innocence : thou 
stain to humanity ! to associate with such 
wretches ! But,” continuing his examina- 
tion, “you tell me, Mr. Butler, that this 
was the person who brought him this old 
gentleman’s daughter,” — “ No, please your 
honour,” replied the butler, “ lie did not 
bring her, for the Squire himself under- 
took that business ; but he brought the 
priest that pretended to marry them.” — 
“ It is but too true,” cried Jenkinson : “I 
cannot deny it; that was the employment 
assigned me, and I confess it to my confu- 
sion.” 

“ Good heavens !” exclaimed the Baro- 
net, “ how every new discovery of his vil- 
lany alarms me ! All his guilt is now too 
plain, and I find his prosecution was dic- 
tated by tyranny, cowardice, and revenge. 
At my request, Mr. Gaoler, set this young 
officer, now your prisoner, free, and trust 
to me for the consequences. I’ll make it 
my business to set the affair in a proper 


light to my friend the magistrate, who has 
committed him. But where is the unfor- 
tunate young lady herself ? Let her appear 
to confront this wretch: I long to know 
by what arts he has seduced her. Entreat 
her to come in. Where is she ? ” 

“ Ah! sir,” said I, “that question stings 
me to the heart: I was once indeed happy 
in a daughter, but her miseries—^ — ” 
Another interruption here prevented me ; 
for who should make her appearance but 
Miss Arabella Wihnot, who was next day 
to have been married to Mr. Thornhill. 
Nothing could equal her surprise at seeing 
Sir William and his nephew here before 
her; for her arrival was quite accidental. 
It happened that she and the old gentle- 
man, her father, were passing through the 
town, on the way to her aunt’s, who had 
insisted that her nuptials with Mr.dlmrn- 
hill should be consummated at her house; 
but stopping for refreshment, they put up 
at an inn at the other end of the town. It 
Was there, from the window, that tht 
young lady happened to observe one of 
my little boys playing in the street, and 
instantly sending a footman to bring the 
child to her, she learned from him some 
account of our misfortunes; but was still 
kept ignorant of young Mr. Thornhill’s 
being the cause. Though her father made 
several remonstrances on the impropriety 
of going to a to visit us, yet they 

were ineffectual; she desired the child to 
conduct her, which he did, and it was 
thus she surprised us at a juncture so 
unexpected. 

Nor can I go on without a reflection on 
those accidental meetings, which, though 
they happen every day, seldom excite our 
surprise but upon some extraordinary oc- 
casion. To what a fortuitous concurrence 
do we not owe every pleasure and conve- 
nience of our lives I How many seeming 
accidents must unite before we can be 
clothed or fed ! The peasant must be dis- 
posed to labour, the shower must fall, the 
wind fill the merchant’s sail, or numbers 
must want the usual supply. 

We all continued silent for some mo- 
ments, while my charming pupil, which 
was the name I generally gave this young 
lady, united in her looks compassion and 
i astonishment, which gave new finishing to 
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But by this time my son was freed from 
the encumbrances of justice, as the person 
supposed to be wounded was detected to 
be aii impostor. Mr. Jenkinson, also, who 
had acted as his valet»de-chambre, had 
dressed up his hair, and lurnished him witli 
whatever was necessary to make a genteel 
appearance. He now therefore entered 
handsomely dressed in his regimentals ; 
and, without vanity {for I am above it), 
he appeared as handsome a fellow as ever 
wore a military dress. As he entered, he 
made MissWilmot a modest and distant 
bow, for he was not as yet acquainted witli 
the change wdaich the eloquence of his 
mother had wrought in his favour. But no 
decorums could restrain the impatience of 
his blushing mistress to be forgiveh. Her 
tears, her looks, all contributed to discover 
the real sensations of her heart, for having 
forgotten her former promise, and having 
suffered herself to be deluded by an impos- 
tor. My son appeared amazed at her* 
condescension, and could scarce believe it 
real.— “Sure, madam,” cried he, “this is 
but delusion 1 I can never have merited 
this! To be blessed thus is to be too 
happy.”— “No, sir,” replied she ; “ I have 
been deceived, basely deceived, else no- 
thing could have ever made me unjust to 
my promise. Y ou know my friendship — 
you have long known it— but forget what I 
have done, and as youonce had my warm- 
est vows of constancy, you shall now have 
them repeated ; and be assured, that if your 
Arabella cannot be yours, she shall never 
be another’s.”—' And no other’s you shall 
be,” cried Sir William, “ if I have any in- 
fluence with your father.” 

This hint was sufficient for my son Moses, 
who immediately flew to the inn where the 
old gentleman was, to inform him of every 
circumstance that had happened. But, in 
the meantime, the Squire, perceiving that 
he was on every side undone, now finding 
that no hopes were left from flattery or dis- 
simulation, concluded that his wisest way 
would be to turn and face his pursuers. 
Thus, laying aside all shame, he appeared 
the open, hardy villain. “I find, then,” 
cried he, “ that I am to expect no justice 
here j but I am resolved it shall be done 
me. You shall know^ sir,” turning to Sir 
William, “ I am no longer a poor depen- 


her beauty. — “ Indeed, mydearMr.Thorn- 
hill,” cried she to the Squire, who she sup- 
posed was come here to succour, and not 
to oppress us, “ I take it a little unkindly 
that you should come here without me, or 
never inform me of the situation of a family 
so dear to us both : you know I should take 
as much pleasure in contributing to the 
relief of my reverend old master here, whom 
I shall ever esteem, as you can. But I find 
that, like your uncle, you take a pleasure in 
doing good in secret.” 

“ He find pleasure in doing good !” cried 
Sir William, interrupting her. “ No, my 
clear, his pleasures az'e as base as he is. 
You see in him, madam, as complete a vil- 
lain as ever disgraced humanity. A wretch, 
who, after having deluded this poor man’s 
daughter, after plotting against the inno- 
cence of her sister, has thrown the father 
into prison, and the eldest son into fetters 
because he had the courage to face her be- 
trayer. And give me leave, madam, now 
to congratulate you upon an escape from 
the embraces of such a monster.” 

“ O goodness ! ” cried the lovely girl, 
“ how have I been deceived ! Mr. Thorn- 
hill informed me for certain that this gentle- 
man’s eldest son, Captain Primrose, was 
gone off to America with his new-married 
lady.” 

“ My sweetest Miss,” cried my wife, “he 
has told you nothing but falsehoods. My 
son George never left the kingdom, nor ever 
was married. Though you have forsaken 
him, he has always loved you too well to 
think of anybody else ; and I have heard 
him say, he would die a bachelor for your 
sake.” She then proceeded to expatiate 
upon the sincerity of her son’s passion : she 
set his duel with Mr. Thornhill in a pro- 
per light ; from thence she made a rapid 
digression to the Squire’s debaucheries, his 
pretended marriages, and ended with a 
most insulting picture of his covvardice. 

“Good heavens!” cried Miss Wilmot, 
“ how very near have I been to the brink 
of ruin ! Ten thousand falsehoods has this 
gentleman told me ! He had at last art 
enough to persuade me, that my promise 
to the only man I esteemed was no longer 
binding, since he had been unfaithful. By 
his falsehoods I was taught to detest one 
equally brave and generous.” 
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dent upon your favours. I scorn, them. 
Nothing can keep Miss Wilmot’s fortune 
from me, which, I thank her father’s assi- 
duity, is pretty large. The articles and a 
bond for her fortune are signed, and safe 
in my possession. It was her fortune, not 
her person, that induced me to wish for 
this match ; and, possessed of the one, let 
who will take the otherd’ 

This was an alarming blow. S ir William 
was sensible of the justice of his claims, for 
he had been instruhiental in drawing up the 
marriage artidles himself. Miss Wilmot, 
therefoi^e, perceiving that her fortune was 
irretrievably lost, turning to my son, 
asked if the loss of fortune could lessen her 
value to him? “ Though fortune,” said 
she, “ is out of my power, at least I have 
my hand to give.” 

“ And that, madam,” cried her real lover, 

“ was indeed all that you ever had to give ;; 
at least all that I ever thought worth the 
acceptance. And I now protest, my Ara- 
bella, by all that’s happy, your want of : 
fortune this moment increases my pleasure, | 
as it serves to convince my sweet girl of i 
my, sincerity.”' ■ , j 

Mr. Wllmdt now entering, he seemed not I 
a little pleased at the danger his daughter j 
had just escaped, and readily consented to j 
a dissolution of the match. Tut finding ; 
that her fortune, which was secured to Mr. 
Thornhill by bond, would not be given up, 
nothing could exceed his disappointment. 
He now saw that his money must all go to 
enrich one who had no fortune of his own. 
He could bear his being a rascal, but to 
want an equivalent to his daughter’s fortune 
was wormwood. He sat, therefore, for 
some minutes employed in the most mortify- 
ing speculations, till Sir W’’illiam attempted ^ 
to lessen his anxiety. “ I must confess, sir,” j 
cried he, “ that your present disappoint- 
- ment does not entirely displease me. Your ! 

. immoderate passion for wealth is now justly | 
punished. But though the young lady 
cannot be rich, she has still a competence j 
sufficient to give content. Here you see ' 
an honest young soldier, who is willing to : 
take her without fortvuve ; they have long ^ 
loved each other ; and, for the friendship 
I bear hia father, my interest shall not be 
wanting In his promotion. Leave, then, 
that ambition which disappoints you, and 


for once admit that happiness which courts 
your acceptance.” 

Sir William,” replied the old gentle- 
man, “ be assured I never yet forced her 
inclinations, nor will I now. If she still 
continues to love this young gentleman, let 
her have him, with all my heart. There 
is still, thank Heaven, some fortune left, 
and your promise will make it something 
more. Only let my old friend here” (mean- 
ing me) give me a promise of settling six 
thousand pounds upon my girl if ever he 
should come to his fortune, and I am ready, 
this night, to be the first to join them to^ 
gether.” 

As it now remained with me to make 
the young couple happy, I readily gave a 
promise of making the settlement he re- 
quired ; which, to one who had such little 
expectations as I, was no great favour. We 
had now, therefore, the satisfaction of see- 
ing them fly into each other’s arms in a tran- 
sport. “ After all my misfortunes,” <pried 
my son Geoige, “ to be thus rewarded ! 
Sure this is more than I could ever have 
presumed to hope for. To be possessed of 
all that’s good j and after such an interval 
of pain ! My wannest wishes could never 
rise so high ! ” 

“ Yes, my George,” returned his lovely 
bride, ' “ now let the wretch take my for- 
tune; since you are happy without it, so 
am I. Oh, what an exchange have I made, 
—from the basest of men to the dearest, 
best I Let him enjoy our fortune, I can 
now be happy even in indigence.” — “ And 
I promise you,” cried the Squire, with a 
malicious grin, “ that I shall be very happy 
with what you despise.” — “Hold, hold, 
sir,” cried Jeiikinson, “ there are two words 
i to that bargain. As for that lady’s fortune, 
j sir, you shall never touch a single stiver of 
it. Pray, your honour,” continued he to 
1 Sir William, “ can the Squire have this 
I lady’s fortune if he be married to another? ” 
— “ How can you make such a simple de- 
1 maud?” replied the Baronet : “ iindoubt- 
' edly he cannot,” — “ I am sorry for that,” 
cried Jenkihson; “for as this gentleman 
and I have been old fellow-sporters, I have 
a friendship for him. But I must declare, 
well as I love him, that this contract is not 
worth a tobacco-stopper, for he is married 
.already.”— “You lie, like a rascal!” re- 
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turned the Squire, who seemed roused by 
this insult ; I never was legally married 
to any w’oman/’ 

‘‘Indeed, begging your honour’s par- 
don,’’ replied the other, “you were: and 
I liope you will show' a proper return of 
friendship to your own honest Jenkinson, 
who brings you a wdfe ; and if the com- 
pany restrain their curiosity a few minutes, 
they shall see her.” So saying, he went 
olT, with his usual celerity, and left us all 
unable to form any probable conjecture as 
to his design. “Ay, let him go,” cried 
the Squire ; “ wdiatever else I may have 
done, I defy him there. I am too old now 
to be frightened with squibs.” 

“I am surprised,” said the Baronet, 
“ what the fellow' can intend by this. Some 
low' piece of humour, I suppose, ” — “ Per- 
haps, sir, ” replied I, “ he may have a more 
serious meaning, F or when we reflect on 
the various schemes this gentleman has 
laid to seduce innocence, perhaps some 
one more artful than the rest has been 
found able to deceive him. When w'e con- 
sider w'hat numbers he has ruined, how 
many parents now feel, with anguish, the 
infamy and the contamination which he 
has brought into their families, it would 

not surprise me if some one of them 

Amazement 1 Do I see my lost daughter? 
Do I bold her? It is, it is my life, hap- 
piness! I thought thee lost, my Ulivia, 
yet still I hold thee — and still thou shalt 
live to bless me. ” The w'armest transports 
of the fondest lover w^ere not greater than 
mine, when I saw' him introduce my child, 
and held my daughter in my arms, whose 
silence only spoke her raptures. 

“ And art thou returned to me, my dar- 
ling,” cried I, “to be my comfort in age!” 
—"“That she is,” cried Jenkinson; “and 
make much of her, for she is your own 
honourable child, and as honest a woman 
as any in the whole room, let the other be 
who she will. And as for you, Squire, 
as sure as you stand there, this young lady 
is your lawful wedded wife : and to con- 
vince you that I speak nothing but the 
truth, here is the licence by which you 
were married together.” So saying, he 
put the licence into the Baronet’s hands, 
who read it, and found it perfect in every 
respect. “And now, gentlemen,” con- 




tinned he, “I find you are surprised at all 
this ; but a few words will explain the 
difficulty. That there Squire of renown, 
for whom I have a great friendship (but 
that’s between ourselves), has often em- 
ployed me in doing odd little things for 
him. Among the rest, he commissioned 
me to procure him a false licence and a 
false priest, in order to deceive this young 
lady. But as I was very much his friend, 
what did I do, but Went and got a true 
licence and a true priest, and married them 
both as fast as the cloth could make them. 
Perhaps youTl think it was generGsity that 
mad'e me do all this : but no : to my shame 
I confess it, my only design was to keep 
the licence, and let the Squire know that 
I could prove it upon him wdienever I 
thought proper, and so make him come 
down whenever I wanted money.” A 
burst of pleasure now seemed to fill the 
whole apartment ; our joy reached even 
to the common room, where the prisoners 
themselves sympathised, 

And shook thoir chains 

In transport and rude harmony. 

Happiness \vas expanded upon every 
face, and even Olivia’s cheek seemed 
'' flushed -svith pleasure. To be thus re- 
stored to reputation, to friends, and fortune 
at once, was a rapture sufficient to stop 
the progress of decay, and restore former 
health and vivacity. But, pcrliaps, among 
all, there was not one who felt sincerer 
pleasure than I. Still holding the dear 
loved iphild in my arms, I asked my heart 
if these transports were not delusion. 
“ How could you,” cried I, turning to Mr. 
Jenkinson, “how could you add to my 
niiserie's by the story of her death ? But 
it matters not; my pleasure at finding her 
again is more than a recompense for the 
pain.” 

“ As to your question,” replied Jenkin- 
son, “ that is easily answered. I thought 
the only probable means of freeing you 
from prison was by submitting to the 
Squire, and consenting to his marriage 
with the other young lady. But these you 
had vowed never to grant w'hile your 
daughter was living : there was therefore 
no other method to bring things to bear, 
but by persuading you that she was dead. 
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I prevailed on your wife to join in the an act of justice for me to do. You are 
deceit, and we have not had a fit oppor- sensible, sir,” continued he, turning to me, 
tunity of undeceiving you till now. “of the obligations we both owe to hlr. 

In the whole assembly now there ap- Jenkinson; and it is but just we should 
peared only two faces that did not glow both reward him for it. Miss Sophia will, 
with transport. Mr. Thornhill’s assurance I am sure, make him very happy, and he 
had entirely forsaken him : he now saw shall have from me five hundred pounds 
the gulf of infamy and want before him, as her fortune; and upon this I am sure 
and trembled to take the plunge. He they can live very comfortably together, 
therefore fell on his knees before his uncle, Come, Miss Sophia, what say you to this 
and in a voice of piercing misery implored match of my making ? Will you have 
compassion. Sir William was going to him?” My poor girl seemed almost sinking 
spurn him away, but at my request he into her mother’s arms at the hideous pro- 
raised him, and, after pausing a few mo- posal. “ Have him, sir!” cried she faintly: 
ments, “Thy vices, crimes, and ingrati- No, sir, never ! ” — “ What ! ” cried he 
tude,” cried he, “ deserve no tenderness ; again, “ not have Mr. Jenkinson,yourbene- 
yet thou shalt not be entirely forsaken,— factor, a handsome young fellow, with 
a bare competence shall be supplied to five hundred pounds, and good expec- 
support the wants of life, but not its follies, tations?” — “I beg, sir,” returned she, 
This young lady, thy wife, shall be put in scarce able to speak, “ that you’ll desist, 
possession of a third part of that fortune and not make me so very wretched.” — 
which once was thine, and from her ten- ‘ Was ever such obstinacy kno\yn? ” cried 
derness alone thou art to expect any ex- he again, “to refuse a man whom the 
traordinary supplies for the future.” He family have such infinite obligations to, 
was going to express his gratitude for such who has preserved your sister, and who 
kindness in a set speech ; but the Baronet has five hundred pounds ! What ! not 
prevented him, by bidding him notaggra- have him !” — “No, sir, never I ” replied 
vate his meanness, which was already but she, angrily; “ I’d sooner die first.” — “If 
too apparent He ordered him at the that be the case, then, ” cried he, “ if you 
same time to be gone, and from all his will not have him— I think I must have 
former domestics to choose one, such as he you myself,” And, so saying, he caught 
should think proper, which was all that her to his breast with ardour. “ My love- 
should be granted to attend him. Hest, my most sensible of girls,” cried he, 

As soon as he left us, Sir William very “how could you ever think your own 
politely stepped up to his new niece wnth Burchell could deceive you, or that Sir 
a smile, and wished her joy. His example William Thornhill could ever cease to 
■was followed by Miss Wilmqt |s!hd her admire a mistress that loved him for him- 
father. My wife, too, kissed her daughter self alone ? I have for some years sought for 
-^vith much affection ; as, to use her own a woman, who, a stranger to my fortune, 
expression, she was now made an honest could think that I had merit as a man. 
woman of. Sophia and Moses followed After having tried in vain, even amongst 
in turn; and even our benefactor Jenkin- the pert and the ugly, how great at last 
son desired to be admitted to that honour, must be my rapture to have made a con- 
Our satisfaction seemed scarcely capable quest over such sense and such heavenly 
of increase. Sir William, whose greatest beauty.” Then turning to Jenkinson: 
pleasure was in doing good, now looked “ As I cannot, sir, part with this young 
round with a countenance open as the sun, lady myself, for she has taken a fancy to 
and saw nothing but joy in the looks of the cut of my face, all the recompense I 
all except that of my daughter Sophia, can make is to give you her fortune ; and 
who, for some reasons we could not com- you may call upon my steward to-morrow 
prebend, did not seem perfectly satisfied, for five hundred pounds.” Thus we had 
“ I think now,” cried he, with a smile, all our compliments to repeat, and Lady 
“ that all the company except one or two Thornhill underwent the same round of 
seem perfectly happy. There only remains ceremony that her sister had done before, 
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In the meantime Sir William’s gentleman 
appeared to tell ns that the equipages were 
ready to carry ns to the inn, where every 
thing was prepared for onr reception. My 
wife and I led the van, and left those 
gloomy mansions of sorrow. The generous 
Baronet ordered forty pounds to be distri- 
buted among the prisoners, and Mr. Wil- 
mot, induced by his example, gave half 
that sum. We were received below by 
the shouts of the villagers, and I saw and 
shook by the hand two or three of my 
honest parishioners, w'ho were among the 
number. They attended us to our inn, 
where a sumptuous entertainment was 
provided, and coarser provisions were 
distributed in great quantities among the 
populace. 

After supper, as my spirits were ex- 
hausted by the alternation of pleasure and 
pain which they had sustained during the 
day, I asked permission to withdraw ; 
and, leaving the company in the midst of 
their mirth, as soon as I found myself 
alone, I poured out my heart in gratitude 
to the Giver of joy as well as of sorrow, 
and then slept undisturbed till morning. 

CHAfTER XXXIL 

The Conclusion. 



The next morning, as soon as 1 awaked, 
I found my eldest son sitting by my bed- 
side, who came to increase my joy with 
another turn of fortune in niy favour. First 
having released me from the settlement 
that I had made the day before in his 
favour, he let me know that my merchant, 
who had failed in town, was arrested at 
Antwerp, and there had given up effects 
to a much greater amount than -what was 
due to his creditors. My boy’s generosity 
pleased me almost as much as this un- 
looked-for good fortune ; but I had some 
doubts whether I ought, in justice, to 
accept his offer. While T was pondering 
upon this Sir William entered the room, 
to whom I communicated my doubts. 
His opinion was that, as my son was 
already possessed of a very affluent fortune 
by his marriage, I might accept his offer 
without any hesitation. His business, 
however, was to inform me, that as he had 
the night before sent for the licences, and 
expected them every hour, he hoped that I 


would not refuse my assistance in making 
all the company happy that morning. A 
footman entered while we were speaking, 
to tell us that the messenger was returned ; 
and as I was by this time ready, I went 
down, where I found the whole company 
as meny as aff uence and innocence could 
make them. However, as they were now 
preparing for a very solemn ceremony, 
their laughter entirely displeased me. I 
told them of the grave, becoming, and 
sublime deportment they should assume 
upon this m3^sti cal occasion, and read them 
two homilies, and a thesis of my own com- 
posing, in oi'der to prepare them. Yet 
they still seemed perfectly refractory and 
ungovernable. Even as we were going 
along to church, to which I led the way, 
all gravity had quite forsaken them, and I 
was often tempted to turn back in indigna- 
tion. In church a new dilemma arose, 
which promised no easy solution. This 
was, which couple should be married first : 
my son’s bride warmly insisted that Lady 
Thornhill (that was to be) should take the 
lead ; but this the other refused with equal 
ardour, protesting she would not be guilty 
of such rudeness for the world. The 
argument was supported for some time 
between both, with equal obstinacy and 
good breeding. But, as I stood all this 
time with my book ready, I was at last 
quite tired of the contest ; and, shutting 
it, “I perceive,” cried I, *‘that none of 
you have a mind to be married, and I think 
we had as good go back again ; for I sup- 
pose there will be no business done here 
to-day.” This at once reduced them to 
reason. The Baronet and his lady were 
first married, and then ray son and his 
lovely partner. 

I had previously, that morning, given 
orders that a coach should be sent for my 
honest neighbour Flamborough and his ^ 
family ; by which means, upon our return 
to the inn, we had the pleasure of finding 
the two Miss Flamboroughs alighted be- 
fore us. Mr. Jenkinson gave his hand to 
the eldest, and my son Moses led up the 
other (and I have since found, that he 
has taken a real liking to the girl, and my 
consent and bounty he shall have, when- 
ever he thinks proper to demand them). 

We were no sooner returned to the inn, 
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but numbers of my parishioners, hearing who proposed that the company sliould 
of my success, came to congratulate me ; sit indiscriminately, every gentleman l)y 
but, among the rest, were those who rose his lady. This was received with great ap- 
to rescue me, and whom I formerly re- probation by all, excepting my wife, ^vho, 
bilked with such sharpness. I told the I could perceive, was not perfectly satis- 
story to Sir William, my son-in-law, who fied, as she expected to have had the plea- 
went out and reproved them with great sure of sitting at the head of the tabic, and 
severity ; but finding them quite disheart- carving all the meat for all the company, 
ened by his harsh reproof, he gave them But, notwithstanding this, it is impossible 
half a guinea apiece to drink his health, to describe our good humour. I can’t 
and raise their dejected spirits. say whether we had more wit among us 

Soon after this we were called to a very now than usual ; but I am certain we had 
genteel entertainment, which was dressed more laughing, which answered the end 
by Mr. Thornhiirs cook.— Audit may not as well. One jest I particularly re- 
be improper to observe with respect to member : old Mr. Wilmot drinking to 
that gentleman, that he now resides, in Moses, whose head was turned another 
quality of companion, at a relation’s house, way, my son replied, “ Madam, I thank 
being very well liked, and seldom sitting you.” Upon which the old gentleman, 
at the side-table, except when there is no winking upon the rest of the company, 
room at the other; for they make no observed that he w’as thinking of his mis- 
stranger of him. His time is pretty much tress. At which jest I thought the twm 
taken up in keeping his relation, who is a Miss Flamboroughs would have died with 
little melancholy, in spirits, and in learn- laughing. As soon as dinner was over, 
ing to blow the French horn. My eldest according to my old custom, I requested 
daughter, however, still remembers him that the table might be taken away to have 
with regret ; and she has even told me, the pleasure of seeing all my family as- 
though I make a great secret of it, that sembled once more by a cheerful fire-side, 
when he reforms, she may be brought to My two little ones sat upon each knee, 
relent. — But to return, for I am not apt the rest of the company by their partners, 
to digress thus : when we were to sit down I had nothing now on this side of the grave 
to dinner our ceremonies were going to be to wish for : all my cares were over ; my 
renewed. The question was, whether my pleasure was unspeakable. It now only 
eldest daughter, as being a matron, should remained, that my gratitude in good for- 
not sit above the two young brides ; but the tune should exceed my former submission 
debate was cut short by my son George, in adversity. 
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THE EDITOR’S PREFACE. 

Hie schooh)ien hud formerly a very exact tmy of computing the abilities of their 
saints or authors. Escobar., for instance^ was said to have learning as five, genius 
as fnir, arid gravity as seven. Caramuel was greater than he. Ilis learning was 
as eight, his genius as six^ and his gravity as thirteen. Were I to estimate the jnerits 
of our Chinese philosopher by the same scale, I would not hesitate to state his genius 
still higher ; but as to his learning and gravity, these, I think, might safely be 7narked 
as nine hundred and ninety-nine, withm 07ie degree of absolute frigidity. 

Yet, upon his first appearance here, many were ang7y not to find him as ignorant 
as a Tripoline ambassador or an envoy firofti Mujac. They we ix surprised to fi7id a 
771071 bo7‘7i so far f7V7n Lojtdott, that school of prude7zce a7id wisdo77t, e7idued evezi with 
a 77iode7’aie capacity. They expressed the sa7ne smprise at his kfiotvledge that the 
Chinese do at ou7s. How co77ies itf* said they, that the Ezu'opeans, so 7X77iote fi'om 
Chi7ia, think with so 77iuch justice aoid p7rcisio7i? They have 7icver read our books, 
they sca7'cely kiiow even 07tr lettos, and yet they talk a7id reason just as we dod^ The 
truth is, the Chinese and we a7’e pretty 77mch alike. Differeztt degrees of refinej7te7it, 
and not of distazice, 7ua7'k the disthiciiofis a77i07ig 7na7ikmd. Savages of the 7nost 
opposite climates have all hut 07ie chai'acter of wipi'ovidefice azid rapacity ; and tutored 
nat707is, however separate, 77iake use of the very sa772e fuethods to p7'ocure refizted 
enjoy77ie7it. 

The distinctio7is of polite natio7is a7‘e few ; but such as a 7 'e peculiar to the Chhiese 
appear in eve7y page of the followhig corresponde7ice. The iziefaphors and allusions 
a7X all d7‘a%vn f7'077i the East. Their formality our azithor carefully p7‘eserves. Many 
of their favoztrite tenets m 77107 'als a7‘c illust7'ated. The Chmese ai'e always co7icise ; 
so is he. Smple ; so is he. The Chmese are grave a7id sefitcfitiozts ; so is he. But 
in oite partietdar the 7‘ese77iblance is pcczdiaidy striking: the Chmese a7'e often dull ; 
and so is he. Nor has 77iy assistazice hee7i wantmg. We a 7 'e told m an old 7'oma7ice 
of a cerfam knight-cr}'Qnt and his ho7'se who co7iiracied an mtimate frmidship. The 
hoi'se 77iost zisually Iwe the knight; hut, hi cases of €xt7'a07'dinary dispatch, the knight 
retiomed the favour, a7id carried his horse. Thus, in the inthnacy behueefi my author 
a7id tne, he has usually give7i me a lift of his eastezm sublhnity, and / have sometimes 
grj€7i hint a return of i7iy colloquial ease. 

Yet it appears st7-a7ige, in this seasoii of pa7iegyric, wJwi scaixely an author passes 
ttnpi'cAsed either by hisfidends or himself, that such inerit as our PhilosopdW''^ s should 
be fo7'gottejt. While the epithets of mgefiiotis, copious, elaboi’ate, and 7‘efined a7'e lavished 
amiong the 7710 b, like medals at a coronation, the lucky prizes fall on every side, but 
not one on hhn. I could on this occasion make ftiyself 77telancholy, by C07iside7'mg the 
cap7‘iciousness of public taste, or the 7nutability of fortune; hut during this fit of 
morality, lest 77iy reader should sleep. Til take a nap inyself, and wJmt I awake tell 
hint 7?iy d7^eai7i. 

I imaghied the Tha7ncs was froze7i over, a7td J stood by its side. Several booths 
we7‘e er'ccted up07t the ice, a7id I was told by one of the spectaio7‘s, that Fashion Fair was 
gohig to hegm. He added, that every author who would ca7'ry his wo7-ks tJm'e might 
probably fi7td a very good reception. J was 7'esolved, however, to observe the humours 
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of the place in safety from the shore ; sensible that ice was at best precarious, and 
having bee7t always a little ccnmrdly in my sleep. 

Several of my acquaintaiice seemed much more hardy than I^ artd wejit over the 
ice with intrepidity. Some carried their works to the fair on sledges, some on carts, 
and those which were fjiore vohimimtis were conveyed in waggojis. Their temerity 
astonished me. I knew their cargoes were heavy, and expected every ^ monmtt they 
would have gone to the bottom. They all entered the fair, however, in safety, and 
each soon after I'etnmicd, to my great surp7dse, highly satisfied with his entertainment 
and the bargains he had brought away. 

The success of such numbers at last began to operate upon 7ne. If these, cried I, 
7 neet with favour and safety, some luck 7nay, perhaps, for oJice attend the unfortunate. 
/ am resolved to make a new adve7iture. The fur7titU7% frippe7y, a7id frmorks of 
China have long been fashmiably bought up. Pll iiy the fair with a S77iall ca7go of 
Chinese morality. If the Chmese have contributed to vitiate our taste, Pll t7y heno far 
they £a 7 t help to mp^'ove our imde7'sta7idmg. But, as others have drkmi into the 
7 }iaiPet 771 waggons, Pll cautiously bcgm by veniurmg with a wheelbarrow. Thus 
7'esolved, I baled up 77iy goods, a7idfai7dy ve7iiured; %vhe7t, upon just e7ite7d7ig the fair, 
I fancied the ice, that had supp07'ted a7i hufidred waggons before, C7’aeked H7ider 7ne, 
mid wheel-barivw a7id all we7ii to the botto7n. 

Up07i awakijig f7'077i 77iy revode with the f7dght,- 1 ca7inot help wishmg that the 
pains take7t m giving this cor}^esp07tde7ice a7i English dress had bee7i employed m 
contriving new political syste7?is, or netv plots for farces. I niight the7i have takeji 
my station m the world, either as a poet or a philosoplm', and made one m those little 
societies wkei'e mcfi club to 7‘aise each othe7-'‘s reputation. But at pjrsent I belo7ig to 
no pai'ticular class. 1 7'es€77ihle 07ie of those anwials that has bee7i fo7red f7*077i its 
foi'est to giMtify hurnan curiosity. My eaidiest wish was to escape unheeded through 
Ufi ; but I have bee7i set up for halfpe7ice, to f7vt and sca77tper at (he e7id of 7ny chain. 
Though no7te a7‘e injiD’cd by my 7'age, I a 771 naturally too savage to comd a fiy f7ie7ids 
by fawni7ig, too obstinate h be taught 7iew tricks, and too i7np7'ovident to mbid tvhat 
may happe7i. I am appeased, though not cQnie7ited. Too hidole7it for int7dguc<, a7td 
too timid to push for favour, I atn — But what sig7iifies what am I ^ 

’EXTTi? Kai <ry Tt/x»l Tov Azjutv’ evpovi 
hfioi x' kfuv' 7ro»teT€ TOif? t/ie. 
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LETTER I. 


To Mr. y, Merchant in London. 

Amsterdam. 

Sir, — Y ours of the 13th instant, covering 
two bills, one on Messrs R. and D., value 

i^ 47 S I os,, and the other on Mr , value 

;J2S5, duly came to hand, the former of 
which met with honour, but the other has 
been trilled with, and I am afraid will be 
returned protested. 

The bearer of this is my friend, therefore 
let him be yours. He is a native of 1 1 onan 
in China, and one who did me signal 
services, when he was a mandarine, and 
I a factor, at Canton, By frequently con- 
versing with the English there he has 
learned the language, though entirely a 


stranger to their manners and customs. I 
am told he is a philosopher ; ,1 am sure he 
is an honest man : that to you will be his 
best recommendation, next to the con- 
sideration of his being the friend of, 'air, 
yours, &c, 

LETTER IL 

Bro7n Lien Chi Altan^i to , Merchatit 

in Amsterdam. London. 

Frtrnd of my heart, —May the wings 
of peace rest upon thy dwelling, and the 
shield of conscience prei.'rerve thee from vice 
^ and misery ! For all thy favours accept my 
gratitude and esteem, the only tributes a 

t oor philosophic wanderer can return. 

lire, fortune is resolved to make me 
.unhappy, when she gives others a power 
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; of testifying their friendship by actions, 

and leaves me only words to express the 
sincerity of mine. 

, I am perfectly sensible of the delicacy 

I' with which you endeavour to lessen your 

I own merit and my obligations. By calling 

I I your late instances of friendship only a 
I, return for former favours you would in- 
i'^ duce me to impute to your justice wdiat 

I owe to your generosity. 

The services I did you at Canton justice, 
humanity, and my office bade me perform ; 
those you have done me since my arrival 
at Amsterdam no laws obliged you to, no 
j justice required. lEven half your favours 

would have been greater than my most 
sanguine expectations. 

The sum of money, therefore, which you 
privately conveyed into my baggage, when 
I was leaving Holland, and which I was 
ignorant of till my arrival in London, I 
must beg leave to return. You have been 
bred a merchant, and I a scholar ; you con- 
sequently love money better than I. You 
i can find pleasure in superfluity; I am 

perfectly content with -what is sufficient. 
Take therefore what is yours : it may give 
you some pleasure, even though you have 
no occasion to use it ; my happiness it can- 
not improve, for I have already all that I 
i , . want. 

My passage by sea from Rotterdam to 
I* England w^as more painful to me than all 

j; the jounieys I ever made on land. I have 

traversed the immeasurable wilds of Mogul 
'■ Tartary; felt all the rigours of Siberian 
skies : I have had my repose a hundred 
times disturbed by invading savages, and 
have seen, without ' shrinking, the desert 
I sands rise like a troulded ocean all around 

me. Against these calamities I was armed 
with resolution ; but in my passage to Eng- 
land, though nothing occurred that gave the 
mariners any uneasiness, to one who was 
never at sea before all was a subject of 
^ astonishment and terror. To find the land 

disappear — to see our ship mount the 
waves, swift as an aiTow from the Tartar 
bow— to hear the wind howling through 
the cordage — to feel a sickness which 
depresses even the spirits of the brave, 
i — these were unexpected distresses, and 

j consequently assaulted me, unprepared 

, j to receive them. 
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You men of Europe think nothing of a 
voyage by sea. With us of China a man 
who has been from sight of land is regarded 
upon his return with admiration. I have 
known some provinces where there is not 
even a name for the ocean. What a strange 
people, therefore, am I got amongst, who 
have founded an empire on this unstable 
element, who build cities upon billows that 
rise higher than the mountains of Tipartala, 
and make the deep more formidable than 
the wildest tempest I 

Such accounts as these, I must confess, 
were my first motives for seeing England. 
These induced me to undertake a journey 
of seven hundred painful days, in order to 
examine its opulence, buildings,, sciences, 
arts, and manufactures, on the spot. Judge, 
then, my disappointment on entering Lon- 
don, to see no signs of that opulence so 
much talked of abroad : wherever I turn 
I am presented with a gloomy solemnity 
in the houses, the streets, and the inhabi- 
; tants ; none of that beautiful gilding which 
I makes a principal ornament in Chinese 
I architecture. Tlie streets of Nankin are 
i sometimes strewed witli gold leaf : very 
I different are those of London : in the midst 
of their pavement a great lazy puddle 
moves muddily along; heavy-laden ma- 
chines, with wheels of unwieldy thickness, 
i crowd up every passage : so that a stranger, 
instead of finding lime for observation, is 
often happy if he has time to escape from 
being crushed to pieces. 

The houses borrow very few ornaments 
from architecture; their chief decoration 
seems to be a paltry piece of painting hung 
out at their doors or windows, at once a 
proof of their indigence and vanity: their 
vanit5% in each having one of those pictures 
exposed to public view; and their indi- 
gence, in being unable to get them better 
painted. In this respect the fancy of their 
painters is also deplorable. Could you be- 
lieve it? I have seen five black lions and 
three blue boars in less than the circuit of 
half a mile ; and yet you know that animals 
of these colours are nowhere to be founds 
except in the wild imaginations of Europe. 

Froin these circumstances in their build- 
ing, and from the dismal looks of the 
inhabitants, I am induced to conclude that 
the nation is actjjially poor ; and that, like 


Hi 
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the Persians, they make a splendid figure 
everywhere but at home. The proverb 
of Xixofou is, that a man’s riches may be 
seen in his eyes : if we judge of the English 
by this rule, there is not a poorer nation 
under the sun. 

I liave been here but two days, so will 
not be hasty in my decisions. Such letters 
as I shall write to Fipsihi in Moscow I beg 
you’ll endeavour to forward with all dili- 
gence ; I shall send them open, in order 
that you may take copies or translations, 
as you are equally versed in the Dutch and 
Chinese languages. Dear friend, think of 
my absence with regret, as I sincerely 
regret yours ; even wMle I write, I lament 
our separation. — Farewell. 

■ 

LETTER III. 

From Lien Chi AUattgi to the care of Fipsihi , 
resident in Moscow ^ to be forwarded by the 
Russian carava7t to F^im Lioam, First Presi- 
dent of the Cereiiionial Academy at Pehin, in 
China. 

Think not, O thou guide of my youth! 
that absence can impair my respect, or 
interposing trackless deserts blot your 
reverend figure from my memory. The 
farther I travel I feel the pain of separation 
with stronger force j those ties that bind 
me to my native country and you are still 
unbroken. By every remove I only drag 
a greater length of chain. 

Could I find ought worth transmitting 
from so remote a region as this to which 
I have wandered, I should gladly send it ; 
but, instead of this, you must be content 
with a renewal of my former professions, 
and an imperfect account of a people with 
whom I am as yet but superficially ac- 
quainted. The remarks of a man wdro has 
been but three days in the country can only 
be those obvious circumstances which force 
themselves upon the imagination. I con- 
sider myself here as a newly created being 
introduced into a new world. Every ob- 
ject strikes with wonder and surprise. The 
imagination, still unsated, seems the only 
active principle of the mind. The most 
trifling occurrences give pleasure, till the 
gloss of novelty is worn away. When I 
have ceased to wonder, I may possibly 
grow wise ; I may then call the reasoning 
principle to my aid, and compare those 


objects with each other, which were before 
examined without reflection. 

Behold me, then, in London, gazing at 
the strangers, and they at me. It seems 
they find somewhat absurd in my figure; 
and had I never been from home, it is 
possible I might find an infinite fund of 
ridicule in theirs : but by long travelling 
I am taught to laugh at folly alone, and to 
find nothing truly ridiculous but villainy 
and vice. 

When I had just quitted my native 
country, and crossed the Chinese wall, I 
fancied every deviation from the customs 
and manners of China was a departing fi*om 
nature. I smiled at the blue lips and red 
, foreheads of the Tonguese ; and could 
^ hardly contain when I saw the Daiires 
I dress their heads with horns : the Ostiacs 
I powdered with red earth; and the Cal- 
muck beairties, tricked out in all the finery 
of sheepskin, appeared highly ridiculous. 
But I soon perceived that the ridicule lay 
not in them, but in me ; that I falsely con- 
demned others for absurdity, because they 
happened to differ from a standard ori- 
ginally founded in prejudice or partiality. 

I find no pleasure, therefore, in taxing 
the English with departing from nature in 
their -external appearance, which is all I 
yet know of their character : it is possible 
they only endeavour to improve her simple 
plan, since* every extravagance in dress 
proceeds from a desire of becoming more 
beautiful than nature made us ; and this 
is so harmless a vanity, that I nqt only 
pardon, but approve it. A desire to be 
more excellent than others is what actually 
makes us so ; and as thousands find a live- 
lihood in society by such appetites, none 
but the ignorant inveigh against them. 

You are not insensible, most reverend 
FumHoam, what numberless trades, even 
among the Chinese, subsist by the harm- 
less pride of each other. Y our nose-borers, 
feet-swathers, teeth-stainers, eyebrow- 
pluck efs, would all want bread, should 
their neighbours want vanity. These 
vanities, however, employ much fewer 
hands in China than in England ; and a 
fine gentleman or a fine lady here, dressed 
up to the fashion, seems scarcely to have 
a single limb that does not suffer some 
distortions from art. 
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T(> make a fine gentleman several trades broad their faces 1 how very short their 
are required, but chielly a barber. You noses! how very little theii' eyes I how 
have undoubtedly heard of the Jewish very thin their lips ! how very black their 
champion, whose strength lay in his hair, teeth ! the snow on tlie tops of Bao is not 
One would think that the English were for fairer than their cheeks ; and their eye- 
placing all wisdom there. To appear wise brows are small as the line by the pencil 
npthing more is requisite here than for a of Quamsi, Here a lady with such per- 
nian to borrow hair from the heads of all fections would be frightful. Dutch and 
his neighbours, and clap it like a bush on Chinese beauties, indeed, have some re- 
ins own. The distributors of law and phy- semblance, but English women are entirely 
sic stick on such quantities, that it is almost different : red cheeks, big eyes, and teeth 
impossible, even in idea, to distinguish of a most odious whiteness, are not only 
between the head and the hair. seen here, but wished for ; and then they 

Those whom I have now been describing have such masculine feet, as actually serve 
affect the gravity of the lion ; those I am some for walking ! 

going to describe more resemble the pert Yet, uncivil as nature has been, they seem 

vivacity of smaller animals. The baiber, resolved to outdo her in unkindness : they 
who is still master of the ceremonies, cuts use white powder, blue powder, and black 
their hair close to the crown ; and then, powder for their hair, and a red powder 
with a composition of meal and hog’s-lard, for the face on some particular occasions, 
plasters the whole in such a manner as to They like to have the face of various 
make it impossible to distinguish whether colours, as among the Tartars of Koreki, 
the patient wears a cap or a plaster : but, frequently sticking on, with spittle, little 
to make the picture more perfectly striking, black patches on every part of it, except 
conceive the tail of some beast, a grey- on the tip of the nose, which I have never 
hound's tail, or a pig’s tail, for instance, seen with a patch. You’ll have a better 
appended to the back of the head, and idea of their manner of placing these 
reaching down to the place where tails in spots when I have finished a map of an , 

other animals are generally seen to begin : English face patched up to the fashion, ^ 

thus betailed and bepowdered, the man of which shall shortly be sent to increase your 
taste fancies he improves in beauty, dresses Curious collection of paintings, medals, 
up his hard-featured face in smiles, and and monsters. 

attempts to 'look hideously tender. Thus But what surprises more than all the 
equipped, he is qualified to make love, rest is what I have just now been credibly 
and hopes for success more from the pow- informed of by one of this country. “ Most 
der on the outside of his head than the ladies here,” says he, “have two faces; 
sentiments within. one face to sleep in, and another to show i 

Yet when I consider what sort of a crea- in company. The first is generally re- 
ture the fine lady is to whom he is supposed served for the husband and family at home ; 
to pay his addresses, it is not strange to find the other pi\i‘ on to please strangers abroad : 
him thus equipped in order to please. She the family face is often indiffetent enough, 
is herself every whit as fond of powder, and but the out-door one looks something 
tails, and hog’s-lard, as he. To speak my better ; this is always made at the toilet, 
secret sentiments, most reverend Fum, the where the looking-glass and toad-eater sit 
ladies here are horribly ugly ; I can hardly in council, and settle the complexion of 
endure the sight of them; they no way the ‘day. ” 

resemble the beauties of China: the I cannot ascertain the tnith of this 
'Europeans have a quite different idea of remark : however, it is actually certain, 
beauty from us. When I reflect on the that they wear moi'e clothes within doors 
small-footed perfections of an Eastern than without; and I have seen a lady, 
beauty, how is it possible I should have who seemed to shudder at a breeze in her 
eyes for a woman whose feet are ten inches own apartment, appear half naked in the 
■fong ? I shall never forget the beauties of streets.— Farewell, 
my native city of Nangfew. How very 
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LETTER IV. 

To the same, 

Tpie English seem as silent as the Japan- 
ese, yet vainer than the inhabitants of Siam. 
Upon ray arrival I attribbtecl that reserve 
to modesty, which, I now find, has its ori- 
gin in pride. Condescend to address them 
first, and you-are sure of their acquaintance ; 
stoop to flattery, and you conciliate their 
friendship and esteem. They bear hunger, 
cold, fatigue, and all the miseries of life, 
without shrinking ; danger only calls forth 
their fortitude; they even exult in cala- 
mity : but contempt is what they cannot 
bear. An Englishman fears contempt 
more than death ; lie often flies to death 
as a refuge from its pressure ; and dies 
when he fancies the world has ceased to 
esteem him. 

Pride seems the source not only of their 
national vices, but of their national virtues 
also. An Englishman is taught to love 
his king as his friend, but to acknowledge 
no other master than the laws which him- 
self has contributed to enact. He despises | 
those nations who, that one may be free, 
are all content to be slaves ; who first lift 
a tyrant into terror, and then shrink under 
his power as if delegated from Heaven. 
Liberty is echoed in all their assemblies :* 
and thousands might be found ready to offer 
up their lives for the sound, though per- ! 
haps not one of all the number understands ! 
its meaning. The lowest mechanic, how- I 
ever, looks upon it as his duty to be a ' 
watchful guardian of his country’s freedom, ' 
and often uses a language that might seem | 
haughty even in the mouth of the great ; 
emperor who traces his ancestry to the | 
Moon. * I 

A few days ago, passing by one of their ' 
prisons, I could not avoid stopping, in 
order to listen to a dialogue which I thought 
might afford me some entertainment. The 
conversation was carried on between a 
debtor through the grate of his prison, a 
porter, who had stopped to rest his burden, 
and a soldier at the window. The subject 
was upon a threatened invasion from 
F ranee, and each seemed extremely anxious 
to rescue his country from th^ impending 
danger. “ F or my part,” cries the prisoner, 
“ the greatest of my apprehensions is for 


ourfreedom ; if the French should conquer, 
what would become of English liberty ? 
My dear friends, liberty is theEnglisliman’s 
prerogative ; we must preserve that at the 
expense of our lives ; of that the French 
shall never deprive us. It is not to be ex- 
pected that men who are slaves themselves 
would preserve our freedom should they 
happen to conquer. ”-—” Ay, slaves, ” cries 
the porter, “ they are all slaves, fit only to 
carry burdens, e veiy one of them. Before 
I would stoop to slavery niay this be my 
poison! (and he held the goblet in his 
hand,) may this be my poison I—but I 
would sooner list for a soldier. ” 

The soldier, taking the goblet frbm his 
friend with much awe, fervently cried out, 
“ It is not so much our liberties, as our re- 
ligion, that would suffer by such a change : 
ay, our religion, my lads. May the devil 
sink me into flames, (such was the solem- 
nity of his adjuration, ) if the French should 
come over, but our religion would be 
utterly undone ! — So saying, instead of 
a libation, he applied the goblet to his 
lips, and confirmed his sentiments with 
a ceremony of the most persevering 
devotion. 

In short, every man here pretends to be 
a politician ; even the fair sex are some- 
times found to mix the severity of national 
altercation with the blandishments of love, 
and often become conquerors by more 
weapons of destruction than their eyes. 

This universal passion for politics is 
gratified by daily gazettes, as with us in 
China. But as in ours the emperor en- 
deavours to instruct his people, in theirs 
the people endeavour to instmet the 
administration. You must not, however, 
imagine, that they who compile these 
papers have any actual knowledge of the 
' politics, or the government, of a state ; 
they only collect their materials from the 
' oracle of some coffeehouse, which oracle 
has himself gathered them the night before 
I from a beau at a gaming-table, who has 
I pillaged his knowledge from a great man’s 
^ porter, who has had his information from 
I the great man’s gentleman, who has in- 
I vented the whole story for his Qwn amuse- 
; ment the night preceding. 

I The English, in general, seem fonder 
: of gaining the esteem than the love of 
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those they converse with. This gives a 
formality to their amusements : their gay- 
est conversations have something too wise 
for innocent relaxation : though in com- 
pany you are seldom disgusted with the 
absurdity of a fool, you are seldom lifted 
into, rapture by those strokes of vivacity, 
which give instant, though not permanent, 
4;,' 'pleasure.. 

What they want, however, in gaiety, 
they make up in politeness. You smile 
= at hearing me praise the English for their 

politeness ; you who have heard ver}?' dif- 
^ ferent accounts from the missionaries at 
Peking who have seen such a different be- 
» haviour in their merchants and seamen at 

home. But I must still repeat it, the English 
seem more polite than any of their neigh- 
bours : their great art in this respect lies in 
endeavouring, while they oblige, to lessen 
the force of the fiivour. Other coun- 
p tries are fond of obliging a stranger ; but 

f seem desirous that he should be sensible 

of the obligation. The English confer 
I their kindness with an appearance of 

indifference, and give away benefUs with 
an air as if they despised them. 

Walking, a few days ago, between an 
English and a F rench man, into the suburbs 
of the city, we were overtaken by a heavy 
'I shower of rain. I was unprepared ; but 

they had each large coats, which defended 
them from what seemed to me a perfect 
Inundation. The Englishman, seeing me 
shrink from the weather, accosted me thus: 
“ Psha, man, what dost shrink at ? Here, 
take this coat ; I don’t want it; I find it 
no way useful to me ; I had as lief be 
without it.” The Frenchman began to 
I show his politeness in turn. “ My dear 

friend,” cries he, “ why won’t you oblige 
me by making use of my coat ? you see 
’ how well it defends me from the rain ; 

' I should not choose to part with it to 

others, but to such a friend as you I 
could even part with my skin to do him 
service.” 

From such minute instances as these, 
most reverend Fum Floam, I am sensible 
your sagacity will collect instruction. 
The volume of nature is the book of 
^ knowledge; and he becomes most wise 

who makes the most judicious selection. 
—Farewell. 

i 
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LETTER Y, 

To ihe same. 

I HAVE already informed you of the 
singular passion of this nation for politics. 
An Englishman, not satisfied with finding, 
by his own prosperity, the contending 
powers of Europe properly balanced, de- 
sires also to know the precise value of 
every weight in either scale. To gratify 
this curiosity, a leaf of political instruction 
is served up every morning with tea: when 
our politician has feasted upon this, he 
repairs to a coffeehouse, in order to rumi- 
nate upon what he has read, and increase 
his collection ; from thence he proceeds 
to the ordinary, inquires what news, and 
treasuring up every acquisition there, hunts 
about all the evening in quest of more, 
and carefully adds it to the rest. Thus at 
night he retires home, full of the important 
advices of the day : when lo I awaking 
next morning, he finds the instructions 
of yesterday a collection of absurdity 
or palpable falsehood. This one would 
think a mortifying repulse in the pursuit 
of wisdom ; yet our politician, no way 
discouraged, hunts on, in order to collect 
fresh materials, and in order to be again 
‘disappointed. 

I have often admired the commercial 
spirit which prevails over Europe ; have 
been surprised to see them carry on a 
traffic with productions that an Asiatic 
stranger would deem entirely useless. It 
is a proverb in Cdiina that an European 
suffers not even his spittle to be lost ; the 
maxim, however, is not sufficiently strang, 
since they sell even their lies to great 
advantage. Every nation drives a con- 
siderable trade in this commodity with 
their neighbours. 

An English dealer in this way, for 
instance, has only to ascend to his work- 
house, and manufacture a turbulent speech 
averred to be spoken in the senate; or a 
report supposed to be dropped at court ; 
a piece of scandal that strikes at a popular 
mandarine; or a secret treaty between two 
neighbouring powers. When finished, 
these goods are baled up, and consigned 
to a factor abroad, who sends in return two 
battles, three sieges, and a shrewd letter 
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filled with dashes , blanks , and 

stars ^ * * of ^n-eat importance. 

Thus you perceive that a single gazette 
is the j oint manufacture of Europe ; and he 
who would peruse it with a philosophical 
eye might perceive in every paragraph 
something characteristic of the nation to 
which it "belongs. A map does not ex- 
hibit a more distinct view of the boun- 
daries and situation of every country, than 
its news does a picture of the genius and 
the morals of its inhabitants. The super- 
stition and erroneous delicacy of Italy, the 
formality of Spain, the cruelty of Portugal, 
the fears of Austria, the confidence of 
Prussia, the levity of France, the avarice 
of Holland, the pride of England, the 
absurdity of Ireland, and the national 
partiality of Scotland, are all conspicuous 
in every page. 

But, perhaps, you may find more satis- 
faction in a real newspaper, than in my 
description of one ; I therefore send a ! 
specimen, which may serve to exhibit the j 
manner of their being written, and distin- I 
guish the characters of the various nations I 
which are united in its composition. | 

Naples. — We have lately dug up here a j 
curious Etruscan monument, broke in two ' 
in the raising. The characters are scarce i 
visible ; but Nugosi, the learned antiquary, ! 
supposes it to have been erected in honour j 
of Piciis, a Latin king, as one of the lines i 
may be plainly distinguished to begin with | 
a P. It is hoped this discovery will pro- j 
duce something valuable, as the literati of j 
our twelve academies are deeply engaged ! 
in the disquisition. “ j 

Pisa.— Since Father Fudgi, prior of St. | 
Gilbert’s, has gone to reside at Rome, no | 
miracles have been performed at the shrine 
of St. Gilbert : the devout begin to grow 
uneasy, and some begin actually to fear 
that St. Gilbert has forsaken them with the 
reverend father. 

Lucca. — The administrators of our 
serene republic have frequent conferences | 
upon the part they shall take in the present j 
commotions of Europe. Some are for ; 
sending a body of their troops, consisting 
of one company of foot and six horsemen, 
to make a diversion in favour of the 
empress-queen ; others are as strenuous 
assertors of the Prussian interest : what 


turn these debates may take time only 
can discover. However, certain it is, we 
shall be able to bring into the field, at the 
opening of the next campaign, seventy- 
five armed men, a commander-in-chief, 
and two drummers of great experience. 

Spain. — Yesterday the new kingshowed 
himself to his subjects, and, after having 
stayed half an hour in his balcony, retired 
to the royal apartment. The night con- 
cluded, on this extraordinary occasion, 
with illuminations and other demonstra- 
tions of joy. 

The queen is more beautiful than the 
rising sun, and reckoned one of the first 
wits in Europe. She had a glorious oppor- 
tunity of displaying the readiness of her 
invention and her skill in repartee lately 
at court. The Duke of Lerma coming up 
to her with a low bow and a smile, and 
presenting a nosegay set with diamonds, 
“Madam,” cries he, “I am your most 
obedient humble servant 0 sir,” re- 
plies the queen, without any promj^ter, or 
the least hesitation, “ I’m very proud of the 
I very great honour you do me.” Upon 
I which she made a low courtesy, and all the 
! courtiers fell a-laughing at the readiness 
' and the smartness of her reply, 
i Lisbon. — Yesterday we had an 

I da yt*' at which were burned three young 
j women accused of heresy, one of them 
i of exquisite beauty, two Jews, and an old 
I woman, convicted of being a witch : one 
i of the friars who attended this last reports, 
j that he saw the devil fiy out of her at 
; the stake in the shape of a flame of fire. 

I The populace behaved on this occasion 
I wdth great good-humour, joy, and sincere 
I devotion. 

Our merciful sovereign has been for 
some time past recovered of his fright : 
though so atrocious an attempt deserved 
to exterminate half the nation, yet he 
has been graciously pleased to spare the 
j lives of his subjects, and not above five 
I hundred have been broke upon the wheel, 
j or otherwise executed, upon this horrid 
i occasion. 

Vienna. — We have received certain 
advices that a party of twenty thousand 
Austrians, having attacked a much superior 
body of Prussians, put them all to flight, 

, and took the rest prisoners of war. 
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Berlin. — We have received certain 
advices that a party of twenty thousand 
Prussians, having attacked a much supe- 
rior body of Austrians, put them to flight, 
and took a great number of prisoners, 
with their military chest, cannon, and 
baggage. 

Though we have not succeeded this-cam- 
I paign to our wishes, yet, when we think of 
him who commands us, we rest in security ; 
while we sleep, our king is watchful for 
our safety. 

Paris. — We shall soon strike a signal 
blow. We have seventeen flat-bottomed 
i boats at Havre. The people are in excel- 

‘ lent spirits, and our ministers make no 

difficulty in raising the supplies. 

We are all undone ; the people are dis- 
contented to the last degree ; the ministers 
are obliged to have recourse to the most 
rigorous methods to raise the expenses of 
i ' the war. 

Our distresses are great ; but Madame 
Pompadour continues to supply our king, 

% who is now growing old, with a fresh lady 
every night. His health, thank Heaven, 
is still pretty well ; nor is he in the least 
unfit, as was reported, for any kind of royal 
exercitation. Pie was so frightened at the 
affair of Damiens, that his physicians were 
apprehensive lest his reason should suffer; 
but that wretch’s tortures soon composed 
the kingly terrors of his breast. 

England. — Wanted an usher to an 
academy. — N. B. Pie must be able to 
read, dress hair, and must have had the 
small-pox. 

Dublin.— We hear that there is a be- 
nevolent subscription on foot among the 
nobility and gentry of this kingdom, who 
are great patrons of merit, in order to assist 
Black and All Black, in his contest with 
the Paddereen mare. 

We hear from Germany that Prince 
Ferdinand has gained a complete victory, 
and taken twelve kettle-drums, five stand- 
ards, and four waggons of ammunition, 
prisoners of war. 

Edinburgh. — We are positive when 
we say that Saunders McGregor, who was 
lately executed for horse -stealing, is not a 
Scotsman, but born in Carrickfergus. — 
Farewell, '*'■ 


LETTER VT. 

Rum Hoam^ First President of the C€rcmo7iial 
Acndemy at Pe/cin, to Lien Chi A liangi, the 
discouteiticd IVemdercri by the way of Moscozv. 

Whether sporting on the flowery banks 
of the river Irtis, or scaling the sleepy 
mountains of Douchenour ; whether tra- 
versing the black deserts ofKobi, or giving 
lessons of politeness to the savage inha- 
bitants of Europe ; in whatever country, 
whatever climate, and whatever circum- 
stances, all hail ! May Tien, the Universal 
Soul, take you under his protection, and 
, inspire you with a superior portion of 
himself I 

' PI ow long, my friend, shall an enthusiasm 
for knowledge continue to ol^struct your 
happiness, and tear you from all the con- 
nexions that make life pleasing? How 
long will you continue to rove from climate 
to climate, circled by thousands, and yet 
without a friend, feeling all the incon- 
veniences of a crowd, and all the anxiety 
of being alone? 

I know you will reply, that the refined 
pleasure of growing every day wiser is a 
sufficient recompense for every inconveni- 
ence. I know you. will talk of the vulgar 
satisfaction of soliciting happiness from 
sensual enjoyment only ; and probably 
enlarge upon the exquisite raptures of 
sentimental bliss. Yet, believe me, friend, 
you are deceived ; all our pleasures, though 
seemingly never so remote from sense, 
derive their origin from some one of the 
senses. The most exquisite demonstra- 
tion in mathematics, or the most pleasing 
disquisition in metaphysics, if it does not 
ultimately tend to increase some sensual 
satisfaction, is delightful only to fools, or 
to men who have by long habit contracted 
a false idea of pleasure; and he who 
separates sensual and sentimental enjoy- 
ments, seeking happiness from mind 
alone, is in fact as wretched as the naked 
inhabitant of the forest, who places all 
happiness in the first, regardless of the 
latter. There are two extremes in this 
respect : the savage, who swallows down 
the draught of pleasure without staying 
to reflect on his happiness; and the sage, 
who passeth the cup while he reflects on 
.the conveniences of drinking. 
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It is with a heart full of sorrow, my 
dear Altangi, that I must inform you, that 
what the world calls happiness must now 
he yours no longer. Our great emperor’s 
displeasure at your leaving China, contrary 
to the rules of our government and the im- 
memorial custom of the empire, has pro- 
duced the most terrible effects. Your wife, 
daughter, and the rest of your family, have 
been seized by his order, and appropriated 
to his use j all, except your son, are now 
the peculiar property of him who possesses 
all: him I have hidden from the officers 
employed for this purpose; and even at 
the hazard of my life I have concealed him. 
The youth seems obstinately bent on find- 
ing you out, wherever you are ; he is deter- 
mined to face every danger that opposes 
his pursuit. Though yet but fifteen, all 
his father’s virtues and obstinacy sparkle 
in his eyes, and mark him as one destined 
to no mediocrity of fortune. 

You see, my dearest friend, what im- 
prudence has brought thee to : from opu- 
lence, a tender family, surrounding friends, 
and your master’s esteem, it has reduced 
thee to want, persecution, and, still worse, 
to our mighty monarch’s displeasure. 
Want of prudence is too frequently the 
want of virtue ; nor is there on earth a more 
powerful advocate for vice than poverty. 
As I shall endeavour to guard thee from 
the one, so guard thyself from the other ; 
and still think of me with affection and 
esteem. — Farewell. 

LETTER Yll. 

From Lien Chi to Fum Hoam. First 

President of the Ceremonial Academy in China. 

[The Editor thinks proper to acquaint the reader, 
that the greatest part of the following Letter 
seems to him to be little more than a rhapsqdy 
of sentences borrowed from Confucius, the 
Chinese philosopher.} 

A WIFE, a daughter, carried into captivity 
to expiate my offence — a son, scarce yet 
arrived at maturity, resolving to encounter 
every danger in the pious pursuit of one 
who has undone him, — these indeed are 
circumstances of distress : though my tears 
were more precious than the gem of Gol- 
conda, yet would they fall upon such an 
occasion. 

But I submit to the stroke of Heaven ; 
I hold the volume of Confucius in my hand, 


and, as I read, grow humble, and patient, 
and wise. We should feel sorrow, says 
he, but not sink under its oppression. The 
heart of a wise man should resemble a 
mirror, which reflects every object without 
being sullied by any. The wheel of fortune 
turns incessantly round ; and who can say 
within himself, I shall to-day be upper- 
most? We should hold the immutable 
mean that lies between insensibility and 
anguish; our attempts should not be to 
extinguish nature, but to repress it ; not to 
stand unmoved at distress, but endeavour 
to turn every disaster to our own advantage. 
Our greatest glory is, not in never falling, 
but in rising every time we fall. 

I fancy myself at present, 0 thou reverend 
disciple of Tao, more than a match for all 
that can happen. The chief business of 
my life has been to procure wisdom, and 
the chief object of that wisdom was to be 
happy. My attendance on your lectures, 
my conferences with the missionaries of 
Europe, and all my subsequent adventures 
upon quitting China, were calculated to 
increase the sphere of my happiness, not 
my curiosity. Let European travellers 
cross seas and deserts merely to measure 
the height of a mountain, to describe the 
cataract of a river, or tell the commodities 
which every country may produce : mer- 
chants or geographers, perhaps, may find 
profit by such discoveries; but what ad- 
vantage can accrue to a philosopher from 
such accounts, who is desirous of under- 
standing the human heart, who seeks 
to know the 7nen of every country, who 
desires to discover those differences which 
result from climate, religion, education, 
prejudice, and partiality. 

1 should think ray time very ill ]-)esto wed, 
were the only fruits of my adventures to 
consist in being able to tell, that a trades- 
man of London lives in a house three times 
as high as that of our great Emperor ; that 
the ladies wear longer clothes than the 
men ; that the priests are dressed in colours 
which we are taught to detest ; and that 
their soldiers wear scarlet, which is with 
us the symbol of peace and innocence. 
How many travellers are there who con- 
fine their relations to such minute and 
useless particulars! For one who enters 
into the genius of those nations with whom 
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he has conversed, — who discloses Iheir 
morals, their opinions, the ideas which 
they entertain of religious worship, the in- 
trigues of their ministers, and their skill 
in sciences, — there are twenty who only 
mention some idle particulars, which can 
be of no real use to a true philosopher. 
All their remarks tend neither to make 
themselves nor others more happy ; they 
no way contribute to control their passions, 
to bear adversity, to inspire true virtue, or 
raise a detestation of vice. 

IVIeii may be very learned, and yet very 
miserable ; it is easy to be a deep geome- ' 
trician, or a sublime astronomer, but very 
difficult to be a good man, I esteem, 
therefore, the traveller who instructs the 
heart, but despise him who only indulges 
the imagination. A man who leaves home 
to mend himself and others, is a philoso- 
pher ; but he who goes from country to 
country, guided by the blind impulse of 
curiosity, is only a vagabond. From Zer- 
dusht down to him of Tyana, I honour 
all those great names who endeavoured to 
unite the world by their travels : such men 
grew wiser as well as better the farther 
they departed from home, and seemed 
like rivers, whose streams arc not only in- 
creased, but refined, as they travel from 
their source. 

For my own part, my greatest glory is, 
that travelling has not more steeled my 
constitution against all the vicissitudes of 
climate, and all the depressions of fatigue, 
than it has my mind against the accidents 
of fortune, or the accesses of despair. — 
Farewell. 

LETTER VIII. 


How insupportable, O thou possessor 
of heavenly wisdom, would be this sepa- 
ration, this immea.surable distance from 
my friend, were I not able thus to delineate 
my heart upon paper, and to send thee 
daily a map of my mind ! 

I am every day better reconciled to the 
people among whom I reside, and begin 
to fancy, that in time I shall find them more 
opulent, more charitable, and more hos- 
pitable, than I at first imagined. I begin 
to learn somewhat of their manners and 
customs, and to see reasons for several 


deviations which they make from us, 
from whom all other nations derive their 
politeness, as well as their original. 

In spite of taste, in spite of prejudice, 
I now begin to think their women toler- 
able. I can now look on a languishing 
blue eye without disgust, and pardon a set 
of teeth, even though whiter than ivory. 
I now begin to fancy there is no universal 
standard for beauty. The truth is, the 
manners of the ladies in this city are so 
veiy open, and so vastly engaging, that I 
am inclined to pass over the more glaring 
defects of their persons, since compensated 
by the more solid yet latent beauties of 
the mind. What though they want black 
teeth, or are deprived of the allurements 
of feet no bigger than their thumbs, yet 
still they have souls, my friend ; such 
souls— so free, so pressmg, so hospitable, 
and so engaging! I have received more 
invitations in the streets of London from 
the sex in one night, than I have met with 
at Pekin in twelve revolutions of the moon. 

Every evening, as I return home from 
my usual solitary excursions, I am met by 
several of these well-disposed daughters 
of hospitality, at different limes, and in 
different strcet.s, richly dre.ssed, and with 
minds not less noble than their appearance. 
You know that nature has indulged me 
with a person by no means agreeable ; yet 
are they too generous to object to my 
homely appearance ; tliey feel no repug- 
nance at my broad face and flat nose ; they 
perceive me to be a stranger, and that alone 
is a sufficient recommendation. TJiey even 
seem to think it their duty to do the 
honours of the country hy every act of 
complaisance in their power. One takes 
me under the arm, and in a manner forces 
me along; another catches me round the 
neck, and desires to partake in this office 
of hospitality ; while a third, kinder still, 
invites me to refresh my spirits with wine. 
Wine ivS, in England, reserved only for the 
rich ; yet here even wine is given away to 
the stranger. 

A few nights ago, one of these generous 
creatures, dressed all in white, and flaunt- 
ing like a meteor by my side, forcibly at- 
tended me home to my own apartment. 
She seemed charmed with the elegance of 
the furniture, and the convenience of my 
n 
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situo-tion j (iiicl well indeed, slie niiglit, for .Cliinesey wliose leligion s.llows liini two 
i have hired an apartment for not less than wives, takes not half the liberties of the 
two shillings of their money every week. English in this particular. Their laws may 
But iier civility did not rest here ; for, at be compared to the books of the Sybils,™- 
parting, being desirous to know the hour, they are held in great veneration, but sel- 
' and perceiving my watch out of order, she dom read, or seldomer understood ; even 
kindly took it to be repaired by a relation those who pretend to be their guardians, 
of her own, which, .you may imagine, will dispute about the meaning of many of 
save some expense; and she assures me them, and confess their ignorance of others, 
that it will cost her nothing. I shall have The law, therefore, which commands them 
it back in a few days, when mended, and to have but one wife, is strictly observed 
am preparing a proper speech, expressive only by those for whom one is more than 
of my gratitude on the occasion : “ Celestial sufficient, or by such as have not money 
excellence I ” I intend to say, “ happy I am to buy two. As for the rest, they violate 
in having found out, after many painRil it publicly, and some glory in its violation, 
adventures, a land of innocence, and a They seem to think, like the Persians, that 
people of humanity : I may rove into other they give evident marks of manhood by 
climes, and converse with nations yet un- increasing their seraglio. A mandarine, 
known ; but where shall I meet a soul of i therefore, here generally keeps four wives, 
such purity as that which resides in thy a gentleman three, and a stage-player two. 
breast ! Sure thou hast been nurtured by j As for the magistrates, the country justices 
the bill of the Shin Shin, or sucked the i and squires, they are employed first in de- 
breasts of the provident Gin Hiung. The j baiiching young virgins, and then punish- 
raelody of thy voice could rob the Chong | ing the transgression. 

Foil of her whelj^s, or inveigle the Boh j From such a picture you will be apt to 
that lives in the midst of the waters. Thy I conclude, that he who employs four ladies 
servant shall ever retain a sense of thy for his amusement has four times as much 
favours ; and one day boast of thy virtue, constitution to spare as he who is con- 
sincerity, and truth, among the daughters tented with one ; that a mandarine is much 
of China. ” — Adieu. cleverer than a gentleman, and a gentleman 

„ than a player; and yet it is quite the re- 

LET 1 EK IX. verse : a mandarine is frequently supported 

To the same. Oil spindle shanks, appears emaciated by 

I HA.VE been deceived ! She whom I | luxury, and is obliged to have recourse to 
fancied a daughter of paradise, has proved ! variety, merely from the weakness, not the 
to be one of the infamous disciples of Han ! j vigour, of his constitution, the number of 
I have lost a trifle; T have gained the con- , his wives being the most equivocal symp- 
solation of having discovered a deceiver. | tom of his virility. 

I once more, therefore, relax into my for- Besides the country squire, there is also 
mer indifference with regard to the English another set of men whose whole employ- 
ladies ; they once more begin to apjiear ment consists in corrupting beauty : these 
disagieeable in my eyes. Thus is my whole i the silly part of the fair sex call amiable ; 
time passed in forming conclusions which the more sensible part of them, however, 
the next minute’s experience may probably give them the title of abominable. You 
destroy ; the present moment becomes a will probably demand, what are the talents 
comment on the past, and I improve rather of a man thus caressed by the majority of 
in humility than wisdom. the opposite sex? what" talents or what 

Their laws and religion forbid the Eng- beauty is he possessed of, superior to the 
lish to keep more than one woman; I | rest of his fellows? To answer you directly, 
therefore concluded, that prostitutes w^ere i he has neither talents nor beauty; but then 
banished from society. I was deceived ; i he is possessed of impudence and assiduity, 
every man here keeps as many wives as he j With assiduity and impudence, men of all 
can maintain : the laws are cemented with j ages, and all figures, may commence ad- 
blood, praised and disregarded. The very i, mirers. I have even been told of some 
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who made professions of expiring for love, 
when aU the world could perceive they 
were going to die of old age : and, what 
is more surprising still, such battered 
beaux are generally most infamously suc- 
cessful. 

A fellow of this kind employs three 
hours every morning in dressing his head, 
by which is understood only his hair. 

He is a professed admirer, not of any ^ 
particular lady, but of the whole sex. 

He is to suppose every lady has caught 
cold every night, which gives him an 
opportunity of calling to see how she does 
the next morning. 

He is, upon all occasions, to show him- 
self in very great pain for the ladies : if a 
lady drops even a pin, he is to fly in order 
to present it. 

He never speaks to a lady wdthout ad- 
vancing his mouth to her ear, by which he 
frequently addresses more senses than one. 

Upon proper occasions, he looks exces- 
sively tender. T his is performed by laying 
his hand upon his heart, shutting his eyes, 
and showing his teeth. 

He is excessively fond of dancing a 
minuet with the ladies, by which is only 
meant walking round the floor eight or ten 
times with his hat on, affecting great 
gravity, and sometimes looking tenderly 
on his partner. 

He never affronts any man himself, and 
never resents an affront from another. 

He has an infinite variety of small talk 
upon all occasions, and laughs when he 
has nothing more to say. 

Such is the killing creature who pros- 
trates himself to the sex till lie has undone 
them ; all whose submissions are the effects 
of design, and who, to please the ladies, 
almost becomes himself a lady. 

LETTER X. 

To tJie stmie, 

I HAVE hitherto given you no account 
of my journey from China to Europe— of 
my travels through countries where nature 
sports in primeval rudeness, where she 
pours forth her wonders in solitude — coun- 
tries from whence the rigorous climate, 
the sweeping inundation, the drifted desert, 
the howling forest, and mountains of im- 
measurable height, banish the husbandman 


and spread extensive desolation — coun- 
tries where the brown Tartar wanders for 
a precarious subsistence, with an heart that 
never felt pity, himself more hideous than 
the wilderness he makes. 

Y ou will easily conceive the fatigue of 
crossing vast tracts of land, either deso- 
late, or still more dangerous by its inha- 
bitants,— the retreat of men who seenl 
driven from society, in order to make Wat 
upon all the human race ; nominally pro- 
fessing a subjection to Ivluscovy or China, 
but without any resemblance to the coun- 
tries on which they depend. 

After I had crossed the Great Wall, 
the first objects that presented themselves 
were the remains of desolated cities, and 
all the magnificence of venerable ruin. 
There were to be seen temples of beautiful 
structure, statues wrought by the hand of 
a master, and around, a country of luxu- 
riant plenty ; but not one single inhabitant 
to reap the bounties of nature. These were 
prospects that miglit humble the pride of 
kings, and repress human vanity. I asked 
my guide the cause of such desolation. 
These countries, says he, were once the 
dominions of a Tartar prince ; and these 
ruins, the seat of arts, elegance, and ease. 
This prince waged an unsuccessful war 
with one of the emperors of Cliina ; he was 
conquered, his cities plundered, and all 
his subjects carried into captivity. Such 
are the effects of the ambition of kings ! 
Ten dervises, says the Indian proverb, shall 
sleep in peace upon a single carpet, while 
two kings shall quarrel, though they have 
kingdoms to divide tliem. Sure, my friend, 
the cruelty and the pride of man have made 
more deserts than Nature ever made : she 
is kind, but man is ungrateful ! 

Proceeding in my journey through this 
pensive scene of desolated beauty, in a few 
days I arrived among the Daures, a nati<3ii 
still dependent on China. Xaizigar is their 
principal city, which, compared with those 
of Europe, scarcely deserves the name. 
The govemiors, and other officers, who 
are sent yearly from Pekin, abuse their 
authofity, and often take the wives and 
daughter's of the inhabitants to themselves. 
The Daures, accustomed to base submis- 
sion, feel no resentment at these injuries, 
or stifle what they feel. Custom and 






too 


THE CITIZEN OE THE WOE LB, 





necessity teach even barbarians the same 
art of dissiniiilation that ambition and in- 
trigue inspire in the breasts of the polite. 
Upon beholding such unlicensed stretches 
of power, alas ! thought I, how little does 
our wise and good emperor know of these 
intolerable exactions ! These provinces are 
too distant for complaint, and too insig- 
nificant to expect redress. The more dis- 
tant the government, the honester should 
be the governor to whom it is intrusted ,* 
for hope of impunity is a strong induce- 
ment to violation. 

The religion of the Daures is more 
absurd than even that of the sectaries of 
Fohi. How would you he surprised, 0 
sage disciple and follower of Confucius ! 
you who believe one eternal intelligent 
cause of all, should you be present at the 
barbarous ceremonies of this infatuated 
people! How would you deplore the 
blindness and folly of mankind! His 
boasted reason seems only to light him I 
astray, and brutal instinct more regularly ! 
points out the path to happiness. Could 
you think it ? they adore a wicked divinity ; 
they fear him and they worship him ; they 
imagine him a malicious Being, ready to 
injure and ready to be appeased. The 
men and women assemble at midnight in 
a hut, which serves for a temple. A priest 
stretches himself on the ground, and all 
the people pour forth the most horrid cries, 
while drums and timbrels swell the infernal 
concert. After this dissonance, miscalled 
music, has continued about two hours, the 
priest rises from the ground, assumes an 
air of inspiration, grows big with the in- 
spiring demon, and pretends to a skill in 
futurity. 

In every country, my friend, the bonzes, 
the brahmins, and the priests deceive the 
people: all reformations begin from the 
laity ; the priests point us out the way to 
heaven with their fingers, but stand still 
themselves, nor seem to travel towards the 
country in view. 

The customs of this people coirespond 
to their religion ; they keep their dead 
for three days on the same bed where the 
person died ; after which they bury him 
in a grave moderately deep, but with the 
head still uncovered. Here for several 
days they present him different sorts of 


meats; which, when they perceive he 
does not consume, they fill up the grave, 
and desist from desiring him to eat for 
the future. How, how can mankind be 
guilty of such strange absurdity? to 
entreat a dead body, already putrid, to 
partake of the banquet ! Where, I again 
repeat it, is human reason? not only 
some men, but whole nations, seem 
divested of its illumination. Here we 
observe a whole country adoring a 
divinity through fear, and attempting to 
feed the dead. These are their most 
serious and most religious occupations. 
Are these men rational, or are not the 
apes of Borneo more wise ? 

Certain I am, O thou instructor of my 
youth ! that without philosophers~-*with- 
out some few virtuous men, who seem to 
be of a different nature from the rest of 
mankind — without such as these, the wor- 
ship of a wicked divinity would surely be 
established over every part of the earth. 
Fear guides more to their duty than gra- 
titude : for one man who is virtuous fi*om 
the love of virtue, from the obligation 
which he thinks he lies under to the Giver 
of all, there are ten thousand who are 
good only from the apprehensions of pun- 
ishment. Could these last be persuaded, 
as the Epicureans were, that heaven had 
no thunders in store for the villain, they 
would no longer continue to acknowledge 
subordination, or thank that Being who 
gave them existence. — Adieu. 

LETTER XL 

To the same. 

From such a picture of nature in primeval 
simplicity, tell me, my much respected 
friend, are you in love with fatigue and 
solitude ? Do you sigh for the severe 
frugality of the wandering Tartar, or re- 
gret being born amidst the luxury and 
dissimulation of the polite? Rather tell 
me, has not every kind of life vices pecu- 
liarly its own ? Is it not a truth, that 
refined countries have more vices, but 
those not so terrible; barbarous nations 
few, and they of the most hideous com- 
plexion ? Perfidy and fraud are the vices 
of civilized nations, credulity and violence 
those of the inhabitants of the desert. 
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Does the luxury of the one produce half 
the evils of the inhumanity of the other ? 
Certainly, those philosophers who declaim 
against luxury have but little understood 
its benefits ; they seem insensible, that to 
luxury we owe not only the greatest part 
of our knowledge, but even of our virtues. 

It may sound fine in the mouth of a 
declairaer, when he talks of subduing 
our appetites, of teaching every sense to 
be content with a bare sufficiency, and of 
supplying only the wants of nature ; but 
is there not more satisfaction in indulging 
those appetites, if with innocence and 
safety, than in restraining them ? Am not 
I better pleased in enjoyment than in the 
sullen satisfaction of thinking that I can 
live without enjoyment ? The more va- 
rious our artificial necessities, the wider is 
our circle of pleasure ; for all pleasiu*es 
consist in obviating necessities as they 
rise : luxury, therefore, as it increases 
our wants, increases our capacity for 
happiness. 

Examine the history of any country re- 
markable for opulence and wisdom, you 
will find they would never have been wise 
had they not been first luxurious ; you 
will find poets, philosophers, and even 
patriots, marching in luxury’s train. The 
reason is obvious ; we then oiily are curious 
after knowledge, when we find it connected 
with sensual happiness. The senses ever 
point out the way, and reflection comments 
upon the discovery. Inform a native of 
the desert of Kobi of the exact measure 
of the parallax of the moon, he finds no 
satisfaction at all in the information ; he 
wonders how any could take such pains, 
and lay out such treasures, in order to solve 
so useless a difficulty : but connect it with 
his happiness, by showing that it improves 
navigation — that by such an investigation 
he may have a warmer coat, a better gun, 
or a finer knife,— and he is instantly in 
raptures at so great an improvement. In 
short, we only desire to know what we 
desire to possess; and whatever we may 
talk against it, luxury adds the spur to 
curiosity, and gives iis a desire of becoming 
more wise. 

But not our knowledge only, but our 
virtues are improved by luxury. Observe 
the brown savage of Thibet, to whom the 



fruits of the spreading po.megranate supply 
food, and its branches an habitation. Such 
a character has few vices, I grant, but those 
he has are of the most hideous nature : 
rapine and cruelty are scarcely crimes in his 
eye; neither pity nor tenderness, -which 
ennoble every virtue, have any place in his 
heart ; he hates his enemies, and kills those 
he subdues. On the other hand, the polite 
Chinese and civilized European seem even 
to love their enemies. I have just now 
seen an instance, where the English have 
succoured those enemies whom their own 
countrymen actually refused to relieve. 

The greater the luxuries of every coun- 
try, the more closely, politically speaking, 
is that country united. Luxury is the child 
of society alone ; the luxurious man stands 
in need of a thousand different artists to 
furnish out his happiness : it is more likely, 
therefore, that he should l)e a good citizen 
who is connected by motives of self-interest 
with so many, than the abstemious man 
who is united to none. 

In whatsoever light, therefore, we con- 
sider luxury, whether as employing a num- 
ber of hands, naturally too feeble for more 
laborious employment ; as finding a variety 
of occupation for others who might be 
totally idle ; or as furnishing out new inlets 
to happiness, without encroaching on 
mutual property; in whatever light we 
regard it, we shall have reason to stand up 
in its defence, and the sentiment of Con- 
fucius still remains unshaken : “ That we 
should enjoy as many of the luxuries of life 
as are consistent with our own safety and 
the prosperity of others ; and that he who 
finds out a new pleasure, is one of the most 
useful members of society.” 

LETTER XII. 

To ike same. 

From the funeral solemnities of the 
Daures, who think themselves the politest 
people in the world, I must make a tran- 
sition to the funeral solemnities of the 
English, who think themselves as polite as 
they. The numberless ceremonies wfliich 
are used here when a person is sick appear 
to me so many evident marks of fear and 
apprehension. Ask an Englishman, how- 
ever^ whether be. is afraid of death, and 
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he boldly answers in the negative ; but 
observe his behaviour in circumstances of 
approaching sickness, and you will find 
his actions give his assertions the lie.^ 

The Chinese are very sincere in this re- 
spect; they hate to die, and they confess 
their terrors : a great part of their life is 
spent in preparing things proper for their 
funeral. A poor artisan shall spend half 
his income in providing himself a tomb 
twenty years before he wants it ; and denies 
himself the necessaries of life that he may 
1^e amply provided for when he shall want 
them no more. 

But people of distinction in England 
really deserve pity, for they die in circum- 
stances of the most extreme distress. It 
is an established rule, never to let a man 
know that he is dying : physicians are sent 
for, the clergy are called, and everything 
passes in silent solemnity round the sick- 
bed. The patient is in agonies, looks round 
for pity, yet not a single creature will say 
that he is dying. If he is ])ossessed of for- 
tune, his relations entreat him to make his 
will, as it may restore the tranquillity of 
his mind. He is desired to undergo the 
rites of the Church, for decency requires 
it. His friends lake their leave only be- 
cause they do not care to see him in pain. 
In short, an hundred stratagems are used 
to make him do what he might have been 
induced to perform only hy being told, 
“Sir, you are past all hopes, and had as 
good think decently of dying.” 

Besides all this, the chamber is darkened, 
the whole house echoes to the cries of the 
wife, the lamentations of the children, 
the grief of the servants, and the sighs of 
friends. The bed is surrounded with 
priests ami doctors in black, and only flam- 
beaux emit a yellow gloom. Where is the 
man, how intrepid soever, that would not 
shrink at such a hideous solemnity? For 
fear of affrighting their expiring friends, 
the English practise all that can dll them 
with terror. Strange effect of human pre- 
judice, thus to torture, merely from mis- 
taken tenderness ! 

You see, my friend, what contradictions 
there are in the tempers of these islanders : 
when prompted by ambition, revenge, or 
disappointment, they meet death with the 
rttmost resolution : the very man who in 


his bed would have trembled at the aspect 
of a doctor, shall go with intrepidity to 
attack a bastion, or deliberately noose 
himself up in his garters. 

The passion of the Europeans for mag- 
nificent interments is equally strong with 
that of the Chinese. When a tradesman 
dies, his fi'ightfnl face is painted up by an 
undertaker, and placed in a proper situa- 
tion to receive company; this is called 
lying in state. To this disagreealjle spec- 
tacle all the idlers in town flock, and 
learn to loath the wretch dead whom they 
despised when living. In this manner, you 
see some who would have refused a shilling 
to save the life of their dearest friend, be- 
stow thousands on adorning their putrid 
corpse. I have been told of a fellow, 
who, grown rich by the price of blood, left 
it in his will that he should lie in state ; 
and thus unknowingly gibbeted himselif 
into infamy, when he might have other- 
wise quietly retired into oblivion. 

When the person is buried, the next 
care is to make his epitaph: they are 
generally reckoned best which flatter most ; 
such relations, therefore, as have received 
most benefits from the defunct, discharge 
this friendly office, and generally flatter in 
proportion to their joy. When we read 
these monumental histories of the dead, it 
may be justly said, that all men are equal 
in the dust ; for they all appear equally re- 
markable for being the most sincere Chris- 
tians, the most benevolent neighbours, and 
the honestest men of their time. To go 
through an European cemetery, one would 
be apt to wonder how mankind could have 
so basely degenerated from such excellent 
ancestors. Every tomb pretends to claim 
your reverence and regret ; some are 
praised for piety, in those inscriptions, who 
never entered the temple until they were 
dead ; some are praised for being excellent 
poets, who were never mentioned except 
for their dulness when living ; others for 
sublime orators, who were never noted ex- 
cept for their impudence; and others still, 
for military achievements, who were never 
in any other skirmishes but with the watch. 
Some even make epitaphs for themselves, 
and bespeak the reader’s good-will. It 
were indeed to be wished, that every man 
[ would early learn in this manner to make 
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his own; tliathe would draw it up in terms | 
as flattering as possible, and that he would ' 
make it the employment of his whole life ! 
to'‘ deserve .it.', , ■! 

I have not yet been in a place called 
Westminster Abbey, but soon intend to 
visit it. There, I am told, I shall see jus- 
tice done to deceased merit : none, I am 
told, are pennittedto be buried there, but 
such as have adorned as well as improved 
mankind. There, no intruders, by the 
influence of friends or fortune, presume 
to mix their utihallowed ashes with philo- 
sophers, heroes, and poets. Nothing but 
true merit has a place in that awful sanc- 
tuary. The guardianship of the tombs is 
committed to several reverend priests, who 
are never guilty, for a superior reward, of 
taking down the names of good men, to 
make room for others of equivocal charac- 
ter, nor ever profane the sacred walls with 
pageants that posterity cannot know, or 
shall blush to own. 

I always was of opinion, that sepulchral 
honours of this kind should be considered 
as a national concern, and not trusted to 
the care of the priests of any country, how 
respectable soever : but from the conduct 
of the reverend personages, whose disin- 
terested patriotism I shall shortly be able 
to discover, I am taught to retract my for- 
mer sentiments. It is true, the Spartans 
and the Persians, made a fine political use 
of sepulchral vanity ; they permitted none 
to be thus interred who had not fallen in 
the vindication of their country. A monu- 
ment thus became a real mark of distinc- 
tion ; it nerved the hero’s arm with tenfold 
vigour, and he fought witliout fear who 
only fought for a grave. — Farewell. 

LETTER XIII. 

To ike smne. 

I AM just returned from Westminster 
Abbey, the place of sepulture for the phi- 
losophers, heroes, and kings of England. 
What a gloom do monumental inscriptions 
and all the venerable remains of deceased 
merit inspire I Imagine a temple marked 
with the hand of antiquity, solemn as 
religious awe, adorned with all the mag- 
nificence of barbarous profusion, dim win- 
dows, fretted pillars, long colonnades, and 


dark ceilings. Think, then, what were 
my sensations at being introduced to such 
a scene. I stood in the midst of the temple, 
and threw my eyes round on the walls, 
filled with the statues, the inscriptions, and 
the monuments of the dead. 

Alas ! I said to myself, how does pride 
attend the puny child of dust even to the 
grave ! Even humble as I am, I possess 
more consequence in the present scene 
than the greatest hero of them all : they 
have toiled for an hour to gain a transient 
immortality, and are at length retired to 
the grave, where they have no attendant 
but the worm, none to flatter but the 
epitaph. 

As I was indulging such reflections, a 
gentleman dressed in black, perceiving me 
to be a stranger, came up, entered into 
conversation, and politely offered to be my 
instructor and guide through the temple. 
“If any monument,” said he, “should 
particularly excite your curiosity, I shall 
endeavour to satisfy your demands.” I 
accepted, with thanks, the gentleman’s 
offer, adding, tliat “ I was come to observe 
the policy, the wisdom, and the justice of 
the English, in conferring rewards upon 
deceased merit. If adulation like this,” 
continued I, “ be properly conducted, as 
it can no ways injure those who are flat- 
tered, so it may be a glorious incentive to 
those who are now capable of enjoying it. 
It is the duty of every good government to 
turn this monumental pride to its own ad- 
vantage ; to become strong in the aggre- 
gate from the weakness of the individual. 
If none but the truly great have a place in 
this awful repository, a temple like this 
will give the finest lessons of morality, and 
be a strong incentive to true ambition. I 
am told, that none have a place here but 
characters of the most distinguished merit.” 
The Man in Black seemed impatient at 
my observations, so I discontinued my re- 
marks, and we walked on together to take 
a view of every particular monument in 
order as it lay. 

As the eye is naturally caught by the 
finest objects, I could not avoid being 
particularly curious about one monument, 
which appeared more beautiful than the 
rest. “ That, ” said I to my guide, “ I take 
to be the tomb of some very great man. 
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By the peculiar excellence of the work- 
manship, and the magnificence of the 
design, this must be a trophy raised to the 
memoi’y of some king who has saved his 
country from ruin, or lawgiver who has 
reduced his fellow- citizens from anarchy 
into just subjection.”— “It is not requi- 
site,” replied my companion, smiling, “to 
have such qualifications in order to have 
a very fine monument here : more humble 
abilities will suffice.”— “What ! I suppose, 
then, the gaining two or^ three battles, 
or the taking half a score of towns, is 
thought a sufficient qualification?” — 
“ Gaining battles, or taking towns, ” replied 
the Man in Black, “ may be of service ; 
but a gentleman may have a very fine 
monument here without ever seeing a bat- 
tle or a siege.” — “This, then, is the monu- 
ment of some poet, I presume — of one 
whose wit has gained him immortality?” 
-^“No, sir,” replied my guide, “the gen- 
tleman who lies here never made verses ; 
and as for wit, he despised it in others, 
because he had none himself.” — “ Pray tell 
me, then, in a word,” said I, peevishly, 
“ what is the great man who lies here par- 
ticularly remarkable for?” — “Remark- 
able, sir!” said my companion; “why, 
sir, the gentleman j;hat lies here is remark- 
able, very remarkable— for a tomb in West- 
minister Abbey.”— “But, head of my 
ancestors ! how has he got here ? I fancy 
he could never bribe the guardians of the 
temple to give him a place. Should he 
not be ashamed to be seen among company 
where even moderate merit would look 
like infamy?” — suppose,” replied the 
Man in Black, “the gentleman was rich, 
and his friends, as is usual in such a case, 
told him he was great. He readily believed 
them ; the guardians of the temple, as they 
got by the self-delusion, were ready to be- 
lieve him too ; so he paid his money for a 
fine monument ; and the workman, as you 
see, has made him one of the most beau- 
tiful. Think not, however, that this gen- 
tleman is singular in Iris desire of being 
buried among the great ; there are several 
others in the temple, who, hated and 
shunned by the great while alive, have 
come here fully resolved to keep them 
company now they are dead.” 

As we walked along to a particular part 


of the temple, “There,” says the gentle- 
man, pointing with his finger, “that is the 
Poet’s Corner ; there you see the monu- 
ments of Shakspeare, and Milton, and 
Prior, and I^rayton.” — “Drayton!” I re- 
plied ; “I never heard of him before ; but 
I have been told of one Pope — is he there ? ” 
—“It is time enough,” replied my guide, 

“ these hundred yearn ; he is not long dead ; 
people have not done hating him yet.”— 
“Strange,” cried I; “can any be found 
to hate a man whose life was wholly spent 
in entertaining and instructing his fellow- 
creatures ? ’ ’ — “ Yes, ” says my guide, “ they 
hate liim for that very reason. There are a 
set of men called answerers of books, who 
take upon them to watch the republic of 
letters, and distribute reputation by the 
sheet ; they somewhat resemble the eu- 
nuchs in a seraglio, who are incapable of 
giving pleasure themselves, and hinder 
those that would. These answerers have 
no other employment but to cry out Dunce 
and Scribbler ; to praise the dead and 
revile the living ; to grant a man of con- 
fessed abilities some small share of merit ; 
to applaud twenty blockheads in order to 
gain the reputation of candour; and to 
revile the moral character of the man 
whose writings they cannot injure. Such 
wretches are kept in pay by some mer- 
cenary bookseller, or more frequently the 
bookseller himself takes this dirty work 
off their hands, as all that is required is 
to be very abusive and very dull. Every 
poet of any genius is sure to find such 
enemies; he feels, though he seems to 
despise, their malice ; they make him 
miserable here, and in the pursuit of empty 
fame, at last he gains solid anxiety.” 

“Has this been the case with every poet 
I see here?” cried L — “Yes, with every 
mother’s son of them,” replied he, “ex- 
cept he happened to be born a mandarine. 
If he has much money, he may buy repu- 
tation from your book-answerers, as well 
as a monument from the guardians of the 
temple.” 

“But are there not some men of dis- 
tinguished taste, as in China, who are 
willing to patronize men of merit, and soften 
the rancour of malevolent diilness.” 

“I own there are many,” replied the 
, Man in Black ; “but, alas ! sir, thebook- 
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answerers crowd about them, and call them- 
selves the writers of books ; and the patron 
is too indolent to distinguish : thus poets 
are kept at a distance, while their enemies 
eat up all their rewards at the mandarine’s 
table.” 

Leaving this part of the temple, we made 
up to an iron gate, through which my 
companion told me we were to pass, in 
order to see the monuments of the kings. 
Accordingly, I marched up without further 
ceremony, and was going to enter, when 
a person who held the gate in his hand 
told me I must pay first. I was surprised 
at such a demand ; and asked the man, 
whether the people of England kept a 
show ? — whether the paltry sum he de- 
manded was not a national reproach? — 
whether it was not more to the honour of 
the country to let iheir magnificence or 
their antiquities be openly seen, than thus 
meanly to tax a curiosity which tended to 
their own honour? — “As for your ques- 
tions,” replied the gate-keeper, “to be 
sure they may be very right, because I 
don’t understand them j but, as for that 
there threepence, I farm it from one — who 
rents it from another — who hires it from 
a third — who leases it from the guardians 
of the temple : and we all must live.” I 
expected, upon paying here, to see some- 
thing extraordinary, since what I had seen 
for nothing filled me with so much surprise ; 
but in this I was disappointed ; there was 
little more within than black coflhis, rusty 
armour, tattered standards, and some few 
slovenly figures in wax. I was sorry I had 
paid, but I comforted myself by consider- 
ing it would be my last payment. A per- 
son attended us who without once blushing 
told an hundred lies : he talked of a lady 
who died by pricking her finger ; of a king 
with a golden head, and twenty such pieces 
of absurdity. “Look ye there, gentle- 
men,” says he, pointing to an old oak 
chair, “ there’s a curiosity for ye ; in that 
chair the kings of England were crowned : 
you see also a stone underneath, and that 
stone is Jacob’s pillow.” I could sec no 
curiosity either in the oak chair or the 
stone : could I, indeed, behold one of the 
old kings of England seated in this, or 
Jacob’s head laid upon the other, there 
,j might be something curious in the sight 5 


but in the present case, there was no more 
reason for my surprise, than if I should 
pick a stone from their streets, and call it 
a curiosity, merely because one of the kings 
happened to tread upon it as he passed in 
a procession. 

From hence our conductor led us 
through several dark walks and winding 
ways, uttering lies, talking to himself, and 
flourishing a wand which he held in his 
hand, lie reminded me of the black 
magicians of Kobi. After we had been 
almost fatigued with a variety of objects, he 
at last desired me to consider attentively 
a certain suit of armour, which seemed to 
show nothing remarkable. “This armour,” 
said he, “belonged to General Monk.” — 

“Very surprising that a general should 
wear armour !” — “And pray,” added he, 

“observe this cap ; this is General Monk’s 
cap.” — “ V ery strange indeed, very strange, 
that a general should have a cap also ! 

Pray, friend, what might this cap have 
cost originally?” — “That, sir,” says he, 

“ I don’t know ; but this cap is all the wages 
I have for my trouble.” — “A very small 
recompense, truly,” said I. — “Not so very 
small,” replied he, “for every gentleman, 
puts some money into it, and I spend the 
money. ” — “ W hat, mo re money ! still 
more money !” — “Every gentleman gives 
sometliing, sir.”— “ I’ll give thee nothing,” 
returned I ; “ the guardians of the temple 
should pay you your wages, friend, and 
not permit you to squeeze thus from every 
spectator. When we pay our money at 
the door to sec a show, we never give more 
as we are going out. Sure, the guardians 
of the temple can never think they get 
enough. Show me the gate ; if I stay 
longer, I may probal;)ly meet with more 
of those ecclesiastical beggars.” 

Thus leaving the temple precipitately, 

I returned to my lodgings, in order to ru- 
minate over what was great, and to despise | 

what was mean, in the occurrences of the | 

day. I 

LETTER XIV. 

To the same. I 

I WAS some days ago agreeably surprised | 

by a message from a lady of distinction, I 

who sent me word, that she most passion- | 

ately desired the pleasure of my acquaint- i 
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fluce, and with the utmost impatience are but paltry to a Chinese ; but as they 
expected an interview. I will not deny, are useful utensils, it is proper they should 
my dear Fum Hoani, but that my vanity have a place in every apartment’ Use- 
was raised at such an invitation : I flat- ful, sir ! ” replied the lady ; “ sure you 
tered myself that she had seen me in some mistake ; they are of no use in the world. ” 
public place, and had conceived an affection What ! are they not filled with an in- 

fer my person, which thus induced her to fusion of tea, as in China?” replied I. 
deviate from the usual decomms of the “Quite empty and useless, upon my honour, 
sex. My imagination painted her in all sir.”— “ Then they are the most cumbrous 
the bloom of youth and beauty. I fancied and clumsy furniture in the world, as no- 
her attended by the Loves and Graces ; thing is truly elegant but what unites use 
and I set out with the most pleasing expec- with beauty.”—' I protest,” says the lady, 
tations of seeing the conquest I had made. “ I shall begin to suspect thee of being an 
When I was introduced into her apart- actual barbarian. I suppose you hold 
ment, my expectations were quickly at an my two beautiful pagods in contempt.” 
end : I perceived a little shrivelled figure — “ What! ” cried I, “ has Fold spread his 
indolently reclined on a sofa, who nodded, gross superstitions here also I Pagods of 
by way of approbation, at my approach, all kinds are my aversion.” — “ A Chinese, 
This, as I %vas afterwards informed, w^as a traveller, and want taste ! It surprises 
the lady herself,— a woman equally dis- me. Pray, sir, examine the beauties of 
tinguished for rank, politeness, taste, and that Chinese temple which you see at the 
understanding. As I was dressed after the end of the garden. Is there anything in 
fashion of Europe, she had taken me for China more beautiful?” — “ Where I stand, 
an Englishman, and consequently saluted I see nothing, madam, at the end of the 
me in her ordinary manner : but when the garden, that may not as well be called an 
footman informed her grace that I was the Egyptian pyramid as a Chinese temple ; 
gentleman from China, she instantly lifted for that little building in view is as like the 
herself from the couch, while her eyes one as t’other.” — "What, sir! is not that 
sparkled with unusual vivacity. “ Bless a Chinese temple ? you must surely be 
me ! can this be the gentleman that was mistaken. Mr. Freeze, who designed it, 
born so far from home? What an unusual calls it one, and nobody disputes his pre- 
share of soineihingness in his whole appear- tensions to taste.” I now found it vain to 
ance ! Lord, how I am charmed with the contradict the lady in anything she thought 
outlandish cut of his fiice ! how bewitching fit to advance; so was resolved rather to 
the exotic breadth of his forehead ! I act the disciple than the instructor. She 
would give the world to see him in his own took me through several rooms, all fur- 
country dress. Pray, turn about, sir, and nished, as she told me, in the Chinese man- 
let me see you behind. There, there’s a ner ; sprawling dragons, squatting pagods, 
travelled air for you! You that attend and clumsy mandarines were stuck upon 
there, bring up a plate ofheefeut into small every shelf: in turning round, one must 
pieces; I have a violent passion to see him have used caution not to demolish a part 
eat. Pray, sir, have you got your chop- of the precarious furniture, 
sticks about you? It will be so pretty to In a house like this, thought I, one 
see the meat carried to the mouth with must live continually upon the watch ; the 
a jerk. Pray, speak a little Chinese : I inhabitant must resemble a knight in an 
have learned some of the language myself, enchanted castle, who expects to meet 
Lord ! have you nothing pretty from China an adventure at every turning. "But, 
about you; something that one does not madam,” said I, “do not accidents ever 
know what to do with? I have got twenty happen to all this finery?” — “Man, sir,” 
things from China that are of no use in the replied the lady, “ is horn to misfortunes ; 
world. Look at those jars ; they are of and it is but fit I should have a share, 
the right pea-green : these ai*e the furni- Three weeks ago, a careless servant 
ture I” — “ Dear madam,” said I, “ these, snapped off the head of a favourite man- 
though they may appear fine in your eyes, darine : I had scarce done grieving for that, 
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wlienamonkeybrokeabeautiful jar; this guilty meal. Hail, O ye simple, honest 
I took the more to heart, as the injury was bmhmins of the East! ye inoffensive 
done me by a friend ! However, I sur- friends, of all that were born to happiness 
vived the calamity ; when yesterday crash as well as you ! You never sought a short- 
went half a dozen dragons upon the marble lived pleasure from the miseries of other 
hearthstone ; and yet I live ; I siu'vive it creatures! You never studied the tor- 
all: you can’t conceive what comfort I find menting arts of ingenious refinement; you 
under afflictions from philosophy. There never surfeited upon a guilty meal I How 
is Seneca, and llolingbroke, and some much more purified and refined are all 
others, who guide me through life, and your sensations than ours! You distinguish 
teach me to support its calamities.” I every element with the utmost precision : 
could not but smile at a woman who makes a stream un tasted before is a new luxury, a 
her own misfortunes, and then deplores the change of air is a new banquet, too refined 
miseries of her situation. Wherefore, tired for Western imaginations to conceive, 
of acting with dissimulation, and willing Though the Europeans do not hold the 
to indulge my meditations in solitude, I transmigration of souls, yet one of their 
took leave just as the seiwant was bringing doctors has, wdth great force of argument 
in a plate of beef, pursuant to the directions and great plausibility of reasoning, en- 
of his mistress. — Adieu. deavoured to prove that the bodies of 

animals are the habitations of demons and 
wicked spirits, which are obliged to reside 
in these prisons till the resurrection pro- 
nounces their everlasting punishment; but 
The better sort here pretend to the utmost are previously condemned to suffer all the 
compassion for animals of every kind : to pains and hardships inflicted upon them 
hear them speak, a stranger would be apt by man, or by each other, here. If this 
to imagine they could hardly liurt the gnat be the case, it may frequently happen, 
that stung them ; they seem so tender, and that while we whip pigs to death, or boil 
so full of pity, that one would take them live lobsters, we are putting some ohl ac- 
for the harmless friends of the whole crea- quaintance, some near relation, to excru- 
tion, the protectors of the meanest insect or ciating tortures, and are serving him up 
reptile that was privileged with existence, to the very same table where he was once 
And yet (would you believe it?) I have the most welcome companion, 
seen the very men who have thus boasted “Kabul,” says the Zendavesta, “was 
of their tenderness, at the same time de- born on the rushy banks of the river 
voiiring the fiesh of six different animals Mawra; his possessions were great, and 
tossed up in a fiicassee. Strange con- his luxuries kept pace with the affluence 
trariety of conduct! they pity, and they ofhisfortune;hehatedtheharmlessbrah- 
eat the objects of their compassion! The mins, and despised their holy religion; 
lion roars with terror over its captive ; the every day his table was decked out with 
tiger sends forth its hideous shriek to in- the flesh of an hundred different animals, 
timidate its prey ; no creature shows any and his cooks had an hundred different 
fondness for its short-lived prisoner, except ways of dressing it, to solicit even satiety, 
a man and a cat. “ Notwithstanding all his eating, he did 

Man was born to live with innocence not arrive at old age; he died of a surfeit 
and simplicity, but helms deviated from caused by intemperance: upon this his soul 
nature ; he was born to share the bounties was carried off, in order to take its trial 
of Heaven, blithe has monopolized them; before a select assembly of the souls of 
he was born to govern the brute creation, those animals which his gluttony had 
but he is become their tyrant. If an epi- caused to be slain, and who were now 
cure now shall happen to surfeit on his last appointed his judges, 
night’s feast, twenty animals the next day “He trembled before a tribunal, to every 

are to undergo the most exquisite tortures, member of which he had formerly acted 
in order to provoke his appetite to another , as an unmerciful tyrant : he sought for 




LETTER XV. 

To the same. 
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pity, but found none disposed to grant it. 

‘ Does lie not remember, ’ cries the angry 
boar, .‘to what agonies X was put, not to 
satisfy his hunger, but his vanity? ^ X was 
first liunted to death, and my flesh scarce 
thought worthy of coming once to his table. 
\¥ere my advice followed, lie should do 
penance in the shape- of an hog, which in 
life he most resembled.’ 

I am rather,’ cries a sheep upon the 
bench, ‘ for having him suffer under the 
appearance of a lamb ; we may then send 
him through four or five transmigrations 
in the space of a month.’ — ‘ Were my voice 
of any weight in the assembly,’ cries a calf, 
‘he should rather assume such a form as 
mine ; I was bled every day, in order to ' 
make my flesh white, and at last killed 
without mercy.’ — ‘Would it not be wiser,’ 
cries a hen, ‘ to cram him in the shape of 
a fowl, and then smother him in his own 
blood, as I was served ? ’ The majority of 
the assembly were pleased with this pun- 
ishment, and were going to condemn him 
without further delay, when the ox rose up 
to give his opinion, — ‘ I am informed,’ says 
this counsellor, ‘ that the prisoner at the 
bar has left a wife with child behind him. 
By my knowledge in divination, I foresee 
that this child will be a son, decrepit, 
feeble, sickly, a plague to himself and all 
about him. What say you, then, my com- 
panions, if we condemn the father to ani- 
mate the body of his own son ; and by this 
means make him feel in himself those 
miseries his intemperance must otherwise 
have entailed upon his posterity?’ The 
whole court applauded the ingenuity of his 
torture : they thanked him for his advice. 
Kabul was driven once more to revisit the 
earth ; and his soul, in the body of his own 
son, passed a period of thirty years, loaded 
with misery, anxiety, and disease.” 

LETTER XVI. 

To the same. 

i KNOW not whether I am more obliged 
to the Chinese missionaries for the instruc- 
tion I have received from them, or preju- 
diced by the falsehoods they have made 
me believe. By them I was told that the 
Pope was universally allowed to be a man, 
and placed at the head of the church 5 in 


England, however, they plainly prove him 
to be a whore in man’s clothes, and often 
bum him in effigy as an impostor. A 
thousand books have been written, on 
either side of the question: priests are 
eternally disputing against each other ; 
and those mouths that want argument are 
filled with abuse. Which party must I 
believe? or shall I give credit to neither? 
When I survey the absurdities and false- 
hoods with which the books of the 
Europeans are filled, I thank Heaven for 
having been born in China, and that I 
have sagacity enough to detect imposture. 

The Europeans reproach us with false 
history and fabulous chronology : how 
should they blush to see their own books, 
many of which are written by the doctors 
of their religion, filled with the most mon- 
strous fables, and attested with the utmost 
solemnity ! The bounds of a letter do not 
permit me to mention all the absurdities 
of this kind wdiich, in my reading, I have 
met w'ith. I shall confine myself to the 
accounts which some of theiiTettered men 
give of the persons of some of the inhabit- 
ants on our globe : and, not satisfied with 
the most solemn asseverations, they some- 
times pretend to have been eye-witnesses 
of what they describe. 

A Christian doctor, in one of his prin- 
cipal performances, says, that it was not 
impossible for a whole nation to have but 
one eye in the middle of the forehead. 
He is not satisfied with leaving it in doubt ; 
but, in another work, assures us, that the 
fact was certain, and that he himself was 
an eye-witness of it. “ When,” says he, 
“ I look a journey into Ethiopia, in com- 
pany with several other servants of Christ, 
in order to preach the Gospel, there I 
beheld, in the southern provinces of that 
country, a nation wdiich had only one eye 
in the midst of their foreheads.” 

You will no doubt be surprised, rever- 
end X’um, with this author’s effrontery ; 
but, alas ! he is not alone in this story ; 
he has only borrowed it from several 
others who wrote l)efore him. Solinus 
■creates another nation of Cyclo}')S, the Ari- 
,maspians,who inhabit those countries that 
border on the Caspian Sea. This author 
goes on to tell us of a people of India 
. who have but one leg and one eye, and 
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yet are extremely active, run with great 
swiftness, and live by hunting. These 
people we scarce know how to pity or 
admire : but the men whom Pliny calls 
Cyiiamolci, who have got the heads of 
dogs, really deserve our compassion : in- 
stead of language, they express their sen- 
timents by barking. Solinus confirms what 
Pliny mentions ; and Simon Mayole, a 
French bishop, talks of them as of padi- 
cular and familiar acquaintances. “After 
passing the deserts of Egypt,” says he, 
“We ntet with the Kunokephaloi, who 
inhabit those regions that border on Ethi- 
bpia : they liveEy hunting ; they cannot | 
kpeak, but whistle ; their chins resemble a 
serpent’s head ; their hands are armed 
with long sharp claws ; their breast resem- 
bles that of a greyhound ; and they excel in 
swiftness and agility. Would you think 
it, my friend, that these odd kind of people 
are, notwithstanding their iigure, exces- 
sively delicate ? not even an alderman’s 
wife, or Chinese mandarine, can excel them 
in this particular. “These people,” con- 
tinues our faithful bishop, “never refuse 
wine ; love roast and boiled meat : they are 
particularly curious in having their meat 
well dressed, and spiirn at it if in the least 
tainted.” “ When the Ptolemies reigned 
in Egypt,” says he, a little farther on, 

“ these men with dogs’ heads taught gram- 
mar and music.” For men who had no 
voices to teach “music, and who could not 


upon us something that we wanted before. 
Simon Mayole seems our particular friend 
in this respect ; if he has denied heads to 
one part of mankind, he has given tails to 
another. Pie describes many of the Eng- 
lish of his time, which is more than an 
hundred years ago, as having tails. His 
own words are as follow : “ In England 
there are some families which have tails, 
as a punishment for deriding an Augustin 
friar sent by St. Gregory, and who preached 
in Dorsetshire. They sewed the tails of 
different animals to his clothes ; but soon 
they foixnd those tails entailed upon them 
and their posterity for ever.” It is cer- 
tain that the author had some ground for 
this description. Many of the English 
wear tails to their wigs to this very day ; 
as a mark, I suppose, of the antiquity of 
their families, and perhaps as a symbol of 
those tails with which they were formerly 
distinguished by nature. 

You see, my friend, there is nothing so 
ridiculous that has not at some time been 
said by some philosopher. The writers 
of books in Europe seem to think them- 
selves authorized to say what they please; 

I and an ingenious philosopher among them 
I has openly asserted, that he would under- 
; take to persuade the whole republic of 
j readers to believe, that the sun was nei- 
I ther the . cause of light nor heat, if he 
: could only get six philosophers on his 
i side. — P'arewell. 


speak, to teach grammar, is, I confess, 
a little extraordinary. Did ever the dis- 
ciples of Fohi broach anything more 
ridiculous? 

... Hitherto we have seen men with heads 
strangely deformed, and with dogs’ heads ; 
but what would you say if you heard of 
men without any heads at all ? Pompo- 
nius Mela, Solinus, and Aulus Gellius 
•describe tiiem to our hand : “The Blemim 
have a nose, eyes, and month on their 
breast ; or, as others will have it, placed 
on their shoulders.” 

One would think that these authors had 
an antipathy to the human form, and were 
■resolved to make a new figure of their 
■own ; but let us do them justice. Though 
they sometimes deprive us of a leg, an 
•arm, a head, or some such trifling part 
of the body, they often as liberally bestow 


LETTER XVII. 

To the same. 

Were an Asiatic politician to read the 
treaties of peace and friendship that have 
been annually making for more than an 
hundred years among the inhabitant.s of 
Europe, he would probably be surprised 
how it should ever happen that Christian 
princes could quarrel among each other. 
Their compacts for peace are drawn up 
with the utmost precision, and ratified 
with the greatest solemnity ; to these each 
: party promises a sincere and inviolable 
obedience, and all wears the appearance 
of open fiiendship and unreserved recon- 
ciliation. 

Yet, notwithstanding those treaties, the 
^people of Europe are almost continually 
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at war. There is nothing more easy than 
to break a treaty ratified in all the usual 
forms, and yet neither party be the ag- 
gressor. One side, for instance, breaks a 
trifling article by mistake ; the opposite 
party, upon this, makes a small but pre- 
meditated reprisal; this brings on a return 
of greater from the other ; both sides com- 
plain of injuries and infractions ; war is 
declared; they beat — are beaten; some 
two or three hundred thousand men are 
killed ; they grow tired ; leave off just 
where they began ; and so sit coolly down 
to make new treaties. 

The English and French seem to place 
themselves foremost among the champion 
states of Europe. Though parted by a 
narrow sea, yet are they entirely of oppo- 
site characters ; and, from their vicinity, 
are taught to fear and admire each other. 
They are at present engaged in a very 
destructive war, have already spilled much 
blood, are excessively irritated, and all 
upon account of one side’s desiring to : 
wear greater quantities of furs than the i 
other. 

The pretext of the war is about some 
lands a thousand leagues off,— -a country 
cold, desolate, and hideous — a country 
belonging to a people who were in posses- 
sion for time immemorial. The savages 
of Canada claim a property in the countiy 
in dispute ; they have all the pretensions 
which long possession can confer. Here 
they had reigned for ages without rivals 
in dominion, and knew no enemies but 
the prowling bear or insidious tiger ; 
their native forests produced all the ne- 
cessaries of life, and they found ample 
luxury in the enjoyment. In this manner 
they might have continued to live to eter- 
nity, had not the English been informed 
that those countries produced furs in great 
abundance. From that moment the coun- 
try became an object of desire : it was 
found that furs w^ere things very much 
wanted in England ; the ladies edged some 
of their clothes with furs, and muffs wei*e 
worn both by gentlemen and ladies. In 
short, furs were found indispensably ne- 
cessary for the happiness of the state ; and 
the king was consequently petitioned to 
grant, not only the country of Canada, hut 
all the savages belonging to it, to the sub- 


jects of England, in order to have the 
people supplied with proper quantities of 
this necessary commodity. 

So very reasonable a request was imme- 
diately complied with, and large colonies 
were sent abroad to procure furs, and take 
possession. The French, who were equally 
in want of furs, (for they were as fond of 
muffs and tippets as the English,) made 
the very same request to their monarch, 
and met with the same gracious reception 
from their king, who generously granted 
what was not his to give. Wherever the 
French landed, they called the country 
their own ; and the English took posses- 
sion wherever they came, upon the same 
equitable pretensions. The harmless sa- 
vages made no opposition ; and, could the 
intruders have agreed together, they might 
peaceably have shared this desolate coun- 
try between them ; but they quarrelled 
about the boundaries of their settlements, 

I about grounds and rivers to which neither 
: side could show any other right than that 
' of power, and which neither could occupy 
I but by usurpation. Such is the contest, 
that no honest man can heartily wish suc- 
I cess to either party. 

The war has continued for some time 
with various success. At first the French 
seemed victorious ; but the English have 
of late dispossessed them of the whole 
country in dispute. Think not, however, 
that success on one side is the harbinger 
of peace ; on the contrary, both parties 
must be heartily tired, to effect even a 
temporary reconciliation. It should seem 
the business of the victorious party to 
offer tenns of peace : hut there are many 
in England who, encouraged by success, 
are for still protracting the war. 

The best Engli.sh politicians, however, 
are sensible, that to keep their present 
conquests would be rather a burden than 
an advantage to them ; rather a diminii- 
tion of their strength than an increase ot 
power. It is in the politic as in the hu- 
man constitution : if the limbs grow too 
! large for the body, their size, instead of 
I improving, will diminish the vigour of the 
whole. The colonies should always bear 
an exact proportion to the mother coun- 
try : when they grow populous, they grow 
1 powerful,, and, by becoming powerful, they 
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become independent also : thus subor- 
dination is destroyed, and a country 
swallowed up in the extent of its own do- 
minions. The Turkish empire would be 
more formidable, were it less extensive — 
were it not for those countries which it can 
neither command nor give entirely away, 
which it is obliged to protect, but from 
which it has no power to exact obe- 
dience. 

Yet, obvious as these ftuths are, there 
are many Englishmen who are for trans- 
planting new colonies into this late acqui- 
sition, for peopling the deserts of America 
with the refuse of their countrymen, and 
(as they express it) with the waste of an 
exuberant nation. But wdio are those 
unhappy creatures who are to be thus 
drained away? Not the sickly, for they 
are unwelcome guests abroad as well as 
at home ; nor the idle, for they would 
starve as well behind the Apalachian 
mountains as in the streets of London. 
This refuse is composed of the laborious 
and enterprising-— of such men as can be 
serviceable to their country at home — of 
men who ought to be regarded as the 
sinews of the people, and cherished with 
every degree of political indulgence. And 
what are the commodities which this 
colony, when established, is to produce 
in return ? Why, raw silk, hemp, and to- 
bacco. England, therefore, must make an 
exchange of her best and bravest subjects 
for raw silk, hemp, and tobacco; her hardy 
veterans and honest tradesmen must be 
trucked for a box of snuff or a silk petti- 
coat. Strange absurdity I Surely the poli- 
tics of the Daures are not more strange, 
who sell their religion, their wives, and 
their liberty, for a glass bead or a paltry 
penknife. — Farewell. 

LETTER XVIII. 

To tke same. 

The English love their wives with much 
passion, the Hollanders with much pru- 
dence : the English, when they give their 
hands, frequently give their hearts ; the 
Dutch give the hand, but keep the 
heart wisely in their own possession. The 
English love with violence, and expect 
violent love in return ; the Dutch are 


satisfied with the slightest acknowledg- 
ment, for they give little away. The 
English expend many of the matrimonial 
comforts in the first year ; the Dutch 
frugally husband out their pleasures, and 
are always constant, because they are 
always indifferent. 

There seems very little difference be- 
tween a Dutch bridegroom and a Dutch 
husband. Both are equally possessed of 
the same cool unexpecting serenity ; they 
can see neither Elysium nor Paradise 
behind the curtain ; and Y iffrow is not 
more a goddess on the wedding-night 
than after twenty years matrimonial ac- 
quaintance. On the other hand, many of 
the English marry in order to have one 
happy month in their lives; they seem 
incapable of looking beyond that period ; 
they unite in hopes of finding rapture, 
and, disappointed in that, disdain ever 
to accept of happiness. From hence we 
see open hatred ensue ; or, what is worse, 
concealed disgust under the appearance of 
fulsome endearment. Much formality, 
great civility, and studied compliments 
are exhibited in public ; cross looks, 
sulky silence, or open recrimination, fill 
up their hours of private entertainment. 

Hence I am taught, whenever I see a 
new married couple more than ordinarily 
fond before faces, to consider them as 
attempting to impose upon the company 
or themselves; either hating each other 
heartily, or consuming that stock of love 
in the beginning of their course which 
should serve them through their whole 
journeyv Neither side should expect 
those instances of kindness which are 
inconsistent with true freedom or happi- 
ness to bestow. Love, when founded in 
the heart, will show itself in a thousand 
unpremeditated sallies of fondness ; but 
every cool deliberate exhibition of the 
passion only argues little understanding, 
or great insincerity. 

Choang was the fondest husband, and 
Hansi the most endearing -wife, in all the 
kingdom of Korea : they were a pattern 
of conjugal bliss ; the inhabitants of the 
country around saw, and envied their 
felicity ; wherever Choang came, Hansi 
was sure to follow : and in all the 
pleasures of Hansi, Choang was ad- 
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mitted a partner. They walked hand in 
hand wherever they appeared, showing 
every mark of muUiar satisfaction, em- 
bracing, kissing — their mouths were for 
ever joined ; and, to speak in the language 
of anatomy, it was with them one per- 
petual anastomosis. 

Their love was so great, that it was 
thought nothing could interrupt their 
mutual peace, when an accident hap- 
pened, which, in some measure, dimin- 
ished the husband’s assurance of his wife’s 
fidelity j for love so refined as his was 
subject to a thousand little disquietudes. 

Happening to go one day alone among 
the tombs that lay at some distance from 
his house, he there perceived a lady 
dressed in the deepest mourning, (being 
clothed all over in white,) fanning the 
wet clay that was raised over one of the 
graves with a large fan which she held in 
her hand. Choaiig, who had early been 
taught wisdom in the school of Tao, was 
unable to assign a cause for her present 
employment ; and coming up, civilly 
demanded the reason. “Alas,” replied 
the lady, her eyes bathed in tears, “ how 
is it possible to survive the loss of my 
husband, who lies buried in this grave ! 
He was the best of men, the tenderest of 
husbands : with his dying breath he bid 
me never marry again till the earth over 
his grave should be dry ; and here you 
see me steadily resolving to obey his will, 
and endeavouring to dry it with my fan. 

I have employed two whole days in ful- 
filling his commands, and am determined 
not to marry till they are punctually 
obeyed, even Ihougli his grave should 
take up four days in drying.” 

Choang, who was struck with the 
widow’s beauty, could not, however, 
avoid smiling at her haste to be married; 
but, concealing the cause of his mirth, 
civilly invited her home, adding, that he 
had a wife who might be capable of j 
giving her some consolation. As soon : 
as he and his guest were returned, he 
imparted to Hansi in private what he 
had seen, and could not avoid expressing 
his uneasiness that such might be his own 
case if his dearest wife should one day 
happen to survive him. 

It is impossible to describe Hansi’s 


resentment at so unkind a suspicion. As 
her passion for him was not only great, 
but extremely delicate, she employed tears, 
anger, frowns, and exclamations, to chide 
his suspicions ; the widow herself was 
inveighed against ; and Hansi declared, 
she was revsolved never to sleep under the 
same roof with a wretch, who, like her, 
could be guilty of such barefaced in- 
constancy. The night was cold and 
stormy ; however, the stranger was ob- 
liged to seek another lodging, for Choang 
was not disposed to resist, and Hansi 
would have her way. 

The widow hnd scarce been gone an 
hour, when an old disciple of Choang’ s, 
whom he had not seen for many years, 
came to pay him a visit. He was received 
with the utmost ceremony, placed in the 
most honourable seat at supper, and the 
wine began to circulate with great freedom. 
Choang and Hansi exhibited open marks 
of mutual tenderness and unfeigned re- 
conciliation : nothing could equal their 
apparent happiness ; so fond a husband, 
so obedient a wife, few could behold 
without regretting their own infelicity; 
when, lo ! their happiness was at once 
disturbed by a most fatal accident. 
Choang fell lifeless in an apoplectic fit 
upon the floor. Every method was used, 
but in vain, for his recovery. Hansi was 
at first inconsolable for liis death : after 
some hours, however, she found spirits to 
read his last will. The ensuing day, she 
began to moralize and talk wisdom ; the 
next day, she was able to comfort the . 
young disciple ; and oii' the third, to 
shorten a long story, they both agreed to 
be married. 

There was now no longer mourning in 
the apartments : the body of Choang was 
now thrust into an old coffin, and placed in 
one of the meanest rooms, there to lie un- 
attended until tlm time prescribed by law 
^ for his interment. In the meantime, Hansi 
and the young disciple were arrayed in the 
most magnificent habits ; the bride wore 
in her nose a jewel of immense price, and 
her lover was dressed in all the finery of 
his former master, together with a pair of 
artificial whiskers that reached down to 
his toes. The hour of their nuptials was 
arrived ; the whole family sympathised 


I 


THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD, 


with their approaching happiness ; the 
apartments were brightened up with lights 
that diffused the most exquisite perfume, 
and a lustre more bright than noon -day. 
The lady expected her youthful lover in 
an inner apartment with impatience ; when 
his servant, approaching with terror in his 
countenance, informed her, that his master 
was fallen into a fit which would certainly 
be mortal, unless the heart of a man lately 
dead could be obtained, and applied to 
his breast. She scarcely waited to hear 
the end of his story, when, tucking up her 
clothes, she ran with a mattock in her 
hand to the coffin where Ghoaiig lay, 
resolving to apply the heart of her dead 
husband as a cure for the living. She 
therefore struck the lid with the utmost 
violence. In a few blows the coffin flew 
open, when the body, which to all ap- 
pearance had been dead, began to move. 
Terrified at the sight, Hansi dropped the 
mattock, and Choang walked out, aston- 
ished at . his own situation, his wife’s un- 
usual magnificence, and her more amazing 
surprise. He went among the apartments, 
unable to conceive the cause of so much 
splendour. He was not long in suspense 
before his domestics informed him of 
every transaction since he first became 
insensible. He could scarce believe 
what they told him, and went in pursuit 
of Hansi herself, in order to receive more 
certain information, or to reproach her 
infidelity. But she prevented his re- 
proaches : he found her weltering in 
blood ; for she had stabbed herself to the 
heart, being unable to survive her shame 
and disappointment, 

Choang, being a philosopher, w^as too 
wise to make any loud lamentations : he 
thought it best to bear his loss with 
serenity ; so, mending up the old coffin 
where he had lain himself, he placed his 
faithless spouse in his room ; and un- 
willing that so many nuptial preparations 
should be expended in vain, he the same 
night married the widow with the large 
fan. 

As they both were apprised of the 
foibles of each other beforehand, they 
knew how to excuse them after marriage. 
They lived together for many years in 
great tranquillity, and not expecting rap- 


ture, made a shift to find contentment. 
■—Farewell 


LETTER XIX. 

To the same. 

The gentleman dressed in black, who 
was my companion through Westminster 
Abbey, came yesterday to pay me a visit ; 
and, after drinking tea, we both resolved 
to take a walk together, in order to enjoy 
the freshness of the country, which now 
begins to resume its verdure. Before we 
got out of the suburbs, however, we 
were stopped in one of the streets by a 
crowd of people, gathered in a circle 
round a man and his wife, who seemed 
too loud and too angry to he understood. 
The people were highly pleased with the 
dispute, which, upon inquiry, we found 
to be between Dr, Cacafogo, an apo- 
thecary, and his wife. The doctor, 
it seems, coming unexpectedly into his 
wife’s apartment, found a gentleman 
there, in circumstances not in the least 
equivocal 

The doctor, who was a person of nice 
honour, resolving to revenge the flagrant 
insult, immediately flew to the chimney- 
piece, and, taking down a rusty blunder- 
buss, drew the trigger upon the defilcr of 
his bed: the delinquent would certainly 
have been shot through the licad, but 
that the piece had not been charged for 
many years. The gallant made a shift to 
escape through the window, but the lady 
still remained ; and, as she well knew 
her husband’s temper, undertook to man- 
age the quarrel without a second. He 
was furious, and she loud ; their noise 
had gathered all the mob, who charitably 
assembled on the occasion, not to prevent, 
but to enjoy the quarrel. 

- Alas I ” said I to my companion, 
“ what will* become of this unhappy 
creature thus caught in adultery ? Believe 
I me, I pity her from my heart ; her hus- 
I band, I suppose, will show her no mercy. 
Will they burn her, as in India, or behead 
her, as in Persia ? Will they load her 
with stripes, as in Turkey, or keep her in 
perpetual imprisonment, as with us in 
China ? Prithee, what is the wife’s pun- 
ishment in England for such offences ?” 
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~ ‘ When a lady is thus caught tripping,” 
replied my companion, “ they never 
punish her, but the husband.” — ‘^You 
' surely jest,” interrupted I ; I am a 

foreigner, and you would abuse my igno- 
rance ! ” — “I am really serious,” re- 
turned he : Dr. Cacafogo has caught 
his wife in the act ; but, as he had no 
i witnesses, his small testimony goes for 

nothing : the consequence, therefore, of 
; his discovery will be, that she will be 

' packed off to live among her relations, 

j and the doctor must be obliged to allow 

; her a separate maintenance.” — “ Amaz- 

j ing 1 ” cried I ; “is it not enough that 

j she is permitted to live separate from 

the object she detests, but must he give 
‘ her money to keep her in spirits too ? ” — 

! “That he must,” said my guide, “and 

be called a cuckold by all his neighbours 
into the bargain. The men will laugh at 
, him, the ladies will pity him ; and all that 

i his warmest friends can say in his favour 

will be that ^ the poor good soul has never 
[ had any harm in him.’” — “I want 

i patience,” interrupted I. “ What I are 

; there no private chastisements for the 

t wife — no schools of penitence to show 

her folly— no rods for such (leUnquents ?” 

\ — “ Pshaw, man,” replied he, smiling, “ if 

j every delinquent among us were to be 

I treated in your manner, one half of the 

I kingdom would flog tlie other.” I must 

J confess, my dear Finn, tliat if I were an 

English husband, of all things I would 
i take care not to be jealous, nor busily pry 

I into those secrets my wife was pleased to 

? keep from me. Should I detect her 

I infidelity, what is tlie consequence ? If I 

calmly pocket the abuse, I am laughed at 
i I)y her and her gallant : if I talk my 

griefs aloud, like a tragedy hero, I am 
f laughed at by the whole world. The 

t course, then, I would tal^e .would be, 

■; whenever I went out, to tell my wife 

where I was going, lest I should unex- 
! pectedly meet her abroad in company 

i with some dear deceiver. Whenever I 

returned, I would use a peculiar rap at 
^5 the door, and give four loud hems as I 

\ walked deliberately up the staircase. I 

i would never inquisitively peep under her 

f bed, or look behind the curtains. And 

; I even though I knew the captain was 


there, I would calmly take a dish of my 
wife’s cool tea, and talk of the army 
with reverence. 

Of all nations, the Russians seem to 
me to behave most wisely in such cir- 
cumstances. The wife promises her hus- 
band never to let him see her trans- 
gressions of this nature ; and lie as 
punctually promises, whenever she is so 
detected, without the least anger, to beat 
her without mercy : so they both know 
what each has to expect ; the lady trans- 
gresses, is beaten, taken again into favour, 
and all goes on as before. 

When a Russian young lady, therefore, 
is to be married, her hither, with a cud- 
gel in his hand, asks the bridegroom, 
whether he chooses this virgin for his 
bride ? to which the other replies in the 
affirmative. Upon this, the father, turn- 
ing the lady three times round, and 
giving her three strokes with his cudgel 
on the back, — “My dear,” cries he, 
“ these are the last blows you are ever to 
receive from your tender father : I resign 
my authority, and my cudgel, to your 
husband ; he knows better than me the 
use of either.” The bridegroom knows 
decorum too well to accept of the cudgel 
abruptly ; he assures the father that the 
lady will never want it, and that he would 
not for the world make any use of it ; 
but the father, who knows what the lady 
may want better than he, insists upon his 
acceptance ; upon this there follows a 
scene of Russian politeness, while one 
refuses, and the other offers, the cudgel. 
The whole, however, ends with the 
bridegroom’s taking it; upon which the 
lady drops a curtsey in token of obedience, 
and the ceremony proceeds as usual. 

There is something excessively fair and 
open in this method of courtship : liy 
this both sides are prepared for all the 
matrimonial adventures that are to fol- 
low. Marriage has been compared to 
a game of skill for life : it is generous 
thus in both parties to declare they are 
sharpers in the beginning. In England, 
I am told, both sides use every art to 
conceal their defects from each other 
before marriage, and the rest of their 
lives may be regarded as doing penance 
for their former dissimulation. — Farewell. 
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LETTER XX. 

Ta the same. 

The Republic of Letlers is a very common 
expression among the Europeans ; and 
yet when applied to the learned of 
Europe is the most absurd that can be 
imagined; since nothing is more unlike a 
republic than the society which goes by 
that name. From this expression one 
would be apt to imagine that the learned 
were united into a single body, joining 
their interests, and concurring in the same 
design. From this one might be apt to 
compare them to our literary societies in 
China, where each acknowledges a just 
subordination, and all c<.)ntribute to build 
the temple of science, without attempting, 
from ignorance or envy, to obstruct each 
other. 

But very different is the state of learn- 
ing here ; every member of this fancied j 
republic is desirous of governing, and | 
none willing to obey ; each looks upon : 
his fellow as a rival, not an assistant in | 
the same pursuit. They calumniate, they i 
injure, they despise, they ridicule each , 
other ; if one man writes a book that | 
pleases, others shall write books to show j 
that he might have given still greater ! 
pleasure, or should not have pleased. If 
one happens to hit upon something new, j 
there are numbers ready to assure the ' 
public that all this -was no novelty to 
them or the learned ; that Cardanus, or 
Brtinus, or some other author too dull to 
be generally read, had anticipated the 
discovery. Thus, instead of uniting like 
the members of a commonwealth, they 
are divided into almost as many factions 
as there are men ; and their jarring 
constitution, instead of being styled a 
republic of letters, should be entitled an 
anarchy of literature. 

It is true, there are some of superior 
abilities, who reverence and esteem each 
other ; but their mutual admiration is not 
sufficient to shield off the contempt of 
the crowd. The wise ai-e but few, and 
they praise with a feeble voice; the vulgar 
are many, and roar in reproaches. The 
truly great seldom unite m societies ; 
have few meetings, no cabals ; the dunces 
hunt in full cry, till they have run down a 


reputation, and then snarl and fight with 
each other about dividing the spoil. 
Here you may see the compilers and the 
book-answerers of every month, when 
they have cut up some respectal^le name, 
most frequently reproaching each other 
udth stupidity and dulness ; resembling 
the wolves of the ‘Russian forest, who 
prey upon venison, or horse-tlesh, when 
they can get it ; but in cases of necessity, 
lying in wait to devour each other. 
While they have new books to cut up, 
they muke a hearty meal ; but if this 
resource should unhappily fail, then it 
is that critics eat up critics, and com- 
pilers rob from compilations. 

Confucius observes, that it is the duty 
of the learned to unite society more 
closely, and to persuade men to become 
citizens of the world ; but the authors I 
refer to are not only for disuniting society, 
but kingdoms also : if the English are 
at war with France, the dunces of France 
think it their duty to be at war with those 
of England. Thus Freron, one of their 
first-rate scribblers, thinks proper to 
characterise all the English writers in the 
■gross: “Their whole merit,” says he, 

, “ consists in exaggeration, and often in 
i extravagance : correct their pieces as you 
please, there still remains a leaven which 
j corrupts the wdiole. They sometimes 
i discover genius, but not the smallest 
; share of taste : England is not a soil for 
j the plants of genius to thrive in.” This 
! is o|>en enough, with not the least adula- 
; tion in the picture : but hear what a 
j Frenchman of acknowledged abilities 
I says upon the same subject ; “ 1 am at a 
' loss to determine in what we excel the 
English, or where they excel us ; when I 
compare the merits of both in any one 
species of literary composition, so many 
reputable and pleasing writers present 
themselves from either country, that my 
judgment rests in suspense : I <am pleased 
with the disquisition, without finding the 
object of my inquiry.” But lest you 
should think the French alone are faulty 
in this respect, hear how an English 
journalist delivers his sentiments of them : 
**We are amazed,” says he, “to find so 
many works translated from the French, 
while we have such numbers neglected of 
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our own. In our opinion, notwithstanding 
their fame throughout the i*est of Europe 
the French are the most contemptible rea- 
soners (we had almost said writers) that can 
be imagined. However, nevertheless, ex- 
cepting,” &c. Another English writer, 
Shaftesbury, if I remember, on the con- 
trary, says that the French authors are 
pleasing and judicious, more clear, more 
methodical and entertaining, than those 
of his own country. 

From these opposite pictures you per- 
ceive that the good authors of either 
country praise, and the bad revile, each 
other ; and yet, perhaps, you will be sur- 
prised that indifferent writers should thus 
be the most apt to censure, as they have 
the most to apprehend from recrimination: 
you may, perhaps, imagine, that such as 
are possessed of fame themselves should 
be most ready to declare their opinions, 
since what they say might pass for de- 
cision. But the truth happens to be, 
that the gi*eat are solicitous only of raising 
their own reputations, while the opposite 
class, alas ! are solicitous of bringing 
every reputation down to a level with 
their own. 

But let us acquit them of malice and 
envy. A critic is often guided by the 
same motives that direct his author: the 
author endeavours to persuade us, that he 
has written a good book; the critic is 
equally solicitous to show that he could 
write a better had he thought proper. A 
critic is a being possessed of all the 
vanity, but not the genius, of a scholar : 
iii capable, from his native weakness, of 
lifting himself from the ground, he applies 
to contiguous merit for support ; makes 
the sportive sallies of another’s imagina- 
tion his serious employment ; pretends to 
take our feelings under his care ; teaches 
where to condemn, where to lay the em- 
phasis of praise ; and may with as much 
justice be called a man of taste as the 
Chinese who measures his wisdom by 
the length of his nails. 

If, then, a book, spirited or humorous, 
happens to appear in the republic of 
letters, several critics are in waiting to bid 
the public not to laugh at a single line of 
It ; for themselves had read it, and they 
know what is proper to excite laughter. 


Other critics contradict the fulminations 
of this tribunal, call them all spiders, 
and assure the public, that they ought to 
laugh without restraint. Another set are 
in the meantime quietly employed in 
writing notes to the book, intended to 
show the particular passages to be laughed 
at : when these are out, others still there 
are who write notes upon notes : thus a 
single new book employs not only the 
paper-makers, the printers, the pressmen, 
the bookbinders, the hawkers, but twenty 
critics, and as many compilers. In short, 
the body of the learned may be compared 
to a Persian army, where there are many 
pioneers, several sutlers, numberless ser- 
vants, women and children in abundance, 
and but few soldiers.— Adieu. 

LETTER XXI. 

To the same. 

The English are as fond of seeing plays 
acted as the Chinese ; but there is a vast 
difference in the manner of conducting 
them. We play our pieces in the open 
air, the English theirs under cover; we 
act by daylight, they by the blaze of torches. 
One of our plays continues eight or ten 
days successively ; an English piece seldom 
takes up above four hours in the represen- 
tation. 

My companion in black, with whom I 
am now beginning to contract an intimacy, 
introduced me a few nights ago to the play- 
house, where we placed ourselves con- 
veniently at the foot of the stage. As the 
curtain was not drawn before my arrival, 
I had an opportunity of observing the 
behaviour of the spectators, and indulging 
those reflections which novelty generally 
inspires. 

The richest in general were placed in the 
lowest seats, and the poor rose above them 
in degrees proportioned to their poverty. 
The order of precedence seemed here in- 
verted ; those who were undermost all the 
day, now enjoyed a temporary eminence,' 
and became masters of the ceremonies. 
It was they who called for the music, in- 
dulging every noisy freedom, and testifying 
all the insolence of beggary in exaltation. 

I They who held the middle region seemed 
I not so riotous as those above them, nor. 
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yet so tame as those below ; to judge by at the submission of the actress, who 
their looks, many of them seemed strangers should have considered herself as a queen, 
there as well as myself ; they were chiefly as at the little discernment of the audience 
employed, during this period of expecta- who gave her such marks of applause be- 
tkm, in eating oranges, reading the story fore she attempted to deserve them. Pre- 
of the play, or making assignations. liminaries between her and the audience 

Those who sat in the lowest rows, which being thus adjusted, the dialogue was sup- 
are called the pit, seemed to consider them- ported between her and a most hopeful 
selves as judges of the merit of the poet youth, who acted the part of her confidant, 
and the performers ; they were assembled They both appeared in extreme distress, 
partly to be amused, and partly to show for it seems the queen had lost a child some 
their taste; appearing to labour ufider that fifteen years before, and still kept its dear 
restraint which an affectation of superior resemblance next her heart, while her kind 
discernment generally produces. My com- companion bore a part in her sorrow's. 

, panion, however, informed me, that not Pier lamentations grew loud ; comfort 

one in a hundred of them knew even the is offered, but she detests the very sound : 
first principles of criticism ; that they as- she bids them preach comfort to the winds, 
sumed the right of being censors because Upon this her husband comes in, who, 
there was none to contradict their pi'eten- seeing the queen so much afflicted, can 
sions ; and that every man who now' called himself hardly refrain from tears, or avoid 
himself a connoisseur, became such to all partaking in the soft distress. After thus 
intents and purposes. grieving through three scenes, the curtain 

Those who sat in the boxes appeared in dropped for the first act. 
the most unhappy situation of all. The “ Truly,” said I to my companion, ‘These 
rest of the audience came merely for their kings and queens are very much disturbed 
owm amusement ; these, rather to furnish at no very great misfortune : certain I am, 
out a part of the entertainment themselves, were people of humbler stations to act 
I could not avoid considering them as in this manner, they would be thought 
acting parts in dumb show — not a curtsey divested of common sense.” I had scarce 
or nod that was not the result of art; finished this observation, wdien the curtain 
f not a look nor a smile that wms not de- rose, and the king came on in a violent 
•signed for murder. Gentlemen and ladies passion. His wnfe had, it seems, refused 
1 ogled each other through spectacles; for his proffered tenderness, had spurned his 

my companion observed, that blindness royal embrace, and he seemed resolved not 
was of late become fashionable ; all affected to survive her fierce disdain. After he 
indifference and ease, while their hearts at had thus fretted, and the queen had fretted 
the same time burned for conquest. Upon through the second act, the curtain was 
the whole, the lights, tlie music, the ladies let dow-n once more, 
in their gayest dresses, the men wfith cheer- “Now,” says my companion, “you 

^ fulness and expectation in their looks, all perceive the king to be a man of sjuirit ; 
conspired to make a most agreeable pic- he feels at every pore : one of yonr phleg- 
ture, and to fill a heart that sympathises matic sons of clay wmiikl have given the 
at human happiness wdth inexpressible queen her owm way, and let her come to 
serenity. herself by degrees ; but the king is for 

The expected time for the play to begin immediate tenderness, or instant deatli : 
at last arrived ; the curtain -was drawm, death and tenderness are leading passions 
and the actors came on. A woman, who of every modern buskined hero ; this 
personated a queen, came in cui*tseying moment they embrace, and the next stab, 
to the audience, wflio clapped their hands mixing daggers and kisses in every period.” 
upon her appearance. Clapping of hands I was going to second his remarks, when 
is, it seems, the manner of applauding in my attention was engrossed by a new^ 
England ; the manner is absurd, but every object; a man came in balancing a straw- 
country, you know, has its peculiar absur- upon his nose, and the audience were 
dities. I was equ?dy surprised, however, . clapping their hands in all the raptures of 
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applause. ‘‘To what purpose,” cried I, 
“does this unmeaning figure make his ap- 
pearance? is he a part of- the plot?” — ^ 
“Unmeaning do you call him?” replied 
my friend in black ; “ this is one of the 
most important characters of the whole 
play; nothing pleases the people more 
than seeing a straw balanced ; there is a 
great deal of meaning in a straw ; there is 
something suited to every apprehension 
in tile sight; and a fellow possessed of 
talents like these is sure of making his 
fortune.” 

The third act now began with an actor 
who came to inform us that he was the 
villain of the play, and intended to show 
strange things before all was over. He 
was joined by another who seemed as 
much disposed for mischief as he ; their 
intrigues continued through this whole 
division. “ If that be a villain,” said 1, 

“ he must be a very stupid one to tell his 
secrets without being asked; such soli- 
loquies of late are never admitted in 
China.” 

The noise of clapping interrupted me 
once more ; a child of six 5 ^ears old was 
learning to dance on the stage, which gave 
the ladies and mandarines infinite satisfac- 
tion. “ I am sorry,” said I, “ to see the 
pretty creature so early learning so bad a 
trade; dancing being, I presume, as con- 
temptible here as in China,” — Quite 
the reverse,” interrupted niy companion; 
“ dancing is a very reputable and genteel 
employment here; men have a greater 
chance for encouragement from the merit 
of their heels than their heads. One who 
jumps up and fiourishes his toes three 
times before he comes to the ground, may 
have three hundred a year : he who flou- 
rishes them four times, gets four hundred ; 
but he who arrives at mre is inestimable, 
and may demand what salai*y he thinks 
proper. The female dancers, too, are 
valued for this sort of jumping and cross- 
ing ; and it is a cant word amongst them, 
that she deserves most who shows highest. 
But the fourth act Is begun; let us be 
attentive.” 

In the fourth act the queen finds her 
long lost child, now grown up into a youth 
of smart parts and great qualifications ; 
wherefore she wisely considers that the 


crown will fit his head better than that of 
her husband, wdioin she knows to be a 
driveller. The king discovers her design, 
and here comes on the deep distress ; he 
loves the queen, and he loves the king- 
dom; he resolves, therefore, in order to 
possess both, that her son inirst die. The 
queen exclaims at his barbarity, is frantic 
with rage, and at length, overcome with 
sorrow, falls into a fit; upon which the 
curtain drops, and the act is concluded. 

“ Observe the art of the poet,” cries my 
companion. “When the queen can say 
no more, she falls into a fit. While thus 
her eyes are shut, while she is supported 
in the arms of her Abigail, what horrors 
do Ave not fancy ! We feel it in every 
nerve : take my \yord for it, that fits are 
the true aposiopcsis of modern tragedy.” 

The fifth act began, and a busy piece it 
was. Scenes shifting, tnimpets sounding, 
mobs hallooing, carpets spreading, guards 
bustling from one door to another ; gods, 
demons, daggers, racks, and ratsbane. 
But whether the king was killed, or the 
queen \vas drowned, or the son was poi- 
soned, 1 have absolutely forgotten. 

When tlie play \vas over, I could not 
avoid observing, that the persons of the 
drama appeared in as much distress in the 
first act as the last. “ How is it possible,” 
said I, “ to sympathise with them through 
five long acts ! Pity is but a short-lived 
passion. I hate to hear an actor mouth- 
ing trifles; neither startings, strainings, 
nor attitudes, affect me, unless there be 
cause: after I have been once or twice 
deceived by those unmeaning alarms, my 
heart sleeps in peace, probably unaffected 
by the principal distress* There should 
be one great passion aimed at by the actot 
as well as the poet ; all the rest should be 
subordinate, and only contribute to make 
that the greater; if the actor, therefore, 
exclaims upon every occasion, in tones of 
despair, he attempts to move us too soon ; 
he anticipates the blow^ he ceases to 
affect, though he gains our applause.” 

I scarce perceived that the audience 
were almost all departed ; wherefore, 
mixing wfith the crowd, my companion 
and I got into the street, where, essaying 
an hundred obstacles from coach -wdieels 
and palanquin poles, like birds in their 
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fiiglU through the branches of a forest, 

: after various turnings, we both at length 

got home in safety. —Adieu. 

LETTER XXII. 

‘ From the same. 

The letter which came by the way of 
,, Smyrna, and which you sent me mi' 

"■ opened, was from my son. As I have 

permitted you to take copies of all those 
I sent to China, you might have made no 
ceremony in opening those directed to 
me. Either in joy or sorrow, my friend 
should participate in my feelings. It 
would give pleasure to see a good man 
pleased at my success; it would give 
: almost equal pleasure to see him sympa- 

thise at my disappointment. 

Every account I receive from the East 
seems to come loaded with some new 
affliction. My wife and daughter were 
i taken from me, and yet I sustained the 

, loss with intrepidity ; my son is made a 

i slave among the barbarians, which was 

; the only blow that could have reached my 

j heart: yes, I will indulge the transports 

[ of nature for a little, in order to show I 

! can overcome them in the end. True | 

magnanimity consists not in never falling, 
but in rising every time we fall. i 

! When our mighty emperor had pub- 

I lished his displeasure at my departure, 

* and seized upon all that was mine, my 

j son was privately secreted from his resen t- 

j ment, U nder the protection and guardian- 

; ship of Fum lioam, the best and the 

i wisest of all the inhabitants of China, he 

\ . was for some time instructed in the learn- 

* ing of the missionaides, and the wisdom 
of the East. But hearing of my adven- 
tures, and incited by filial piety, he was 
resolved to follow my fortunes, and share 
my distress. 

He passed the confines of China in 
i disguise, hired himself as a camel-driver 

I to a caravan that was crossing the deserts 

of Thibet, and was within one day’s 
journey of the river Laur, which divides 
that countiy from India, when a body of 
wandering Tartars falling unexpectedly 
upon the caravan, plundered it, and 
made those who escaped their first fuiy 
slaves. By those he was led into the ex- 

i 




tensive and desolate regions that border 
on the shores of the Aral lake. 

Here he lived by hunting ; and was 
obliged to supply every day a certain 
proportion of the spoil, to regale his 
savage masters. His learning, his virtues, 
and even his beauty, were qualifications 
that no way served to recommend him ; 
they knew no merit, but that of providing 
large quantities of milk and raw flesh ; 
and were, sensible of no happiness but 
that of rioting on the undressed meal. 

Some merchants from Mesclied, how- 
ever, coming to trade with the Tartars 
for slaves, he was sold among the num- 
ber, and led into the kingdom of Persia, 
where he is now detained. He is there 
obliged to watch the looks of a voliip- 
tuous and cruel master, a man fond of 
pleasure, yet incapable of refinement, 
whom many years’ service in war has 
taught pride, but not bravery. 

That treasure which I still keep within 
my bosom — my child, my all that was 
left to me — is now a slave. Good 
heavens ! why was this ? Why have I 
been introduced into this mortal apart- 
ment, to be a spectator of my own mis- 
fortunes, and the misfortunes of my fel- 
low-creatures? Wherever I turn, what a 
labyrinth of doubt, error, and disappoint- 
ment appears ! Why was I brought into 
being ? for what purposes made ? from 
whence have I come ? whither strayed ? 
or to what regions am I hastening? 
Reason cannot resolve. It lends a ray to 
show the horrors of my prison, but not a 
light to guide me to escape them. Ye 
boasted revelations of the earth, how 
little do you aid the inquiry ! How am 
I surprised at the inconsistency of the 
Magi ! Their two principles of good and 
evil affright me. The Indian who bathes 
his visage in urine, and calls it piety, 
strikes me with astonishment. The Chris- 
tian who believes in three Gods is highly 
absurd. The J ews, who pretend that Deity 
is pleased with the effusion of blood, are 
not less displeasing. I am equally sur- 
prised, that rational beings can come 
from the extremities of the earth, in 
order to kiss a stone, or scatter pebbles. 
How contrary to reason 'are those ! and 
vet all pretend to teach me to be happy. 
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Siireiy all men are blind and ignorant 
of truth. Mankind wanders, unknowing 
his way, from morning till evening. 
Where shall we turn after happiness ; or 
is it wisest to desist from the pursuit ? — 
Like reptiles in a coi*ner of some stupen- 
dous palace, we peep from our holes, look 
about us, w^ondcr at all we see, but are 
ignorant of the great architect’s design. 
Oh for a revelation of Himself, for a 
plan of His universal system ! Oh for 
the reasons of our creation ; or why were 
we created to be thus unhappy ! If we 
are to experience no other felicity but 
what this life affords, then are we miser- 
able indeed ; if we are born only to look 
about us, repine and die, then has Hea- 
ven been guilty of injustice. If this life 
terminates my existence, I despise the 
blessings of Providence, and the wisdom 
of the giver ; if this life be my all, let 
the following epitaph be written on the 
tomb of Altangi BY my father’s 

CRIMES I RECEIVED THIS ; BY MY OWN 
CRIMES I BEQUE.VrH IT TO POS- 
TERITY ! 

LETTER XXIII. 

To the same. 

Yet, wlule I sometimes lament the case 
of humanity, and the depravity of human 
nature, there now and then appear gleams 
of greatness that serve to relieve the eye 
oppressed with the hideous prospect, 
and resemble those cultivated spots that 
are sometimes found in the midst of an 
Asiatic wilderness. I see many superior 
excellences among the English, which it 
is not in the power of all their follies to 
hide : I see virtues, which in other coun- 
tries are known only to a few, practised 
here by every rank of people. 

I know not whether it proceeds from 
their superior opulence that the English 
are more charitable than the rest of man- 
kind ; whether by being possessed of all 
the conveniences of life themselves, they 
have more leisure to perceive the uneasy 
situation of the distressed ; whatever be 
the motive, they are not only the most 
charitable of any other nation, but most 
judicious in distinguishing the properest 
objects of compassion. 


In other countries, the giver is generally 
intluenced by the immediate impulse of 
pity ; his generosity is exerted as much to 
relieve his own uneasy sensations as to 
comfort the object in distress. In Eng- 
land, benefactions arc of a more general 
nature. Some men of fortune and uni- 
versal benevolence propose the proper 
objects ; the wants and the merits of the 
petitioners are canvassed by the people ; 
neither passion nor pity find a place in 
the cool discussion ; and charity is then 
only exerted when it has received the 
approbation of reason. 

A late instance of this finely directed 
benevolence forces itself so strongly on 
my imagination, that it in a manner re- 
conciles me to pleasure, and once more 
makes me the universal friend of man. 

The English and French have not only 
political reasons to induce them to mutual 
hatred, but often the more prevailing 
motive of private interest to widen the 
breach. A war between other countries 
is carried on collectively ; army fights 
against army, and a man’s own private 
resentment is lost in that of the com- 
munity : but in England and France, the 
individuals of each country plunder each 
other at sea without redress, and con- 
sequently feel that animosity against each 
' other which passengers do at a robber. 
They have for some time carried on an 
expensive war ; and several captives have 
, been taken on both sides : those made 
: prisoners by the French have been used 
I with cruelty, and guarded with iinneces- 
! sary caution : those taken by the English, 

. being much more numerous, were con- 
j fined in the ordinary manner ; and not 
being released by their countrymen, began 
to feel all those inconveniences which 
arise from want of covering and long 
confinement. 

Their countrymen were informed of 
their deplorable situation ; but they, more 
intent on annoying their enemies than 
relieving their friends, refused the least 
assistance. The English now saw thou- 
sands of their fellow-creatures starving in 
every prison, forsaken by those wdiose 
duty it was to protect them, labouring 
with disease, and without clothes to keep 
off the severity of the season. National 
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benevoknce prevailed over national ani- 
mosity \ their prisoners were indeed ene- 
mies) blit they were enemies in distress; 
they ceased to be hateful when they no 
longer continued to be formidable: for- 
getting, therefore, their national hatred, 
the men who were brave enough to con- 
quer,* were generous enough to forgive; 
and they whom all the world seemed to 
have disclaimed, at last found pity and 
redress from those they attempted to sub- 
due. A subscription was opened, ample 
charities collected, proper necessaries pro- 
cured, and the poor gay sons of a merry 
nation were once more taught to resume 
their former gaiety. 

When I cast my eye over the list of | 
those who contributed on this occasion, 

I find the names almost entirely English ; 
scarce one foreigner appears among the 
number. It was for Englishmen alone to 
be capable of such exalted virtue. I own 
1 cannot look over this catalogue of 
good men and philosophers, without 
thinking better « of myself, because it 
makes me entertain a more favourable | 
opinion of mankind. I am particularly ! 
struck with one who writes these words | 
upon the paper that enclosed his bene- ! 
faction : *‘ The mite of an Englishman, ^ 
a citizen of the world, to Frenchmen, 
prisoners of war, and naked.” I only 
wish that he may find as much pleasure 
from his virtues as I have clone in 
reflecting upon them; that alone will 
amply reward him. vSuch a one, my 
friend, is an honour to human nature ; he 
makes no private distinctions of party ; 
all that are stamped with the divine 
image of their Creator are friends to 
him : he is a native of the world ; and 
the Emperor of China may be proaid that 
he has such a countryman. 


gained three signal victories over the 
Tartars, who had invaded his dominions, 
returned to Nankin, in order to enjoy 
the glory of his conquest. After he had 
rested for some days, the people, who 
are naturally fond of processions, im- 
patiently expected the triumphant entry 
which emperors upon such occasions 
were accustomed to make : their mur- 
murs came to the emperor’s ear ; he 
loved his people, and was willing to do 
all in his powder to satisfy their just desires. 
He therefore assured them, that he in- 
tended, upon the next feast of the Lan- 
terns, to exhibit one of the most glorious 
triumphs that had ever been seen in 
China. 

The people were in raptures at his 
condescension ; and, on the appointed 
day, assembled at the gates of the palace 
with the most eager expectations. Here 
they waited for some time, without seeing 
any of those preparations which usually 
precede a pageant. The lantern, with 
ten thousand tapers, was not yet brought 
forth; the fireworks, which usually 
covered the city walls, were not yet 
lighted : the people once more began to 
murmur at this delay, when, in the midst 
of their impatience, the palace-gates flew 
open, and the emperor himself appeared, 
not in splendour or magnificence, but in 
an ordinary habit, followed by the blind, 
the maimed, and the strangers of the 
city, all in new clothes, and each carrying 
in his hand money enough to supply his 
necessities for the year. The people were 
at first amazed, but soon perceived the 
wisdom of their king, who taught them, 
that to make one man happy, was more 
truly great than having ten thousand 
captives groaning at the wheels of his 
chariot. — Adieu. 


To rejoice at the destruction of our 
enemies is a foible grafted upon human 
nature, and we must be permitted to 
indulge it : the true way of atoning for 
such an ill-founded pleasure, is thus to 
turn our triumph into an act of bene- 
volence, and to testify our own joy by 
endeavouring to banish anxiety from 
others. 

Hamti, the best and wisest emperor 
that ever filled the throne, after having 


LETTER XXIV. 

To the same. 

Whatever may be the merits of the 
English in other sciences, they seem pe- 
culiarly excellent in the art of healing. 
There is .scarcely a disorder incident to 
humanity, against which they are not 
possessed with a most infallible antidote. 
The professors of other arts confess the 
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inevitable intricacy of things ; talk with 
doubt, and decide with hesitation : but 
doubting is entirely unknown in medicine; 
the advertising professoi's here delight in 
cases of difficulty. Be the disorder never 
so desperate or radical, you will find 
numbers in, every street, who, by levelling 
a pill at the part affected, promise a cer- 
tain cure, without loss of time, know- 
ledge of a bedfellow, or hindrance of 
business. 

When I consider the assiduity of this 
profession, their benevolence amazes me. 
They not only in general give their medi- 
cines for half value, but use the most per- 
suasive remonstrances to induce the sick 
to come and be cured. Sure, there must be 
somethingstrangely obstinate in an English 
patient who refuses so much health upon 
such easy terms. Docs he take a pride 
in being bloated witli a dropsy ? does he 
find pleasure in the alternations of an 
intermittent fever ? or feel as much satis- 
faction in nursing up his gout, as he found 
pleasure in acquiring it ? He must, other- 
wise he would not reject such repeated 
assurances of instant relief. What can be 
more convincing than the manner in 
which the sick are invited to be well? 
The doctor first begs the most earnest 
attention of the public to what he is 
going to propose .* he solemnly affiiins 
the pill was never found to want success ; 
he produces a list of those who have been 
rescued from the grave by taking it : yet, 
notwithstanding all this, there are many 
here who now and then think proper to 
be sick. Only sick, did I say ? there are 
some who even think proper to die ! 
Yes, by the head of Confucius ! they 
die ; though they might have purchased 
the health-restoring specific for half-a- 
crown at every corner. 

I am amazed, my dear Fum Hoam, 
that these doctors, who know what an 
obstinate set of people they have to deal 
with, have never thought of attempting 
to revive the dead. When the living are 
found to reject their prescriptions, they 
ought in conscience to apply to the dead, 
from whom they can expect no such mor- 
tifying repulses : they would find in tlie 
dead the most complying patients imagin- 
able ; and what gratitude might they not 


expect from the patient’s son, now no 
longer an heir, and his wife, now no 
longer a widow I 

Think not, my friend, that there is any 
thing chimerical in such an attempt ; they 
already perform cures equally strange. 
What can be more truly astonishing, 

I than to see old age restored to youth, 
and vigour to the most feeble constitu- 
tions ? Yet this is performed here every 
day : a simple electuary effects these 
wonders, even without the bungling cere- 
monies of having the patient boiled up 
in a kettle, or ground down in a mill. 

Few physicians here go through the 
ordinary courses of education, but receive 
all their knowledge of medicine by im- 
mediate inspiration from Heaven. Some 
are thus inspired even in the womb ; and, 
what is very remarkable, understand their 
profession as well at three years old, as 
at threescore. Others have spent a great 
part of their lives unconscious of any 
latent excellence, till a bankruptcy, or 
residence in gaol, have called their miracu- 
lous powers into exertion. And others 
still there are indebted to their superlative 
ignorance alone for success ; the more 
ignorant the practitioner, the less capable 
is he thought of deceiving. The people 
here judge as they do in the East, where 
it is thought absolutely requisite that a 
man should be an idiot, before he pretend 
to be either a conjurer or a doctor. 

When a physician by inspiration is sent 
for, he never perplexes the patient by 
previous examination ; he asks very few 
questions, and those only for form sake. 
He knows every disorder by intuition ; 
he adminsters the pill or drop for every 
distemper ; nor is more inquisitive than 
the farrier while he drenches an horse. If 
the patient lives, then has he one more 
to add to the surviving list ; if he dies, 
then it may be justly said of the patient's 
disorder, that, as it was not cured, the 
disorder was incurable. 


LETTER XXV. 

To ihc same, 

I WAS some days ago in company with a 
politician, who very pathetically de- 
claimed upon the miserable situation of 
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his country : lie assured me, that the war, became more eminent by this means 
whole political machine was moving in in his respective profession. The inha- 
a wrong track, and that scarce even bitants were, therefore, now distinguished 


abilities like his own could ever set it 
riglit again. “ What have we,” said he, 
to do with the wars on the Continent ? 
We are a commercial nation ; we have 
only to cultivate commerce, like our 
neighbours the Dutch ; it is our business 
to increase trade by settling new colonies ; 
riches are the strength of a nation ; and 
for the rest, our ships, our ships alone, 
will protect us.” I found it vain to 
oppose my feeble arguments to those of 
a man who thought himself wise enough 
to direct even the ministry, I fancied, 
however, that I saw with more certainty, 
because I reasoned without prejudice : I 
therefore begged leave, instead of argu- 
ment, to relate a short history. He gave 
me a smile at once of condescension and 
contempt ; and I proceeded as follows to 
describe “The rise and declension 

OF THE KINGDOM OF LaO.” 

Northward of China, and in one of 
the doublings of the Great Wall, the 
fruitful province of Lao enjoyed its 
liberty, and a peculiar government of its 
own. As the inhabitants were on all 
sides surrounded by the Avail, they feared 
no sudden invasion from the Tartars ; and 
being each possessed of property, they 
were zealous in its defence. 

The natural consequence of security 
and affluence in any country is a love of 
pleasure ; when the v’-ants of nature are 
supplied, Ave seek after the conveniences; 
Avhen possessed of these, Ave desire the 
luxuries of life ; and Avhen every luxury 
is provided, it is then ambition takes up 
the man, and leaves him still something * 
to Avish for. The inhabitants of the 
country, from primitive simplicity, soon 
began to aim at elegance, and from 
elegance proceeded to refinement. It 
Avas noAV found absolutely requisite, for 
the good of the state, that the people 
should be divided. Formerly, the same 
hand that was employed in tilling the 
ground, or in dressing up the manufac- 
tures, was also, in time of need, a soldier ; 
but the custom was noAV changed ; for it. 
was perceived, that a man bred up from 
childhood to the arts of either peace or i 


into artisans and soldiers ; and Avhilc 
those improved the luxuries of life, these 
watched for the security of the people. 

A country possessed of freedom has 
ahvays tAvo sorts of enemies to fear, — 
foreign foes, Avho attack its existence 
from without, and internal miscreants, 
who betray its liberties Avithin. The 
inhabitants of Lao were to guard against 
both. A country of artisans were most 
likely to preserve internal liberty ; and a 
nation of soldiers were fittest to repel a 
foreign invasion. Hence naturally arose 
a division of opinion between the artisans 
I and soldiers of the kingdom. The 
I artisans, ever complaining that freedom 
i Avas threatened by an armed internal 
j force, Avere for disbanding the soldiers, 

; and insisted that their Avails, their walls 
! alone, were sufficient to repel the most 
I formidable invasion : the AvarriorSj on 
the contrary, represented the power of 
the neighbouring kings, the combinations 
formed against their state, and the weak- 
ness of the A\ffll, which every earthquake 
might overturn. While this altercation 
continued, the kingdom might be justly 
said to enjoy its greatest share of vigour : 
every order in the state, by being Avatchful 
over each other, contributed to diffuse 
happiness equally, and balanced the state. 
The arts of peace flourished, nor Avere 
those of war neglected : the neigh- 
bouring powers, who had nothing to 
apprehend from the ambition of men 
Avhom they only saAV solicitous, not for 
riches, but freedom, were contented to 
traffic with them : they sent their goods 
to be manufactured in Lao, and paid a 
large price for them upon their return. 

By these means, this, people at length 
became moderately rich, and their opu- 
lence naturally invited the invader : a 
Tartar prince led an immense army 
against them, and they as bravely stood 
up in their own defence ; they were still 
inspired AAdth a love of their country ; 
they fought the barbarous enemy with 
fortitude, and gained a complete victory. 

From this moment, Avhich they re- 
garded as the completion of their glory, 
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historians date their downfalh They had 
risen in strength by a love of their country, 
and fell by indulging ambition. The 
country possessed by the invading Tartars 
seemed to them a prize that would not 
only render them more formidable for 
the future, but which would increase 
their opulence for the present ; it was 
unanimously resolved, therefore, both by 
soldiers and artisans, that those desolate 
regions should be peopled by colonies 
from Lao. When a trading nation 
begins to act the conqueror, it is then 
perfectly undone. It subsists in some 
measure by the support of its neighbours : 
while they continue to regard it without 
envy or apprehension, trade may flourish ; 
but when once it presumes to assert as its 
right what is only enjoyed as a favour, 
each country reclaims that part of com- 
merce which it has power to take back, 
and turns it into some other channel 
more honourable, though perhaps less 
convenient. 

Every neighbour now began to regard 
with jealous eyes tliis ambitious common- 
wealth, and forbade their subjects any 
future intercourse with them. The in- 
habitants of Lao, ho-wever, still pursued 
the same ambitious maxims : it was from 
their colonies alone they expected riches ; 
and riches, said they, are strength, and 
strength is security. Numberless were 
the migrations of the desperate and 
enterprising of this country to people 
the desolate dominions lately possessed 
the Tartar. Between these colonies 
and the mother country a vciy advan- 
tageous traffic was at first carried on : 
the republic sent their colonies large 
quantities of the manufactures of the^ 
country, and they in return provided the 
republic with an equivalent in ivory and 
ginseng. By this means the inhabitants 
became immensely rich, and this pro** 
ed an equal degree of voluptuousness ; 
men who have much money will 
always find some fantastical modes of en- 
joyment. How shall I mark the steps 
by which they declined ? Every colony 
in process of time spreads over the 
whole country where it first was planted. 
As it grows more populous, it becomes 

for 


which it was in the beginning obliged to 
others, it learns to dress up itself. wSiich 
was the case with the colonies of Lao : 
they, in less than a century, became a 
pOAverful and a polite people, and the 
more polite they grew, the less advan- 
tageous AVas the commerce A\fliich still 
subsisted betAveeii them and others. By 
this means the mother country, being 
abridged in its commerce, grew poorer, 
but not less luxurious. Their former 
Avealth had introduced luxury ; and 
wherever luxury once fixes, no art can 
either lessen or remove it. Their com- 
merce Avith their neighbours Avas totally 
destroyed, and that Avith their colonies 
was every day naturally and necessarily 
declining ; they still, hoAvever, preserved 
the insolence of wealth, Avithout a poA\x*r 
to support it, and perseAxred in being 
luxurious, while contemptible from po- 
verty. In short, the state resembled one 
of those bodies bloated Avith disease, 
Avhose bulk is only a symptom of its 
wretchedness. 

Their former opulence only rendered 
them more impotent, as those individuals 
Avho are reduced from riches to poverty 
are of all men the most unfortunate and 
helpless. They had imagined, because 
their colonies tended to make them rich 
upon the first acquisition, they would 
still continue to do so ; they noAV found, 
hoAvever, that on themselves alone they 
should have depended for support ; that 
colonies eAxr afforded but temporary afflu- 
ence j and when cultivated and polite, 
are no longer useful. From such a con- 
currence of circumstances they soon be- 
came contemptible. The Emperor ITonti 
invaded them with a powerful army. 
Historians do not say Avhether their 
colonies Avere too remote to lend assistance, 
or else AAxre desirous of shaking off their 
dependence ; but certain it is, they 
scarce made any resistance : their Avails 
were noAv found but a Aveak defence, and 
they at length were obliged to acknow- 
ledge subjection to the empire of China. 

Happy, AXi-y happy might they have 
been, had they knoAvn AAdien to bound 
their riches and their glory; had they 
knoAvn that extending empire is often 
diminishing pOAver ; that countries are ever 
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strongest wliicli are internally powerful ; 
that colonies^ by draining away the brave 
and enterprising, leave the country in the 
hands of the timid and avaricious ; that 
walls give little protection, unless manned 
with resolution ; that too much commerce 
may injure a nation as well as too little; 
and that there is a wide difference between 
a conquering and a flourishing empim.-— 
Adieu, 

LETTER XXVI. 

To the same. 

Though fond of many acquaintances, I 
desire an intimacy only with a few. The 
Man in Black, whom I have often men- 
tioned, is one whose friendship I could 
wisti to acquire, because he possesses my 
esteem. His manners, it is true, are tinc- 
tured with some strange inconsistencies ; 
and he may be justly termed a humorist 
in a nation of humorists. Though he is 
generous even to profusion, he affects to 
be thought a prodigy of parsimony and 
prudence; though his conversation be 
replete with the most sordid and selfish 
maxims, his heart is dilated with the most 
unbounded love. I have known him 
profess himself a man-hater, while his 
cheek was glowing with compassion ; and, 
while his looks were softened into pity, I 
have heard him use the language of the 
most unbounded ill-nature. Some affect 
humanity and tenderness, others boast of 
having such dispositions from nature ; 
but he is the only man I ever knew who 
seemed ashamed of his natural benevo- 
lence. He takes as much pains to hide 
his feelings, as any hypocrite would to 
conceal his indifference ; but on every 
unguarded moment the mask drops off, 
and reveals him to the most superficial 
observer. 

In one of our late excursions into the 
country, happening to discourse upon the i 
provision that was made for the poor in i 
England, he seemed amazed how any of 
his counti'ymen could be so foolishly weak 
as to relieve occasional objects of charity,, 
when the laws had made such ample pro- 
vision for their support. In every parish - 
house,’’ says he, “ the poor are supplied 
with food, clothes, fire, and a bed to lie 
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on ; they want no more, I desire no more 
myself ; yet still they seem discontented. 

I am surpxised at the inactivity of our 
magistrates, in not taking up such vag- 
rants, who are only a weight upon the 
industrious ; I am surprised that the people 
are found to relieve them, when they 
must be at the same time sensible that it 
iii some measure encourages idleness, 
extravagance, and imposture. Were I to 
advise any man for whom I had the least 
regard, I would caution him by all means 
not to be imposed upon by their false pre- 
tences : let me assure you, sir, they are 
impostors, every one of them, and rather 
merit a prison than relief.” 

He was proceeding in this strain, ear- 
nestly to dissuade me from an imprudence 
of which I am seldom guilty, when an old 
man, who still had about him the rem- 
nants of tattered finery, implored our 
compassion. He assured us that he was 
no common beggar, but forced into the 
shameful profession to support a dying 
wife and five hungry children. Being 
prepossessed against such falsehoods, his 
story had not the least influence upon me ; 
but it was quite otherwise with the Man. 
in Black : I could see it visibly operate 
upon his countenance, and effectually 
interrupt his harangue. I could easily 
perceive, that his heart burned to relieve 
the five starving children, but lie seemed 
ashamed to discover his weakness to me. 
While he thus hesitated between com- 
passion and pride, I pretended to look 
another way, and he seized this opportu- 
nity of giving the poor petitioner a piece 
of silver, bidding him at the same time, 
in order that I should hear, go work 
for his bread, and not tease passengers 
with such impertinent falsehoods for the 
future. 

As he had fancied himself quite imper- 
ceived, he continued, as we proceeded, to 
I rail against beggars with as much animo- 
! sity as before : he threw in some episodes, 
on his own amazing prudence- and eco- 
nomy, with his profound skill in discover- 
ing impostors; he explained the manner 
ill which he would deal with beggars were 
he a magistrate, hinted at enlarging some 
of the prisons for their reception, and told 
two stories of ladies that were robbed by 



THE CITIZEN OP THE WORLD. 


126 


beggar-men . H e was beginning a third 
to the same purpose, when a. sailor with a 
wooden leg once more crossed our walks, 

1 desiring our pity, and blessing our limbs. 

I was for going on without taking any 
notice, but my friend, looking wistfully- 
! upon the poor petitioner, bid me stop, and 

I he would show me with how much ease 

iie' could at any time detect an impostor. 

He now, therefore, assumed a look of 
importance, and in an angry tone began 
i to examine the sailor, demanding in what 

[ engagement he was thus disabled and 

j rendered unfit for service. The sailor re- 

plied, in a tone as angrily as he, that he 
had been an officer on board a private 
ship of war, and that he had lost his leg ^ 
abroad, in defence of those who did I 
nothing at home. At this reply, all my 
friend’s importance vanished in a moment ; ' 
he had not a single question more to ask ; 
he now only studied what method he 
should take to relieve him unobserved. 
He had, however, no easy part to act, as 
he was obliged to preserve the appearance 
of ill-nature before me, and yet relieve 
himself by relieving the sailor. Casting, 
therefore, a furious look upon some 
bundles of chips which the fellow carried 
in a string at his back, my friend demanded 
how he sold his matches ; but, not wait- 
ing for a reply, desired, in a surly tone, 
to have a shilling’s worth. The sailor 
seemed at first surprised at his demand, 
hut soon recollecting himself, and pre- 
senting his whole bundle, “ Here, master,” 
says he, “take all my cargo, and a blessing 
into the bargain.” 

; It is impossible to describe with what 

•an air of triumph my friend marched off 
with his new purchase : he assured me, 
that he was firmly of opinion that those 
fellows must have stolen their goods, who 
could thus afford to sell them for half 
value. He informed me of several dif- 
i ferent uses to which those chips might be 

applied; he expatiated largely upon the 
savings that would result from lighting 
! I candles with a match, instead of thrusting 

them into the fire. He averred, that he 
J would as soon have parted with a tooth 

as his money to those'vagabonds, unless 
for some valuable consideration. I can- 
not tell how long this panegyric upon fru- 




gality and matches might have continued, 
had not his attention been called off bj 
another object more distressful than eithef 
of the former. A woman in rags, with 
one child in her arms, and another on her 
back, was attempting to sing ballads, but 
with such a mournful voice, that it was 
difficult to determine whether slie was 
singing or crying. A wretch, who in 
the deepest distress still aimed at good- 
humour, was an object my friend was by 
no means capable of withstanding: hi;: 
vivacity and his discourse were instantly 
interrupted ; upon this occasion, his very 
dissimulation had forsaken him. Even 
in my presence he immediately applied 
his hands to his pockets, in order to relieve 
her; but guess his confusion when he 
found he had already given away all the 
money he carried about him to former ob- 
jects. The misery painted in the woman’s 
visage was not half so strongly expressed 
as the agony in his. He continued to 
search for some time, but to no purpose, 
till, at length recollecting himself, with a 
face of ineffable good -nature, as he had 
no money, he put into her hands his 
shilling’s worth of matches. 

LETTER XXVIL 
TV the same. 

.As there appeared something reluctantly 
good in the character of my companion, 
I must own it surprised me what could be 
his motives for thus concealing virtues 
which others take such pains to display. 
I was unable to repress my desire of 
knowing the history of a man who thus 
seemed to act under continual restraint, 
and whose benevolence was rather the 
effect of appetite than reason. 

It was not, however, till after repeated 
solicitations he thought proper to gratify 
my curiosity. “ If you are fond,” says 
he, “ of hearing hairbreadth ’scapes, my 
history must certainly please; for I have 
been for twenty years upon the very verge 
of starving, without ever being starved, 

“ My father, the younger son of a good 
family, w'as possessed of a small living in 
' the church. His education was above 
j his fortune, and his generosity greater 
' than his education. Poor as he wiis, lie 
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had his flatterei's, still poorer than hiir.self ; 
for every dinner he gave them they re- 
turned an equivalent in praise, and this 
was all he wanted. The same ambition 
that actuates a monarch at the head of an 
army influenced my father at the head of 
his table i he told the story of the ivy-tree, 
and that was laughed at ; he repeated the 
jest of the two scholars and one pair of 
breeches, and the company laughed at 
that ; but the story of Taffy in the sedan- 
chair was sure to set the table in a roar; 
thus his pleasure increased in proportion to 
the pleasure he gave ; he loved all the world, 

. and he fancied all the world loved him. 

“ As his fortune was but small, he lived 
up to the very extent of it; he had no 
intentions of leaving his children money, 
for that was dross ; he was resolved they 
should have learning ; for learning, he used 
to observe, was better than silver or gold. 
For this purpose, he undertook to instruct 
us himself; and took as much pains to 
form our morals as to improve our under- 
standing. We were told, that universal 
benevolence was what first cemented 
society : we were taught to consider all 
the wants of mankind as our own; to re- 
gard the human face divine with affection 
and esteem ; he wound us up to be mere 
machines of pity, and rendered us inca- 
pable, of withstanding the slightest im- 
pulse made either by real or fictitious 
distress : in a word, we were perfectly in- 
structed in the art of giving away thou- 
sands, before we were taught the more neces- 
sary qualifications of getting a farthing. 

“ I cannot avoid imagining, that thus 
refined by his lessons out of all my sus- 
picion, and divested of even all the little 
cunning which nature had given me, I 
resembled, upon my first entrance into 
the busy and insidious world, one of those 
gladiators who were exposed without 
armour in the amphitheatre at l^ome. My 
father, however, who had only seen the 
world on one side, seemed to triumph in my 
superior discernment ; though my whole 
stock of wisdom consisted in being able 
to talk like himself upon subjects that once 
were useful, because they were then topics 
of the busy world, but that now were 
utterly useless, because connected with 
the busy world no longer. 


“ The first opportunity he had of finding 
his expectations disappointed was in the 
very middling figure I made in the univer- 
sity ; he had flattered himself thajtJhe should 
soon see me rising into the foi^mbst fisnjc ' 
in literary reputation, but was mortified 
to find me utterly unnoticed and unknown. 
His disappointment might have been 
partly ascribed to his ha\flng overratetl . 
my talents, and partly to my dislike of 
mathematical reasonings, at a time when 
my imagination and memory, yet unsatis- 
fied, were more eager after new objects 
I than desirous of reasoning upon those I 
I knew, This did not, however, please my 
: tutor, who observed, indeed, that I was a 
i little dull ; but at the same time allowed, 

; that I seemed to be very good-natured, 

; and had no harm in me. 

I “After X had resided at college seven 
; years, my father died, and left me —his 
j blessing. Thus shoved from shore with- 
out ill-nature to protect, or cunning to 
guide, or proper stores to subsist me in 
) so dangerous a voyage, I was obliged to 
embark in the wide world at twenty- two. 

I But, in order to settle in life, my friends 
I advised (for they always advise when they 
; begin to despise us), they advised me, 

' I say, to go into orders. 

I “To be obliged to wear a long wig, 
i when I liked a short one, or a black coat, 
when I generally dressed in brown, I 
I thought was such a restraint upon my 
i liberty, that I absolutely rejected the pro- 
i posal. A priest in hhigland is not the same 
I mortified creature with a bonze in China : 

! with us, not he that fasts be.st, but eats 
I best, is reckoned the best liver; yet I 
1 rejected a life of luxury, indolence, and 
I ease, from no other consideration but 
! that boyish one of dress. So that my 
I friends were now perfectly satisfied I was 
! undone ; and yet they thought it a pity 
I for one who had not the least harm in him 
and was so very good-natured. 

“ Poverty naturally begets dependence, 
and I was admitted as flatterer to a great 
man. At first, I was surprised that the 
situation of a flatterer at a great man’s 
table could be thought disagreeable : there 
was no great trouble in listening attentively 
when his lordship spoke, and laughing 
when he looked round for applause. This 
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even good manners might have obliged me 
to perform. I found, however, too soon, 
that his lordship was a greater dunce than 
myself ; and from that very moment my 
power of flattery was at an end. I now 
rather aimed at setting him right, than at 
receiving his absurdities with submission : 
to flatter those we do not know is an easy 
task ; but to flatter our intimate acquaint- 
ances, all whose foibles are strongly in our 
eye, is drudgery insupportable. Every 
time I now opened my lips in praise, my 
falsehood went to my conscience ; his lord- 
ship soon perceived me to be unfit for 
service ; I was therefore discharged ; my 
patron at the same time being graciously 
pleased to observe, that he believed I was 
tolerably good-natured, and had not the 
least harm in me. 

“ Disappointed in ambition, I had re- 
course to love. A young lady, who lived 
with her aunt, and was possessed of a 
pretty fortune in her own disposal, had 
given me, as 1 fancied, some reason to 
expect success. The symptoms by which 
I was guided were striking. She had 
always laughed \yith me at her awkward 
acquaintance, and at her aunt among the 
number ; she always observed, that a man 
of sense would make a better husband 
than a fool, and I as constantly applied 
the observation in my own favour. She 
continually talked, in my company, of 
friendship and the beauties of the mind, 
and spoke of Mr. Shrimp my rival’s high - 
heeled shoes with detestation. These were 
circumstances wfliich I thought strongly 
in my favour ; so, after resolving and 
resolving, I had courage enough to tell her 
my mind. Miss heard my proposal with 
serenity, seeming at the same time to study 
the figures of her fan. Out at last it came. 
There was but one small objection to 
complete our happiness, which was no 

more than that .she was married three 

months before to Mr. Shrimp, with high- 
heeled shoes ! By w’ay of consolation, 
however, she observed, that, though I was 
disappointed in her, my addresses to her 
aunt would probably kindle her into sen- 
sibility ; as the old lady always allowed 
me to he very good-natured, and not to 
have the least share of harm in me, 

“Yet still I had friends, numerous 


friends, and to them I was resolved to 
apply. O friendship ! thou fond soother 
of the human breast, to thee we fly in 
every calamity ; to thee the wretched seek 
for succour ; on thee the care -tired son of 
misery fondly relies : from thy kind assist- 
ance the unfortunate always hopes relief, 
and may be ever sure of— disappointment. 
My first application was to a city scrivener, 
who had frequently oflered to lend me 
money, when he knew I did not want it. 
I informed him, that now was the time to 
put his friendship to the test ; that I 
wanted to borrow a couple of liimdred 
for a certain occasion, and was resolved 
to take it up from him. * And pray, sir/ 
cried my friend, ‘ do you want all this 
money Indeed, I never wanted it 
more,’ returned L — ‘ I am sorry for that,’ 
cries the scrivener, ' with all niy heart ; 
for they who want money when they come 
to borrow, will always want money when 
they should come to pay.’ 

“ From him I flew, with indignation, to 
one of the best friends I had in the world, 
and made the same request. ‘ Indeed, 
Mr, Dry bone,’ cries my friend, ‘I always 
thought it would come to this. You know, 
sir, I would not advise you but for your 
own good ; but your conduct has hitherto 
been ridiculous in the highest degree, 
and some of your acquaintance always 
thought you a very silly fellow. Let me 
see — you want two hundred pounds. Do 
you only want two hundred, sir, exactly ?’ 
i —‘To confess a truth,’ returned I, ‘ I shall 
: want three hundred ; but then, I have 
another friend, from whom I can borrow 
the rest.’ — ‘ Why, then,’ replied my friend, 
‘if you would take my advice, (and you 
know I should not presume to advise you 
but for your own good,) I would recom- 
mend it to you to borrow the whole sum 
' from that other friend ; and then one note 
i will serve for all, you know. ’ 

“ Poverty now began to come fast upon 
me ; yet instead of growing more provident 
or cautions as I grew poor, I became eveiy 
day more indolent and simple. A friend 
was arrested for fifty pounds ; I was unable 
to extricate him, except by becoming his 
bail. When at liberty, he fled from his 
creditors, and left me to take his place. 
In prison I expected greater satisfactions 
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than I enjoyed at large. I hoped to 
converse with men in this new world, 
simple and believing like myself ; but 
I found them as cunning and as cautious 
as those in the world I had left behind. 
7'hey spunged up my money while it 
lasted, borrowed my coals and never 
paid for them, and cheated me when I 
played at cribbage. All this was done 
because they believed me to be very good- 
natured, and knew that I had no harm 
in me. 

“Upon my first entrance into this man- 
sion, which is to some the abode of despair, 
I felt no sensations different from those 
I experienced abroad. I was now on one 
side the door, and those wlio were iincon- 
fined were on the other : this was all the 
difference between us. At first, indeed, 1 
felt some uneasiness, in considering how I 
should be able to proviile this week for the 
• wants of the week ensuing ; but after some 
time, if I found myself sure of eating one 
day, I never troubled my head how I was 
to be supplied another. I seized every 
precarious meal with the utmost good- 
humour ; indulged no rants of spleen at 
my situation ; never called down Heaven 
ond all the stars to behold me dining upon 
a halfpenny-worth of radishes ; my very 
companions were taught to believe that 
I liked salad better than mutton. I 
. contented myself with thinking, that all 
my life I should either eat white bread 
or brown ; considered that all that hap- 
pened was best ; laughed when I was not 
in pain, took the world as it went, and 
read Tacitus often for want of more books 
and company. 

“ How long I might have continued in 
this torpid state of simplicity 1 cannot tell, 
had I not been roused by seeing an old 
acquaintance, whom I knew to be a pru- 
dent blockhead, preferred to a place in the 
government. I now found that I had 
pursued a wrong track, and that the true 
way of being able to relieve others was 
first to aim at independence myself : my 
immediate care, therefore, was to leave 
my present habitation and make an entire 
reformation in my conduct and behaviour. 
For a free, open, undesigning deportment, 
I put on that of closeness, prudence, and 
economy. One of the most heroic actions 


I ever performed, and for which I shall 
praise myself as long as I live, was the 
refusing half-a-crown to an old acquaint- 
! ance, at the time when he wanted it, and 
I I had it to spare : for this alone I deserve 
to be decr*eed an ovation, 

“ I now therefore pursued a course of 
uninterrupted frugality, seldom wanted a 
dinner, and was consequently invited to 
twenty. I soon began to get the charac- 
ter of a saving hunks that had money, and 
insensibly grew into esteem. N eighbours 
have asked my advice in the disposal of 
their daughters ; and I have always taken 
care not to give any. I have contracted 
a friendship with an alderman, only by 
observing, that if we take a farthing from 
a thousand pounds, it will be a thousand 
pounds no longer. I have been invited 
to a pawnbroker’s table, by pretending to 
hate gravy ; and am now actually upon 
treaty of marriage ^villl a rich widow, for 
only having observed that the bread was 
, rising. If ever I am asked a question, 

; whether I know it or not, instead oi 
answering, I only smile and look wise. 
If a charity is proposed, I go about with 
the hat, but put nothing in myself. If 
a wretch solicits my pity, I observe that 
the world is filled with impostors, and take 
a certain method of not being deceived 
, by never relieving. In short, I now hnd 
I the truest way of finding esteem, even from 
i the indigent, is to give away nothing, and 
I thus have much in our power to give.” 

i LETTER XXVm. 


Lately, in company with my friend in 
black, whose conversation is now both my 
amusement and instruction, I could not 
avoid observing the great numbers of old 
bachelors and maiden ladies with which 
this city seems to be overrun. Sure, 
marriage,” said I, “is not .sufficiently en- 
couraged, or we should never behold such 
crowds of battered beaux and decayed 
coquettes, still attempting to drive a trade 
they have been so long unfit for, and 
swarming upon the gaiety of the age. I 
behold an old bachelor in the most con- 
temptible light, as an animal that lives 
upon the common stock without contri,- 
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billing his share : he is a beast of prey, and , 
the laws should make use of as many i 
stratagems, and as much force/ to drive j 
the reluctant savage into the toils, as the 
Indians when they hunt the hysena or the , 
rliinoceros. Tlie mob should be permitted i 
after him, boys might play tricks on him , 
with impunity, every well-bred company ' 
should laugh at him ; and if, when turned 
of sixty, he offered to make love, his mis- 
tress might spit in his face, or, Avhat would 
be perhaps a greater punishment, should 
fairly grant the favour. 

“As for old maids,” continued I, “they 
should not be treated with so much severity, 
because I suppose none would be so if 
they could. No lady in her senses would 
choose to make a subordinate figure at 
christenings or lyings-in, when she might 
]>e the principal herself; nor curry favour 
with a sister-in-law, when she might com- 
mand a husband; nor toil in preparing 
custards, uhen she might lie a-bed, anil 
give directions how they ought to he made; 
nor stifle all her sensations in demure for- 
mality, when she might, wilh matrimonial 
freedom, shake her acquaintance liy the 
hand, and u’ink at a double eiiteudi-e. No 
lady could lie so very silly as to live single, 
if she could help it. 1 consider an un- 
married lady, declining into the vale of 
years, as one of those charming countries 
bordering on China, that lies u'aste for 
want of proper inhabitants. We are not 
to accuse the country, but the ignorance 
of its neighbours, who are insensible of its 
]x‘autles, though at liberty to enter and 
cultivate the soil.” 

“Indeed, sir,” replied my companion, 

“ you are very little acquainted with tlie 
English ladies, to think they are old maids ' 
against their will. I dare venture to affirm, 
that you can liardly select one of them all, j 
but has had frequent offers of marriage, ; 
wliieli either pride or avarice has not made 
lier reject. Instead of thinking it a dis- j 
grace, they take every occasion to boast j 
of their former cruelty ; a soldier does not ; 
exult more ylieii he counts over the ■ 
wounds he lias received, than a female 
veteran when .she relates the wounds slie 
has formerly given : exhaustless when she 
begins a nanutive of the former death- 
dealing ppiyer of her eyes. She tells of 


the knight in gold lace, who died with a 
single frown, and never rose again till — 
he was married to his maid ; of the squire 
Vvdro, being cruelly denied, in a rage flew to 
the window, and lifting up the sash, threw 
himself, in an agony-- into his arm-chair; 
of tlie parson, who, crossed in love, reso- 
lutely swallowed opium, which banished 
the stings of despised love by — making 
him sleep. In short, she talks over her 
former losses with pleasure, and, like 
^ some tradesmen, finds consolation in the 
i many bankruptcies she has suffered. 

“ For this reason, whenever I see a super- 
■ animated beauty still unmarried, I tacitly 
, accuse her either of pride, avarice, coquetry, 
or affectation. Tliere’s Miss Jenny lln- 
derbox, I once remember her to Iravehad 
I some lieanty and a moderate fortune. 

I lier elder sister happened to marry a man 
, of quality, and this seemed ns a statute of 
virginity against poor J ane. Because there 
, was one lucky hit in the family, she was 
resolved not to disgrace it by introducing 
I a tradesman. By thus rejecting her equals, 
and neglected or despised by lier superiors, 
she now nets in the capacity of tutoress 
to her sister’s children, and undergoes 
tlie drudgery of three servants, without 
receiving the wages of one. 

“ Miss Squeeze was a pawnbroker’s 
daugliter; lier father had early taught her 
that money was a very good thing, and 
left her a moderate fortune at his death. 
She was so perfectly sensible of the value 
of what she had got, tliat she was resolved 
never to part with a farthing without an 
equality on the part of her suitor: she 
thus refused several offers made her by 
people who wanted to better themselves, 
as the saying is, and grew old and ill- 
natured, without ever considering that she 
should have made an abatement in her 
pretensions, from lier face being pale, and 
marked with tlie small-pox. 

“Lady Betty Tempest, on thecontraiy, 
had beauty, with fortune and family. But, 
fond of conquest, she passed from triumph 
to triumph : sh.e had read plays and ro* 
mances, and there had learned, that a plain 
man of common sense was no better than a 
I fool; such she refused, and sighed only for 
I the gaj', gid.iy, inconstant, and thoughtless, 
; After slie had thus rejected hundreds who 
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liked her, and sighed for hundreds who 
despised her, she found herself insensibly 
deserted : at present she is company only 
for her aunts and cousins, and sometimes 
makes one in a countiy-dance, with only 
one of the chairs for a partner, casts off 
round a joint-stool, and sets to a corner 
cupboard. In aWord, she is treated with 
civil contempt from every quarter, and 
placed, like a piece of old-fashioned 
lumber, merely to fill up a corner. 

But Sophronia, the sagacious Sophro- 
nia, how shall I mention her? She was 
taught to love Greek and hate the men 
from her very infancy; she has rejected 
{live gentlemen because they were not pe- 
dants, and pedants because they were not 
fine gentlemen ; her exquisite sensibility 
has tauglit her to discover ei^ery fault in 
every lover, and her indexible justice has 
prevented her pardoning them : thus she 
rejected several offers, till the wrinkles of 
age had overtaken her ; and now, without 
one good feature in her lace, she talks 
incessantly of the beauties of tlie mind.” — 
Farewell. 

LETTER XXIX. 

To ike same. 

Were we to estimate tlie learning of the 
English by the number of books that are 
every day publislied among them, perhaps 
no country, not even China itself, could 
equal them in this particular. I have 
reckoned not less Ilian twenty-three new 
books published in one day, which, upon 
computation, makes eight thousand three 
hundred and ninety-five in one year. 
jSIost of these are not confined to one 
single science, but embrace the whole 
circle. Jlistory, politics, poetry, mathe- 
matics, metaphysics, and the philosophy 
of nature, are all comprised in a manual 
not larger than that in which our children 
are taught the letters. If, then, we sup- 
pose the learned of England to read but 
an eighth part of the works v'hich daily 
come from the press, (and sure none can 
pretend to learning upon less easy terms,) 
at tills rate every scholar will read a 
thousand books in one year. From such 
a calculation you may conjecture what an 
amazing fund of literature a man must be 
possessed of, who thus reads three new 


books every day, not one of which but 
' contains all the good things that ever w’ere 
said or Written. 

And yet I know not how it happens, 
but the Englislr are not, in reality, so 
learned as would seem from this calcula- 
tion. We meet but few who know all 
arts and sciences to perfection ; whether it 
is that the generality are incapable of such 
extensive knowledge, or that the authors 
of those books are not adequate instruc- 
tors. In China the emperor himself takes 
cognizance of ail the doctors in the king- 
dom who profess authorship. In England 
every man may be an author that can 
write; for they have by law a liberty, not 
only of saying what they please, but of 
being also as dull as they please. 

Yesterday I testified iny surprise to the 
Man in Black, where writers could be 
found in sufficient number to throw off 
the books I daily saw crowding from 
the press. I at first imagined that their 
learned seminaries might lake this method 
of instructing the world. But, to obviate 
this objection, my companion assured me, 

1 that the doctors of colleges never wrote, 

‘ and that some of tliem had actually forgot 
I their reading; “Vuit if you desire,” cOn- 
I tinned he, “ to see a collection of authors, 

I I firncy I can introduce you this evening 
: to a club, wliich assembles every Saturday 
at seven, at the sign of the Broom, near 
Islington, to talk over the Vmsiness of the 
last and the entertainment of the week 
ensuing.” 1 accepted his invitation : we 
' walked together, and entered the house 
some time before the usual hour for tlie 
company assembling. 

My friend took this opportunity of 
letting me into the characters of the prin- 
cipal members of the club, not e\ en the 
, host excepted, who, it seems, was once an 
I author himself, but preferred by a book- 
j seller to this situation as a reward for his 
' former services. 

I *‘The first person,” said he, ‘‘of our 
I society is Doctor Nonentity, a metaphy- 
I sician., hlost people think him a profound 
; scholar ; but, as he seldom speaks, I can- 
: not be positive hi that particular: he 
^ generally spreads himself before the fire, 

1 sucks his pipe, talks little, drinks much, 

' and i.s reckoned very good company. I’m 
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told he writes indexes to perfection ; he t 
makes essays on the origin of evil, philo- h 
sophical inquiries upon any sub]ect, and i 
draws up an answer to any book upon f 
twenty-four hours’ warning. ^ ou may r 
distinguish him from the rest of the com- t. 
pany by his long gray wig and the blue s 
handkerchief round his neck. 

“ The next to him in merit and esteem c 
is Tim Syllabub, a droll creature: he c 
sometimes shines as a star of the first j 
magnitude among the choice spints of the i 
a^e ; he is reckoned equally excellent at i 
a^'chus, a riddle, a bawdy ^song, and an i 
hymn for the Tabernacle. Y ou will know 
him by his shabby finery, his powdeied ; < 
wi", dirty shirt, and broken silk stockings. | 

^ After him succeeds Mr. Tibbs, a very | 
useful hand : he writes receipts for the bite j 
of a mad dog, and throws off an Eastern . 
tale to perfection; he understands the! 
business of an author as well as any man, 
for no bookseller alive can cheat him. | 
You may distinguish him by the peculiar ; 
clumsiness of his figure and the coarseness 
of his coat ; however, though it be coaise, 
(as he frequently tells the company,) he 
has paid for it. , 

‘‘ Lawyer Squint is the politician of the , 
society: he makes speeches for Parlia- j 
ment, writes addresses to his fellow-sub- ; 
jects, and letters to noble commanders; j 
he mves the history of every new play, | 
aiuf finds seasonable thoughts upon every 
occasion,” My companion was proceed- 
ing in his description, when the host came 
running in, with terror on his countenance, 
to tell us that the door was beset with 
bailiffs. “ If that he the case, then,” says 
my companion, “ we had as good be going y 
for I am positive we shall not see one of 
the company this night.” Wherefore, dis- 
appointed, we were both obliged to return 
home— -he to enjoy the oddities which com- 
pose his character alone, and I to write 
as usual to my friend the occurrences of 
the day.— Adieu. 

LETTER XXX.' 

To ihe same. 

By my last advices from Moscow I find 
the caravan has not yet departed for 
China,: I still continue to write, expecting 


that you may receive a large number of 
letters at once. In them you will find 
rather a minute detail of English pecu- 
liarities, than a general picture of their 
manners or dispositions. Happy it were 
for mankind, if all travellers would thus, in- 
stead of characterising a people in general 
terms, lead us into a detail of those minute 
circumstances which first influenced their 
opinion. The genius of a country should 
be investigated with a kind of experimental 
inquiry: by this means we should have 
more precise and just notions of foreign 
nations, and detect travellers themselves 
when they happened to form wrong 
! conclusions. 

! My friend and I repeated our visit to 
I the club of authors; where, upon our 
I entrance, we found the members all 
, ' assembled, and engaged in a loud debate. 

! i The poet in shabby finery, holding a 
” ! manuscript in his hand, was earnestly en- 
! ; deavouring to persuade the company to 
r I hear him read the first book of an heroic 
3 ' poem, which he had composed the day 
before. But against this all the members 
a very warmly objected. Ihey knew no 
reason why any member of the clul) should 
e be indulged with a particulm* hearing, 
i when many of them had published whole 
1- I volumes which had never been looked in. 

; ! They insisted that the law should be ob- 
r, I served, where reading in company was 
y ' expressly noticed. It was in vain that the 
1- I poet pleaded the peculiar merit of ^ his 
lc ; piece ; he spoke to an assembly insensible 
e, I to all his remonstrances : the book of laws 
h j was opened, and read by the secretary, 

! where it was expressly enacted, “ That 
j whatsoever poet, speech -maker, critic, or 
M i historian, should presume to engage the 
s- ! company by reading his own works, he 
:n ' was to lay down sixpence previous to open- 
a- ! ing the manuscript, and should be charged 
te ' one shilling an hour while he continued 
of' reading: the said shilling to be equally 
I distributed among the company, as a 
i recompense for their trouble.” 

I Our poet seemed at first to shrink at the 
I penalty, hesitating for some time whether 
, he should deposit the fine or shut up the 
nd poem ; but, looking round, and perceiving 
"or , two strangers in the room, his love^ of 
ng [ fame outweighed his prudence, and laying 
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down the sum by law established, he 
insisted on his prerogative. 

A profound silence ensuing, he began 
by explaining his design. “ Gentlemen,” 
says he, “ the present piece is not one of 
your common epic poems, which come 
from the, press like paper-kites in summer: 
there are none of your Turn uses or Didos 
in it ; it is an heroical description of nature. 
I only beg you’ll endeavour to make your 
souls unison with mine, and hear with 
the same enthusiasm with which I have 
written, ^dle poem begins with the de- 
scription of an author’s bedchamber : the 
picture was sketched in my own apart- 
ment ; for you must know, gentlemen, that 
I am myself the hero. ” Then, putting him- 
self into the attitude of an orator, with all 
the emphasis of voice and action he pro- 
ceeded : 

Where the Red I.ion, flaring o’er the way, 
Invites each passing stranger that can pay; 
Where Calvert’s butt and Parson’s black cham- 
pagne 

Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury Lane: 
There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug, 

The Muse found Scroggen stretched beneath a 
rug. , 

A windows patched with paper, lent a ray, 

That dimly showed the state in which lie lay ; 
The sanded floor, that grits bencatli the tread ; 
The humid wall, with paltry pictures spread ; 
The royal game of goose was there in view, 

And the twelve rules the Royal Martyr drew; 
The Seasons, framed with listing, found a place, 
And brave Prince William showed his lamp-black 
face. 

The morn was cold ; he views witbTccn desire 
The rusty grate, unconscious of a Are : 

With beer and milk arrear.s the (hazQ was scored, 
And live cracked teacnp.s dressed the chimney 
board. 

A night-cap decked his brows instead of bay ; 

A cap by night-— a stocking al! the day ! 

Witli tins last line he seemed so much 
elated, that he was unable to proceed. 
“ There, gentlemen ! ” cries he, “ there is 
a description for you; Rabelais’ bed- 
chamber is but a fool to it. 

A cap by night— a stocking all the day ! 
There is sound, and sense, and truth, and 
nature in the trilling compass of ten little 
syllables.” 

He was too much employed |.in self- 
admiration to observe the company, who 
by nods, winks, shrugs, and stifled laugh- 
ter, te.stified every mark of contempt. He 
turned severally to each for their opinion., 


and found all, however, ready to applaud. 
One swore it was inimitable, another said 
it was damned fine, and a third cried out 
in a rapture, Carissimel At last, address- 
ing himself to the president, “ And pray, 
Mr. Squint,” says he, “let us have your 
opinion.” — “Mine!” answered the presi- 
dent, taking the manuscript out of tlie 
author’s hand, “ may this glass suffocate 
me, but I think it equal to anything I have 
seen : and I fancy,” continued he, doubling 
up the poem and forcing it into the author’s 
pocket, “that you will get great honour 
when it comes out;. so I shall beg leave 
to put it in. We will not intrude upon 
your good-nature, in desiring to hear more 
of it at present; ex unguc Henidcm^ we 
are satisfied, perfectly .satisfied.” The 
author made two or three attempts to pull 
it out a second time, and the president 
made as many to prevent him. Thus, 
though with reluctance, he was at last 
obliged to sit down, contented with the 
commendations for which he had paid. 

When this tempest of poetry and prai.se 
was blown over, one of the company 
changed the subject, by wondering how 
any man could be so dull as to write poetry 
at present, since prose itself would hardly 
pay. “AWmld you think it, gentlemen,” 
continued he, “ I have actually written 
last week sixteen ])rayers, twelve bawdy 
jests, and three sermons, all at the rate of 
sixpence a-piece ; and, what is still more 
extraordinary, the bookseller has lost by 
the bargain. Such sermons would once 
have gained me a preljend’s stall ; but now, 
alas! we have neither ])iety, taste, nor 
humour among us. Positively, if this 
season does not turn out better than it has 
begun, unless the ministry commit some 
blunders to furnish us with a new topic of 
abuse, I shall resume my old busine.ss of 
working at the press, instead of And in: 5 
it employment.” 

The whole club seemed to join in con- 
demning the season, as one of tlie worst 
that had come for some time : a gentleman 
particularly observed that the nobility were 
never known to subscribe worse than at 
present “I know not how it happens,” 

[ said he, though I follow them up as close 
! as possible, yet I can hardly get a single 
! subscription in a week. The houses of 
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the great are as inaccessible as a frontier j 
garrison at midnight. I never see a noble- ! 
man’s door half opened, that some surly j 
porter or footman does not stand full in , 
the breach. I was yesterday to wait with I 
a subscription proposal upon my Lord ; 
Squash, the Creolian. I had posted my- I 
self at his door the whole morning, and ; 
just as he was getting into his coach, thrust 1 
my proposal snug into his hand, folded up | 
in the form of a letter from myself. He 
just glanced at the superscription, and, | 
not knowing the hand, consigned it to his ; 
valet-de-chambre ; this respectable per- j 
sonage treated it as his master, and put it | 
into the hands of the porter; the porter j 
grasped my proposal frowning; and, | 
measuring my figure from top to toe, put I 
it back into ray own hands unopened.” j 
‘‘To the devil I pitch all the nobility,” i 
cries a little man, in a peculiar accent ; 
“I am sure they have of late used me . 
most scurvily. You must know, gentle- : 
men, some time ago, upon the arrival of ; 
a certain noble duke from his travels, I ■ 
sat myself down, and vamped up a fine | 
fiaunting poetical panegyric, whicli I had : 
written in such a strain, that I fancied it ' 
would have even wheedled milk from a ; 
mouse. In this I represented the whole 
kingdom welcoming his grace to his native 
soil, not forgetting the loss France and 
Italy would sustain in their arts by lus 
departure. I expected to touch for a l.)ank- 
bill at least ; so, folding up my verses in 
gilt paper, I gave my last half-crown to a ^ 
genteel servant to be the bearer, hly ; 
letter was safely conveyed to his grace, 
and the servant, after four hours’ absence, ' 
during which time I led the life of a fiend, 
returned with a letter four times as big as 
mine. Guess my extasy at the prospect . 
of so fine a return. I eagerly took the 
packet into my hands, that trembled to ; 
receive it. I kept it some time unopened i 
before me, brooding over the expected ; 
treasure it contained ; when opening it, ; 
a.s I hope to be saved, gentlemen, his | 
grace had sent me, in payment for my 
poem, no bank-bills, but six copies of ; 
verses, each longer than mine, addressed j 
to him upon the same occasion. ” | 

“A nobleman,” cries a member who 
had hitherto been silent, created as 


much fur the confusion of us authors as 
the catch-pole. I’ll tell you a story, gen- 
tlemen, which is as true as that this pipe 
is made of clay When I was delivered 
of my first book, I owed my tailor for a 
suit of clothes ; but that is nothing new, 
you know, and may be any man’s case as 
well as mine. Well, owing him for a suit 
of clothes, and hearing that my book took 
very well, he sent for his money, and insisted 
upon being paid immediately. Though I 
was at that time rich in fame — for my 
book ran like wild-fire— yet I was very 
short in money, and, being unable to satisfy 
his demand, prudently resolved to keep 
my chamber, preferring a prison of my 
own choosing at home to one of my tailor’s 
choosing abroad. In vain tlie bailiffs used 
all theirarts to decoy me from my citadel ; 
in vain they sent to let me know that a 
gentleman wanted to speak with me at 
the next tavern ; in vain tliey came witli 
an urgent message from my aunt in tlm 
country; in vain I was told that a parti- 
cular fi-ieiid was at the point of death, 
and desired to take his last farewell : I 
was deaf, insensible, rock, adamant; the 
bailiffs could make no impression on my 
hard heart, for I effectually kept my liberty 
by never stirring out of the room. 

“ This was very well for a fortnight ; 
when one morning I received a most 
splendid message from the Lari of Dooms- 
day, importing, that he had read my book, 
and was in raptures with every line of it ; 
he impatiently longed to see the author, 
and had some designs which might turn 
out greatly to my advantage. I paused 
upon the contents of this message, and 
found there could be no deceit, for the card 
was gilt at the edges, and tlic bearer, 1 
was told, had quite the looks of a gentle- 
man. Witness, ye powers, how my heart 
triumphed at my own importance ! I saw 
a long perspective of felicity before me ; 
I applauded the taste of the limes which 
never saw genius forsaken : I had prepared 
a set introductory speed] for tlie occasion ; 
five glaring compliments for his lordship, 
and two more modest for myself. The next 
morning, therefore, in order to he punctual 
to my appointment, I took coach, and 
ordered the fellow to drive to the street 
and house mentioned in his lordship’s 
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address. I had the precaution to pull up , 
the window as I went along, to keep off i 
the busy part of mankind, and, big with j 
expectation, fancied the coach never went 1 
fast enough. At length, however, the; 
wished-for moment of its stopping arrived : i 
this for some time ! impatiently expected, 
and letting down the window inatrans* 
port, in order to take a previous view of his 
iordship’s magnificent palace and situation, 

I found — poison to my sight ! — found 
myself not in an elegant street, but a 
paltry lane; not at a nobleman’s door, but 
the door of a spungingdiouse : I found 
the coachman had all this while been 
driving me to gaol ; and I saw the bailiff, 
with a devil’s face, coming out to secure 
me.”',' 

To a philosopher no circumstance, 
however trifling, is too minute ; he finds 
instruction and entertainment in occur- 
rences which are passed over by the rest 
of mankind as low, trite, and indifferent ; 
it is from the number of these particulars, 
which to many appear insignificant, that 
lie is at la.st enabled to form general 
conclusions : this, therefore, must be my 
excuse for sending so far as China accounts 
of manners and follies, which, though 
minute in their own nature, serve more 
truly to characterise tliis people, than 
histories of their public treaties, courts, 
ministers, negotiations, and ambassadors. 
— Adieu, 

LEITER XXXr. 

To the same. 

The English have not yet brought the art 
of gardening to the same perfection with 
the .Chinese, but have lately begun to 
imitate tliem. Nature is now followed 
with greater assiduity than formerly ; the 
trees are sutfered to shoot out into the 
utmost luxuriance; the streams, no longer 
forced from their native beds, are per- 
mitted to wind along the valleys ; spon- 
taneous llou’er.s take place of the finished 
parterre, and the enamelled meadow of 
the shaven green. 

Yet still the English are far behind us 
in this charming art : their designers have 
not yet attained the power of uniting in- 
struction with beauty. An European will, 


scarcely conceive my meaning, when I say 
that there is scarce a garden in China 
which does not contain some fine moral, 
couched under the general design, where 
one is taught wisdom as he walks, and 
feels the force of some noble truth, or 
delicate precept, resulting from the dis- 
position of the groves, streams, or grottos. 
Permit me to illustrate what I mean by a 
description of my gardens at Quamsi. My 
heart still hovers round those scenes of 
former happiness with pleasure ; and I 
find a satisfaction in enjoying them at this 
distance, though but in imagination. 

You descended from the house between 
two groves of trees, planted in such a 
manner, that they were impenetrable to 
the eye ; while bn each hand the way 
was adorned with all that was beautiful 
in porcelain, statuary, and painting. Tliis 
passage from the house opened into an 
area surrounded with rocks, flowers, trees, 
and shrubs, but all so disposed as if each 
was the spontaneous production of nature. 
As you proceeded forward on this lawn, 
to your right and left hand were two gates, 
opposite each other, of very different archi- 
tecture and design ; and before you lay a 
temple, built rather with minute elegance 
than ostentation. 

Tire right hand gate was planned with 
the utmost simplicity, or ratlier rudeness : 
ivy clasped round the pillars, the baleful 
cypress hung over it ; time seemed to have 
destroyed all the smoothness and regularity 
of the stone ; two champions, with lifted 
clubs, appeared in the act of guarding its 
access; dragons and serpents were .seen 
in the most hideous altitudes, to deter 
the siuxtalor from apiu'oaching ; and the 
perspective view that lay behind seemed 
dark and gloomy to the last degree ; the 
stranger was tempted to enter only from 
the motto, — F 10 R\' [A V i rt U'i' i . 

The opposite gate was formed in a very 
different manner : the architecture was 
light, elegant, and inviting ; flowers hung 
in wreaths round the pillars ; all was 
finished in the most exact and masterly 
manner ; the very stone of which it was 
built still preserved its polish; nymphs, 
wrought by the hand of a master, in the 
most alluring attitudes, beckoned the 
stranger to approach*, while all that lay 
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behind, as far as the eye could reach, grew more beautiful ; the prospect widened 
seemed gay, luxuriant, and capable of as he went higher ; even the air itself seemed 
affording endless pleasure. The motto to become more pure. Thus, pleased and 
itself contributed to invite him; for over happy from unexpected beauties, I at last 
the gate were written these words,— led him to an arbour, from whence he 
Facilis DESCENSUS. could view the garden and the whole 

By this time I fancy you begin to per- country around, and where he might own, 
ceive that the gloomy gate was designed i that the road to Virtue terminated in 
to represent the road to Virtue, the oppo- | Happiness. 


site the more agreeable passage to Vice. 
It is but natural to suppose, that the spec- 


Though from this description you may 
imagine that a vast tract of ground was 


tator was always tempted to enter by the necessary to exhibit such a pleasing variety 
gate which offered him so many allure- in, yet, be assured, I have seen several 
ments. I always in these cases left him gardens in England take up ten times the 
to his choice; but generally found that he space which mine did, without half the 
took to the left, which promised most beauty. A very small extent of ground is 
entertainment. enough for an elegant taste ; the greater 

Immediately upon his entering the gate ; room is required if magnificence is in view, 
of Vice the trees and flowers w'ere dis- | There is no spot, though ever so little, 
posed in such a manner as to make the I which a skilful designer might not thus 


entertainment. | enough for an elegant taste ; the greater 

Immediately upon his entering the gate ; room is required if magnificence is in view, 
of Vice the trees and flowers w'ere dis- There is no spot, though ever so little, 
posed in such a manner as to make the which a skilful designer might not thus 
most pleasing impression ; but, as he improve, so as to convey a delicate alle- 
walked farther on, he insensibly found the gory, and impress the mind with truths the 
garden assume the air of a wilderness,' — most useful and necessary. — Adieu, 
the landscapes began to darken— the paths 

grew more intricate— he appeared to go , . 

downwards — frightful rocks seemed to ^ 

hang over his head — gloomy caverns, un- To the same. 

expected precipices, aw'ful ruins, heaps In a late excursion with my friend into 
of unburied bones, and terrifying sounds, the country, a gentleman with a blue 
caused by unseen waters, began to take riband tied round bis shoulder, and in a 
place of what at first appeared so lovely : chariot drawn by six horses, passed swiftly 
it \vas in vain to attempt returning ; the by us, attended with a numerous train of 
labyrinth was too much perplexed for any captains, lackeys, and coaches filled with 
but myself to find the w'ay back. In short, women. When \ve w’ere recovered from 


when sufficiently impressed with the hor- 


captains, lackeys, and coaches filled with 
women. When \ve w’ere recovered from 
I the dust raised by this cavalcade, and could 


rors of wirat he saw, and the imprudence continue our discourse without danger of 
of his choice, I brought him by a hidden suffocation, I observed to my companion, 
door a shorter way back into the area from that all this state and equipage, which he 


whence at fii'st he had strayed. 


I seemed to despise, would in China be 



The gloomy gate now presented itself regarded with the utmost reverence, be- 
before the stranger ; and though there cause such distinctions w^'ere always the 
seemed little in its appearance to tempt rew’ard of merit ; the greatness of a man- 
his curiosity, 3'et, encouraged by the motto, darine’s retinue being a most certain mark 
he gradually proceeded. The darkness of of the superiority of his abilities or virtue, 
the entrance, the frightful figures that ’ “ The gentleman wiio has now passed 

seemed to obstruct his way, the trees of us,” replied my companion, “ has no claims 
a mournful green, conspired at first to from his owm merit to dfstinction ; he is 
disgust him : as he went forward, however, possessed neither of abilities nor virtue ; it 
all began to open and wear a more pleasing is enough for him that one of liis ancestors 
appearance ; beautiful cascades, beds of w^as possessed of these qualities tw'o liun- 
flowers, trees loaded with fruit or bios- dred years before him. There wms a time, 
soms, and unexpected brooks, impmved indeed, when his family deserved their 
the scene; he now found that he was title; but they are long since degenerated, 
ascending, and as he proceeded all nature and his ancestors, for more than a century. 
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have been more and more solicitous to | 
keep up the breed of their dogs and horses, | 
than that of their children. This very, 
nobleman, simple as he seems, is descended : 
from a race of statesmen and heroes; ■ 
but unluckily, his great-grandfather mar- I 
rying a cook -maid, and she having a ' 
trifling passion for his lordship’s groom, ' 
they somehow crossed the strain, and ^ 
produced an heir, who took after his 
mother in his great love to good eating, : 
and his father in a violent affection for ' 
horse-flesh. These passions have for some 
generations passed on from father to son, 
and are now become the characteristics 
of the family, his present lordship being 
equally remarkable for his kitchen and his 
stable.” 

“ But such a nobleman,” cried I, “ de- 
serves our pity, thus placed in so high a 
sphere of life, which only the more exposes 
to contempt. A king may confer titles, 
but it is personal merit alone that ensures 
respect. I suppose,” added I, “that such 
men are despised by their equals, neglected 
by their inferiors, and condemned to live 
among involuntary dependants in irksome 
solitude.” 

“ You are still under a mistake,” replied 
my companion, “ for, though this noble- 
man is a stranger to generosity ; though 
he takes twenty opportunities in a day of 
letting his guests know how much he 
despises them; though he is possessed 
neither of taste, wit, nor wisdom ; though 
incapable of improving others by his con- 
versation, and never known to enrich any 
by his bounty ; yet, for all this, his com- 
pany is eagerly sought after: he is a lord, 
and that is as much as most people desire 
in a companion. Quality and title have 
such allurements, that hundreds are ready 
to give up all their own importance, to 
cringe, to flatter, to look little, and to pall 
every pleasure in constraint, merely to be 
among the great, though without the least 
hopes of improving their understanding, 
or sharing their generosity : they might 
be happy among their equals, but those 
are despised for c{mipany where they are 
despised in turn. You saw what a crowd 
of humble cousins, card- ruined beaux, and 
captains on half-pay, were willing to make 
up this great man’s retinue down to his 


country seat. Not one of all these that 
could not lead a more comfortable life at 
home, in their little lodging of three shil- 
lings a week, with their lukewarm dinner, 
served up between two pewter plates from 
a cook’s shop. Yet, poor devils! they 
are willing to undergo the impertinence 
and pride of their entertainer, merely to 
be thought to live among the great; they 
are willing to pass the summer in bondage, 
though conscious they are taken down 
only to approve his lordship’s taste upon 
every occasion, to tag all his stupid obser- 
vations with a ‘very true,’ to praise his 
stable, and descant upon his claret and 
cookery.” 

“ The pitiful humiliations of the gentle- 
men you are now describing, ” said I, “ put 
me in mind of a custom among the Tartars 
of Koreki, not entirely dissimilar to this 
we are now considering. The Russians, 
who trade with them, carry thither a kind 
of mushrooms, wliich they exchange for 
furs of squirrels, ermines, sables, and foxes. 
These mushrooms the rich Tartars lay up 
in large quantities for the winter; and 
when a nobleman makes a mushroom 
feast, all the neighbours around are in- 
vited. The mushrooms are prepared by 
boiling, by which the water acquires an 
intoxicating quality, and is a sort of drink 
which the Tartars prize beyond all other. 
When the nobility and ladies are assembled, 
and the ceremonies usual between people 
of distinction over, the mushroom liroth 
goes freely round ; they laugh, talk double 
entendi'e^ grow fuddled, and become ex- 
cellent company. The poorer sort, who 
love mushroom broth to distraction as 
well as the rich, but cannot afford it at the 
first hand, post themselves on these occa- 
sions round the huts of the rich, and watch 
the opportunity of the ladies and gentle- 
men as they come down to pass their 
liquor ; and holding a wooden bowl, catch 
the delicious fluid, very little altered by 
filtration, being still strongly tinctured 
with the intoxicating quality. Of this they 
drink with the utmost satisfaction, and 
thus they get as drunk and as jovial as 
their betters.” 

“ Happy nobility! ” cries my companion, 
“ who can fear no diminution of respect, 
unless by being seized with strangury, and 
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who when must drunk are most useful ! i 
Though we have not this custom among 
us, T foresee, that if it were introduced we | 
might have many a toad-eater in England ; 
ready to drink from the wooden bowl on 
these occasions, and to praise the flavour ' 
of his lordship’s liquor. As Ave have dif- 1 
ferent classes of gentry, who knows but , 
we may see a lord holding the bowl to a 
mi nister, a knight holding it to his lordship, | 
and a simple scpiiire drinking it double dis- ! 
tilled from the loins of the knighthood ? 
For my part, I shall never for the future i 
hear a great man’s flatterers haranguing in ' 
his praise, that I shall not fancy I behold i 
the wooden Imwl ; for I can sec no reason ! 
why a man, who can live easily and happily ’ 
at home, should bear the drudgery of de- 
corum and the impertinence of his enter- 
tainer, unless intoxicated with a passion 
for all that was quality ; unless he thought 
that whatever came from the great was 
delicious, and had the tincture of the 
mushroom in it.” — Adieu. | 

LETTER XXXIII. 

To the S'unc. 

I AM disgusted, O Eum Hoam ! even to 
sickness disgusted ! Is it possible to bear 
the presumption of these Islanders, when 
they pretend to instruct me in the cere- ; 
monies of China ? They lay it down as 
a maxim, that every person who comes | 
from thence must express himself in ineta- | 
phor, swear by Alla, rail against wine, 
and behave, and talk, and write, like a ■ 
Tink or Persian, They make no dis- 
tinction between our elegant manners and 
the voluptuous barbarities of our Eastern i 
neighbours. Wherever Income, I raise 
either diflidence or astonishment : some 
fancy me no Chinese, because I am formed , 
more like a man than a monster ; and | 
others wonder to And one born five thou- i 
sand miles from England endued with i 
common sense. “ Strange,” say they, ! 
“ that a man who has received his cduca- ^ 
tion at such a distance from London j 
should have common sense ; to he born ; 
out of England, and yet have common 
sense ! Impossible ! He must be some 
Englishman in disguise ; his very visage 
has nothing of the true exotic barbarity,” 


I yesterday received an invitation from 
a lady of distinction, who, it seems, had 
collected all her knowledge of Eastern 
manners from fictions every day propa- 
gated here, under the titles of Eastern talcs 
and Oriental histories. She received me 
very politely, but seemed to wonder that 
I neglected bringing opium and a tobacco 
box : when chairs were drawn for the rest 
of the company, I was assigned my place 
on a cushion on the floor. It was in vain 
that I protested the Chinese used chairs, 
as in Europe ; she understood decorum 
too Avell to entertain me with the ordinary 
civilities. 

I liad scarcely been seated according 
to her directions, when the footman was 
ordered to pin a napkin under my chin : 
this I protested against, as being no way 
Chinese ; hoAvever, the Avlndc company, 
who, it seems, Avere a club of connoisseurs, 
gave it unanimously against me, and the 
napkin Avas pinned accordingly. 

It was impossible to he angry with 
people Avho seemed to err only from an 
excess of politeness, and I sat contented, 
expecting their importunities Avere now at 
an end ; but, as soon as ever dinner Avas 
served, the lady demanded whether I was 
for a iflatc of l^car’s claws, or a slice of 
birds’ nests. As these Av'ere dishes Avith 
Avliich I Avas utterly unacquainted, I Avas 
desirous of eating only Avhat I kncAv, and 
therefore begged to be helped from a piece 
of beef that lay on the side table : my 
request at once disconcerted the AAdiole 
company. A Cliinese eat beef! that could 
never be ; there Avas no local projulety in 
Chinese beef, whatever there might be in 
Chinese }fiieasant. “ wSir,” said my enter- 
tainer, “ I think I have some reason to 
fancy myself a judge of these matters; in 
short, the Chinese never eat beef; so that 
I must be permitted to recommend the 
pilaAv. There Avas never better dressed 
at Pekin ; the saffron and rice are Avell 
boiled, and the spices in perfection.” 

I had no sooner begun to eat Avhat Avas 
laid l.)efore me, than I found the Avliole 
company as much astonished as before ; it 
seems I made no use of my chop-sticks. 
A grave gentleman, whom I take to he an 
author, harangued very learnedly (as the 
company seemed to think) upon the use 
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which was made of them in China. He | by the dews of the morning ; his hair, 
entered into a long argument with, himself j which hung like the willow weeping over 
about their first introduction, without once | the glossy stream, was so beautiful that 
appealing to me, wdio might be supposed i it seemed to reflect its own brightness; 
best capable of silencing the inquiry. As I and his feet were as the feet of a wild deer 
tlie gentleman therefore took my silence ; w^^cli fleeth to the tops of the mountains.’ 
for a mark of his own superior sagacity, ; There, there is tlie true Eastern taste for 
he was resolved to pursue the triiimpli : ' you; every advance made towards sense 
he talked of our cities, mountains, and I is only a deviation from sound. Eastern 
animals as familiarly as if he had been i tales should always be sonorous, lofty, 
born in Quamsi, but as erroneously as if | musical, and unmeaning.” 
a native of the moon. He attempted | I could not avoid smiling, to hear a 
to prove that I had nothing of the true I native of England attempt to instruct me 
Chinese cut in my visnge ; showed that I in the true Eastern idiom ; and after he 
my high cheekbones should have been | looked round some time for applause, I 
higher, and my fore! read broader. In ; presumed to ask him, whether he had ever 
short, he almost reasoned me out of my : travelled into the East ; to which he replied 
country, and effectually ].)ersiiaded the rest : in the negative. I demanded whether he 
of the company to be of his opinion. | unde^rstood Chinese or ^Vrabic; to which 
I was going to expose his mistakes, | also he answered as before. “Then how, 
when it was insisted, that I had nothing I sir,” said I, “ canyon pretend to determine 
of the true Eastern manner in my delivery, upon the Eastern style, who are entirely 
“ This gentleman’s conversation,” says one unacquainted with the Eastern writings? 
of the ladies, who was a great reader, “is Take, sir, the w'ord of one who is pro- 
like our own, — mere chit-chat and com- fessedly a Chinese, and who is actually 
mon sense: there is nothing like sense acquainted with the Arabian writers, that 
in the true Eastern style, where nothing i what is palmed upon you daily for an 
more is required but sublimity. Oh ! ! imitation of ICastern writing no way re- 
for a history of Aboulfaoiiris, the grand ! scmbles their manner, either in sentiment 
voyager, of genii, magicians, rocks, bags of | or diction. In tlic East similes are seldom 
bullets, giants, and enchanters, where all ! used, and metaphors almost wholly un- 
is great, obscure, magnificent, and unin- known ; bul in China particularly, the very 
tcliigiblc.” — “ I have written many a sheet reverse of what you allude to takes place : 
of Eastern tale myself,” interrupts the a cool phlegmatic method of writing ])re- 
aiithor, “ and I defy the severest critic to vails there. The writers of that country, 
say but that I have stuck close to the true ever more assiduous to instruct than to 
manner. I have compared a lady’s chin please, address rather the judgment than 
to the snow upon the mountains of Bomck ; the fancy. Unlike many authors of 
a soldier’s sword to the clouds that obscure Europe, who have no consideration of the 
s. the fiicc of heaven. If riches are men- reader s time, they generally leave more 
tioned, I comjiarc them to the docks that to be imderstoycl tlian they express, 
graze the verdant Tefilis; if poverty, to “Besides, sir, you must not expect from 
die mists that veil tlie brow of Mount an inhabitant of Cdiina the same ignorance, 
Baku. I have used fhcc and thou upon ; the same unlcUered simplicit}q that you 
all occasions ; I have described fallen stars find in a Turk, Tersian, or native of Peru, 
and splitting m<juntains, not forgetting tlie The Chinese are versed in the sciences as 
little hoiiris, who make a pretty figure in well as you, and are masters of several arts 
every description. But you shall hear unknown to the people of Euroj ie. jMany 
how I generally begin — * Eben-benbolo, of them are instructed not only in their 
who was the sou of Ban, was born on the own national learning, but are perfectly 
foggy summits of Bcndcraliassi. Plis well acquainted with the languages and 
beard was whiter than the feathers which learning of the West. If my word in such 
veil the breast of the penguin; his eyes a case is not to be taken, consult your own 
. were like the eyes of doves when washed travellers on this head, who affirm, that 



the schokia of Pekin and Siam sustain 
theological theses in Latin. * The college 
of ]Masprend; which is but a league from 
Siam,’ says one of your travellers, ‘came 
in a body to salute our ambassador. No- 
thing gave me more sincere pleasure, than 
to behold a number of priests, venerable 
both from age and modeky, folloAved by 
a number of youths of all nations, Chinese, 
Japanese, Tonquinese, of Cochin China, 
Pegu, and Siam, all willing to pay then- 
respects in the most polite manner imagi- 
nable. A Cochin Chinese made an ex- 
cellent Latin oration upon this occasion; 
he was succeeded, and even outdone, by | 
a student of Tonquin, who was as well ; 
skilled in the Western learning as any | 
scholar of Paris.’ Now, sir, if youths | 
who never stirred from home are so per- | 
fectly skilled in your laws and learning, j 
surely more must be expected from one j 
like me, who have travelled so many thou- | 
sand miles ; who have conversed familiarly i 
for several years with the English factors ! 
established at Canton and the missionaries 
sent us from every part of Europe. The 
unaffected of every country nearly re- 
semble each other, and a page of our Con- 
fucius and of your Tillotson have scarce 
any material difference. Paltry affectation, 
strained allusions, and disgusting finery j 
are easily attained by those who choose to | 
them : and they are but too fre- j 
qiiently the badges of ignorance or of i 
stupidity, whenever it would endeavour 
please.” 

I was proceeding in my discourse, when, 
looking round, T perceived the company 
no way attentive to what I attempted, 
with so much earnestness, to enforce. One 
lady was whispering her that sat next, an- 
other was studying the meiits of a fan, a 
began to yawn, and the author him- 
fell fast asleep. I thought it, there- 
higli time to make a retreat ; nor did 
company seem to show any regret at 
my preparations for departure ; even the 
lady who had invited me, with the most 
mortifying insensibility, saw me seke my 
hat, and rise from my cushion ; nor was I | 
invited to repeat my visit, because it was i 
found that I aimed at appearing rather a j 
reasonable creature, than an outlandish 


■; LETTER XXXIV. ■, 

To the same. 

The polite arts are in this country subject 
to as many revolutions as its laws or 
politics : not only the objects of fancy and 
dress, but even of delicacy and taste, are 
directed by the capricious influence of 
fashion. I am told there has been a time 
when poetry was universally encouraged 
by the great ; when men of the first rank 
not only patronised the poet, but prod need 
the finest models for his imitation. It was 
then the English sent forth those glowing 
I rhapsodies, which we have so often read 

■ over together with rapture ; poems big 
I with all the sublimity of Mencius, and 
; supported by reasonijig as strong as that 

■ of Ziinpo. 

j The nobility are fond of wisdom, but 
j they are also fond of having it without 
I study; to read poetry required thought; 

I and the English nobility were not fond of 
! thinking : they soon therefore placed their 
' affections upon music, because in this they 
might indulge a happy vacancy, and yet 
still have pretensions to delicacy and taste 
as before. They soon brought their nume- 
rous dependants into an approbation of 
their pleasures ; who, in turn, led their 
I thousand imitators to feel or feign simili- 
i tude of passion. Colonies of singers were 
j now imported from abroad at a vast ex- 
! pense ; and it was expected the English 
would soon be able to set examples to 
Europe. All these expectations, however, 
were soon dissipated. In spite of the zeal 
which fired the great, the ignorant vulgar 
refused to be taught to sing ; refused to 
undergo the ceremonies which were to 
initiate them in the singing fraternity: 
thus the colony from abroad dwindled by 
degrees; for they were of themselves 
unfortunately incapable of propagating 
the breed. 

Music having thus lost its splendour, 
painting is now become the sole object of 
fashionable care. The title of connoisseur 
in that art is at present the safest passport 
j in every fashionable society ; a well-timed 
i shrug, an admiring altitude, and one or 
j two exotic tones of exclamation, are suf- 
j ficient qualifications for men of low cir- 
1, cumstances to curry favour. Even some 
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of the young nobility are themselves early 
instructed in handling the pencil, while 
their happy parents, big with expectation, 
foresee the walls of every apartment 
covered with tlie manufactures of their 
posterity. 

iiiit many of the English are not content 
with giving all their time to this art at 
home; some young men of distinction are 
found to travel through Europe, with no 
other intent than that of understanding 
and collecting pictures, studying seals, and 
describing statues. On they travel from 
this cabinet of curiosities to that gallery 
of pictures ; waste the prime of life in 
wonder ; skilful in pictures, ignorant in 
men ; yet impossible to be reclaimed, 
because their follies take shelter under 
the names of delicacy and taste. 

It is true, painting should have due en- 
couragement ; as the painter can undoubt- 
edly fit up our apartments in a much more 
elegant manner than the upholsterer : but 
I should think a man of fashion makes but 
an indifferent exchange, who lays out all 
that time in furnishing his house, which he 
should have employed in the furniture of 
his head. A person who shows no other 
symptoms of taste than his cabinet or 
gallery, might as well boast to me of the 
furniture of his kitchen. 

I know no other motive but vanity, that 
induces the great to testify such an inordi- 
nate passion for pictures. After the piece 
is bought,, and gazed at eight or ten days 
successively, the purchaser’s pleasure must 
surely be over ; all the satisfection he can 
then have is to show it to others; he may 
be considered as the guardian of a treasure 
of which he makes no manner of use ; his 
gallery is furnished, not for himself, but 
the connoisseur, who is generally some 
humble flatterer, ready to feign a rapture 
he does not feel, and as necessai*y to the 
happiness of a picture buyer, as gazers 
are to the magnificence of an Asiatic 
procession. 

I have enclosed a letter from a youth 
of distinction, on his travels, to his father 
in England ; in wliich he appears addicted 
to no vice, seems obedient to his governor, . 
of a good natural disposition, and fond of ; 
improvement ; but, at the same time, early ' 
taught to regard cabinets and galleries 


as the only proper schools of improve- 
ment, and to consider a skill in pictures 
as the properest knowledge for a man of 
quality. 

“My Lord, — We have been but two 
days at Antwerp ; wherefore I have sat 
down, as soon as possible, to give you 
some account of what we have seen since 
our arrival, desirous of letting no oppor- 
I tunity pass without writing to so good a 
i father. Immediately upon alighting from 
our Rotterdam machine, my governor, 

I who is immoderately fond of paintings, 
and at the same time an excellent judge, 
would let no time pass till we paid our 
respects to the church of the Virgin 
Mother, which contains treasure beyond 
estimation. We took an inhnity of pains 
in knowing its exact dimensions, and dif- 
fered half a foot in our calculation ; so I 
leave that to some succeeding information. 
I really believe my governor and I could 
have lived and died there. There is 
scarce a pillar in lire whole church that 
is not adorned by a Rubens, a Vander 
Meuylen, a Vandyke, or a Wouverman. 
What attitudes, carnations, and draperies! 
I am almost induced to pity the English, 
who have none of those exquisite pieces 
among them. As we were willing to let 
slip no opportunity of doing business, we 
immediately after went to wait on Mr. 
Hogendorp, whom you have so frequently 
commended for his judicious collection. 
His cameos are indeed beyond price ; his 
intaglios not so good. He showed us one 
of ah officiating Flamen, which he thought 
to be an antique ; but my governor, who 
is not to be deceived in these particulars, 
soon found it out to be an arrant cinque 
cento. I could not, however, sufficiently 
admire the genius of Mr. Hogendorp, who 
has been able to collect, from all parts 
of the world, a thousand things which 
nobody knows the use of. Except your 
Lordship and my governor, I do not know 
anybody I admire so much. He is, in- 
deed, a surprising genius. The next morn- 
ing early, as we were resolved to take tlie 
whole day before us, we sent our compli- 
ments to Mr. Van Sprockken, desiring to see 
his gallery, which request he very politely 
complied with. ITis gallery measures 
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ilfty feet by twenty, and is well filled; 
but wliat surprised me most of all was to 
see a Holy Family just like your Lordship’s, 
wliich this ingenious gentleman assures 
me is the true original. I own this gave 
me inexpressible uneasiness, and I fear 
it will to your Lordship, as I had flattered 
- myself that the only original was in your 
Lordship’s possession. 1 would advise you, j 
however, to take yours down, till its merit ! 
can be ascertained, my governor assuring ' 
me, that he intends to write a long disser- 
tation to prove its originality. One might 
study in this city for ages, and still find 
something new. We went from this to 
view tlie cardinal’s statues, which are 
really very fine ; tliere were three spmtria 
executed in a very masterly manner, all 
arm in arm : tlie torse which I heard you 
talk so much of is at last discovered to 
be a Hercules spinning, and not a Cleo- 
patra bathing, as your Lordship had con- 
jectured : there has been a treatise written 
to prove it. 

My Lord Firmly is certainly a Goth, a 
Vandal ; no taste in the world for painting, 

I wonder how any call him a man of taste. 
Passing through the streets of Antwerp a 
few' days ago, and o]:)serving the nakedness 
of the inhabitants, he was so barbarous i 
as to observe that he thought the best ! 
method the Flemings could take was to 
sell their pictures, and buy clothes. Ah, 
Coglione ! We shall go lo'inorro’w to Mr. 
Carwarden’s cabinet, and the next day w'e 
shall see the curiosities collected by Van 
Ran, and the day after w^e shall pay a 
visit to Mount Calvary, and after that— 
but 1 find my paper finished ; so, with the 
most sincere washes for your l.ordship’s 
happiness, and with hopes, after having 
seen Italy, that centre of pleasure, to 
return home w’orthy the care and expense 
which has been generously laid out in 
my improvement, I remain, my Lord, 
voiirs,” &c. 


LETTER XXXV. 


Frc)7Ji Ilingpa, a Sla<!;>ei)7 Persm., to AUangi^ a j 
travelling Philosopher of China, hy the I 
of Mfoscozu, ! 


Fortune has made me the slave of 
another, but nature and inclination render 
me entirely subservient to you : a tyrant 


commands my body, but you are master 
of my heart. And yet let not thy inflexible 
nature condemn me when I confess, that 
I find my soul shrink with my circum- 
stances. I feel my mind, not less than 
my body, bend beneath the rigours of 
servitude ; the master wliom I serve grow's 
every day more formidalde. In spite of 
reason, wliich should teach me to despise 
him, his hideous image fills even my 
dreams with horror, 

A few' days ago a Christian slave, wlio 
wrought in the gardens, happening to 
enter an arbour wliere the tyrant was 
entertaining the ladies of his harem with 
coffee, the unhappy captive W'as instantly 
stabbed to the heart for his intrusion. I 
have been preferred to his place, wliich, 
though less lalxnlous than my former 
stalioiv is yet more ungrateful, as it 
brings me nearer him wliose presence 
excites sensations at once of di.sgiist and 
apprehension. 

Into wliat a state of misery are the 
modern Persians fallen ! A nation famous 
for setting the w'orld an example of free- 
dom is now' become a land of tyrants, and 
a den of slaves. The houseless Tartar of 
Kamscliatka, w'ho enjoys his herbs and 
his fish in unmolested freedom, may be 
envied, if compared to the thousands wlio 
pine here in hopeless servitude, and curse 
the day that gave them being. Is this 
just dealing, Pleaven ! to render millions 
w'retched to swell up the happiness of a 
few' ? cannot the pow'erful of this earth be 
happy w’ithoiit our sighs and tears ? niust 
every luxury of the great be w'oven from 
the calamities of the poor ? It must, it 
must surely, be that this jarring discordant 
life is but the prelude to some future 
harmony : the soul, attuned to virtue here, 
shall go from hence to fill up the universal 
choir w’here Tiei) presides in person, where 
there .shall be no tyrants to frown, no 
shackles to bind, nor no wliips to threaten ; 
where I shall once more meet my father 
with rapture, and give a loose to filial 
piety ; where I shall hang on his neck, 
and hear the W'isdom of his lips, and thank 
him for all the happiness to which he has 
introduced me. 

The wretch whom fortune has made my 
master has lately purchased several slaves 
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of both sexes ; among the rest, I hear, a 
Christian captive talked of with admira- 
tion. The eunuch who bought her, and 
who is accustomed to survey beauty with 
indifference, speaks of her with emotion. 
Her pride, however, astonishes her atten- 
dant slaves not less than her beauty. It 
is reported that she refuses the warmest 

* solicitations of her haughty lord : he has 
even offered to make her one of his four 
wives upon changing her religion, and 
conforming to his. It is probable she 
cannot refuse such extraordinary offers, 
and her delay is perhaps intended to 
enhance her favours. 

I have just now seen her ; she inadver- 
tently approached the place, without a veil, 

* where I sat writing. She seemed to regard 
the heavens alone with fixed attention : 
there her most ardent gaze was directed. 
Genius of the sun ! what unexpected soft- 
ness ! V’hat animated grace ! her beauty 
seemed the transparent covering of virtue. 
Celestial beings could not wear a look of 

^ more perfection, while sorrow humanized 
her form, and mixed my admiration with 
pity. I rose from the bank on which I 
sat, and she retired : happy that none 
observed us ; for such an interview might 
have been fatal. 

^ I have regarded, till now, the opulence 

and the power of my tyrant without 
envy. I saw him with a mind inca- 
]'jable of enjoying the gifts of fortune, 
and consequently regarcled him as one 
loaded, rather tlvan enriched, with its 
favours ; but at present, when I think that 
so much beauty is reserved only for him ; 
that so many charms should be lavished 

^ on a wretch incapable of feeling the great- 

i ness of the blessing, — I ovni I feel a 
reluctance to which I have liitherto been 

* a stranger. 

But let not my father impute those un- 
easy sensations to so trifling a cause as 

i love. No; never let it be thought that 

* your son, and the pupil of the wise Fum 
Hoam, could stoop to so degrading a 
passion : I am only displeased at seeing 

, so much excellence so unjustly disposed of. 

The uneasiness which 1 feel is not for 
myself, but for the beautiful Christian. 
When I reflect on the barbarity of him for 
whom she is designed, I pity, indeed I 


i pity her : when I think that she must only 
I share one heart, who deserves to command 
; a thousand, excuse me if I feel an emotion, 
which universal benevolence extorts from 
me. As I am convinced that you take a 
I pleasure in those sallies of humanity', and 
j are particularly pleased with conqiassion, 

I I could not avoid discovering the sensibility 
; with which I felt this beautiffil stranger’s 
I distress. I have for a while forgot, in hers, 
i the miseries of my own hopeless silua- 
I tion ; the tyrant grows every day more 
severe ; ancl love, which softens all other 
minds into tenderness, seems only to Irave 
increased his severity, — ^^Vdieii. 

LETTER XXXVI. 

Frovi the mme. 

The whole harem is filled with a tumul- 
tuous joy ; Zelis, the beautiful captive, 
has consented to embrace the religion of 
Mahomet, and become one of the wives 
I of the fastidious Persian. It is impossible 
I to describe the transport that sits on every 
face on this occasion. Music and feasting 
fill every apartment ; the most miserable 
slave seems to forget bis chains, and sym- 
pathises with the happiness of IMostadad. 
The herb we tread beneath our feet is not 
made more for our use than every slave 
around him for their imperious master ; 
mere machines of obedience, they wait 
with silent assiduity, feel his pains, and 
rejoice in his exultation. Jieavens ! how 
much is requisite to make one man happy ! 

Twelve of the most beautiful slaves, and 
I among the number, have got orders to 
prepare for canying him in triumph to the 
bridal apartment. The blaze of perfumed 
torches, are to imitate the day : the dancers 
and singers are hired at a vast expense. 
The nuptials are to be celebrated on the 
approaching feast of Barboura, when an 
hundred taels in gold are to be distributed 
among the barren wives, in order to pray 
for fertility from the approaching union. 

What will not riches procure ? An hun- 
dred domestic.^, who curse the tyrant in 
their souls, are commanded to wear a face 
of joy, and they are joyful. An hundred 
flatterers are ordered to attend, and they 
flU his ears with praise. Beauty, all- 
; commanding beauty, sues for admittance, 
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and scarcely receives an answer ; even love 
itself seems to wait upon fortune ; or though 
(he passion be only feigned, yet it wears 
every appearance of sincerity ; and what 
greater pleasure can even true sincerity 
confer, or what would the rich have more ? 

Nothing can exceed the intended mag- 
nificence of the bridegroom but the costly 
dresses of the bride : six eunuchs in the 
most sumptuous habits are to conduct him 
to the nuptial couch, and wait his orders. 
Six ladies, in all the magnificence of Persia, 
are directed to undress the bride. Their 
Vnisiness is to assist, to encourage her, to 
divest her of every encumbering part of 
her dress, all but the last covering, which, 
by an artful complication of ribands, is 
purposely made difficult to unloose, and 
with whicli she is to part reluctantly even 
to the joyful possessor of her beauty. 

Mostadad, O my father, is no philo- 
sopher ; and yet he seems perfectly con- 
tented with ignorance. Possessed of num- 
berless slaves, camels, and women, he 
desires no greater possession. Pie never 
opened the page of Mencius, and yet all 
the slaves tell me that he is happy. 

Forgive the weakness of my nature, if 
I sometimes feel my heart rebellious to the 
dictates of wisdom, and eager for happi- 
ness like his. Yet why wish for liis wealth, 
with his ignorance ? to be, like him, inca- 
pable of sentimental pleasures, incapable 
of feeling the happiness of making others 
happy, incapable of teaching the beautiful 
Zells philosophy ? 

What ! shall I in a transport of passion 
give up the golden mean, the universal 
harmony, the unchanging essence, for 
the possession of an hundred camels, as 
many slaves, thirty-five beautiful liorses, 
and seventy- three fine women. First 
blast me to the centre ! degrade me 
beneath the most degraded l pare iny 
nails, ye powers of Heaven ! ere I would 
stoop to such an exchange. What I part 
with philosophy, which teaches me to 
suppress my passions, instead of gratifying 
them, which teaches me even to divest my 
soul of passion, which teaches serenity in 
the midst of tortures ; philosophy, by 
which even now I am so very serene, and 
so very much at ease, to be persuaded to 
part with it for any other enjoyment ! 


Never, never, even though persuasion 
spoke in the accents of Zelis ! 

A female slave informs me that the 
bride is to be arrayed in a tissue of silver, 
and her hair adorned with the largest 
pearls of Ormus. But why tease you with 
particulars, in which we both are so little 
concerned f The pain I feel in separation 
throws a gloom over my mind, which in 
this scene of universal joy I fear may 
be attributed to some other cause ; how 
wretched are those who are, like me, 
denied even the last resource of misery, 
their tears! — Adieu. 

LETTER XXXVII. 

Prom the same. 

I BEGIN to have doubts whether wisdom 
be alone sufficient to make us happy : 
whether every step we make in refinement 
is not an inlet into new disquietudes. A 
! mind too vigorous and active serves only 
' to consume the body to which it is joined, 

' as the richest jewels are soonest found to 
wear their settings. 

When we rise in knowledge, as the 
prospect widens, the objects of our regard 
become more obscure ; and the unlettered 
peasant, whose views are only directed to 
the narrow sphere around him, beholds 
Nature with a finer relish, and tastes her 
blessings with a keener appetite, than the 
philosopher whose mind attempts to grasp 
an universal system. 

As I was some days ago pursuing this 
subject among a circle of my fellow-slaves, 
an ancient Giiebre of the number, equally 
remarkable for his piety and wisdom, 
seemed touched with my conversation, and 
desired to illustrate what I had been say- 
ing with an allegory taken from the Zen- 
davesta of Zoroaster: “By this we shall 
he taught,” says he, “ that they who travel 
in pursuit of wisdom walk only in a 
circle; and after all their labour, at last 
: return to their pristine ignorance : and in 
; this also we shall see, that enthusiastic con- 
j fidence or unsatisfying doubts terminate 
j all our inquiries. 

j “In early times, before myriads of nations 
I covered the earth, the whole human race 
I lived together in one valley. The simple 
i inhabitants, surrounded on every side by 
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lofty mountains, knew no other world but 
the little spot to which they were confined. 
They fancied the heavens bent down to 
meet the mountain tops, and formed an im- 
penetrable wall to surround them. None 
had ever yet ventured to climb the steepy 
cliff, in order to explore those regions 
that lay beyond it ; they knew the nature 
of the skies only from a tradition, which 
mentioned their being made of adamant ; 
traditions make up the reasonings of the 
simple, and serve to silence every inquiry. 

“ In this sequestered vale, blessed with 
all the spontaneous productions of Nature, 
the honeyed blossom, the refreshing breeze, 
the gliding brook, and golden fruitage, 
the simple inhabitants seemed happy in 
themselves, in each other ; they desired no 
greater pleasure, for they knew of none 
greater ; ambition, pride, and envy, were 
viees unknown among them ; and from 
this peculiar simplicity of its possessors 
the country was called THE valley of 
IGNORANCE. 

“At length, however, an unhappy youth, 
more aspiring than the rest, undertook to 
climb the mountain’s side, and examine 
the summits which were hitherto deemed 
inaccessi])le. The inhabitants from below 
gazed with wmnder at his intrepidity ; some 
applauded his courage, others censured his 
folly : still, however, he proceeded towards 
the place \vhere the earth and heavens 
seemed to unite, and at length arrived at 
the wished-for height with extreme labour 
and assiduity. 

“ His first surprise was to find the skies 
not, as he expected, within his reach, but 
still as far off as before. His amazement 
increased when he saw a wide-extended 
region lying on the ojq^osite side of the 
mountain : but it rose to astonishment 
■when he beheld a country, at a distance, 
more beautiful and alluring than even that 
he had just left behind. 

“ As he continued to gaze with w’onder, 
a Genius with a look of infinite modesty, 
approaching, offered to be his guide and 
instructor. ‘The distant country which 
you so much admire,’ says the angelic 
being, ‘is called the land of certainty : 
in that charming retreat sentiment con- 
tributes to refine every sensual banquet ; 
the inhabitants are blessed with every solid 


I enjoyment, and still more blessed in a 
: perfect consciousness of their own felicity : 
ignorance in that country is wholly un- 
known; all there is satisfaction without 
alloy, for every pleasure first undergoes 
, the examination of reason. As for me, I 
: am called the Genius of Demonstration, 

^ and am stationed here in order to conduct 
every adventurer to that land of happiness, 

, through those intervening regions you see 
I overhung with fogs and darkness, and 
I horrid with forests, cataracts, caverns, and 
various other shapes of danger. But follow 
me, and in time I may lead you to that 
^distant desirable land of tranquillity. 

“ The intrepid traveller immediately put 
himself under the direction of the Genius, 
and both journeying on together with a 
slow but agreeable pace, deceived the 
tediousness of the way by conversation. 
The beginning of the journey seemed to 
promise true satistactioii, but, as they pro- 
ceeded forward, the skies became more 
gloomy and the way more intricate ; they 
often inadvertently approached the brow 
of some frightful precipice, or the brink 
of a torrent, and were obliged to measure 
back their former way : the gloom increas- 
ing as they proceeded, their pace became 
I more slow; they paused at every step, 
i frequently stumbled, and their distrust and 
j timidity increased. The Genius of De- 
I monstration now therefore advised his 
j pupil to grope upon hands and feet, as a 
j method, though more slow, yet less liable 
i to error. 

; “In this manner they attempted to 
i pursue their journey for some time, wdien 
' they were overtaken by another Genius, 

' who with a precipitate pace seemed travel- 
I ling the same way. He ■was instantly 
I known by the other to be the Genius of 
I Probability. He wore two wide -extended 
I wings at his back, which incessantly waved, 

' without increasing the rapidity of his mo- 
; tion; his countenance betrayed a confi- 
i dence that the ignorant might mistake for 
i sincerity, and he had but one eye, which 
; -was fixed in the middle of his forehead. 

I “ ‘Servant of Plormizda,’ cried he, ap- 
, proaching the mortal pilgrim, ‘ if thou art 
I travelling to the land of certainty, 
j how is it possible to arrive there under the 
i guidance of a Genius, who proceeds for- 
L 
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ward so" slowly, and is so little acquainted t 
with the way ? Follow me, we shall soon c 
perform the journey to where every plea- I 

sure waits our arrival. ^ i • , \.i • ! 

“ 'I'lie peremptory tone m wnicn tiiis 3 
Genius spoke, and the speed with which j t 
he moved forward, induced the traveller , 1 
to change his conductor, and leaving his I i 
modest companion behind, he proceeded j ^ 
forward with his more confident director, ; 

seeming not a little pleased at the increased ■ 

velocity of his motion, 

“ But soon he found reason to repent j 
Whenever a torrent crossed their way, his | 
guide taught him to despise the obstacle 
by plunging him in ; whenever a precipice j 
presented, he was directed to fling himself ; 
forward. Thus each moment miraculously ; 
escaping, his repeated escapes only served | 
to increase his guide’s temerity. He led , 

* him, therefore, forward, amidst infinite dif- j 
Acuities, till they arrived at the borders of an j 
ocean, which appeared unnavigable from 1 
the black mists that lay upon its surface. , 
Its uncpiiet waves were of the darkest hue, 1 
and gave a lively representation of the j 
various agitations^ of the human mind. | 
“ The Genius of Probability now con- | 
fessfid his temerity ; owned his being an i 
improper guide to the land of cer- j 
TAINTY, a country where no mortal had 
ever been permitted to arrive ; but, at the 
same time, offered to supply the traveller 
with another conductor, who should carry 
him to the land of confidence, a re- ' 
gion where the inhabitants lived with the i 
utmost tranquillity, and tasted almost as 
much satisfaction as if in the land of cer- 
tainty. Not waiting for a reply.he stamped 
three times on the ground, and called forth 
the Demon of Error, a gloomy fiend of the 
servants of Arimanes. The yawning earth 
gave up the reluctant savage, who seemed 
unable to bear the light of the day. His 
stature was enormous, his colour black 
and hideous, his aspect betrayed a thou- 
sand varying passions, and he spread forth 
pinions that were fitted for the most rapid 
flight. The traveller at first was shocked 
at the spectre; but, finding him obedient 
to a superior power, he assumed his 
former tranquillity. 

“ ‘ I have called you to duty,’ cries the 
Genius to the Demon ; ‘to bear on your 


back a son of mortality over the ocean 
of DOUBTS, into the land of confi- 
dence; I expect you will perform your 
commission with punctuality. And as for 
you,’ continued the Genius, addressing the 
traveller, ‘when once I have bound this 
1 fillet round your eyes, let no voice of per- 
1 suasion, nor threats the most terrifying, 

1 induce you to unbind it, in order to look 
! round ; keep the fillet fast, look not at the 
j ocean below, and you may certainly expect 
to arrive at a region of pleasure.’ 

“ Thus saying, and the traveller s eyes 
: being covered, the Demon, muttering 
i curses, raised him on his back, and iii- 
■ I stantly, upborne by his strong pinions, 

' directed his flight among the clouds. 

- i Neither the loiufest thunder, nor the most 

[ I angry tempest, could persuade the tia\ ellei 

[ ' to unbind liis eyes. The Demon directed 
. This flight downwards, and skimmed the 
\ j surface of the ocean; a thousand voices, 

I some with loud invectives, others in the 
I sarcastic tones of contempt, vainly en- 
! deavoured to persuade him to look round ; 

I but he still continued to keep his eyes 
I covered, and would in all probability 
i have arrived at the happy land, had not 
! flattery effected what other means could 
' not pierform. dor now he heard himself 
I welcomed on every side to the promised 
' land, and an universal shout of joy \yas 
1 sent forth at his safe arrival. The wearied 

! traveller, desirous of seeing the long wished 

i for country, at length pulled the fillet from 
j his eyes, and ventured to look round him. 
But he had unloosed the band too soon ; 
he was not yet above half way over. The 
Demon, who was still hovering in the 
u air, and had produced those sounds only 
\ in order to deceive, was now freed from 
], his commission ; wherefore, throwing the 
,1 astonished traveller from his back, the lui- 
jc happy youth fell headlong into the sub- 
; jacent ocean of doubts, from whence 
, j he never after was seen to rise. ’ 


LETTER XXXVITI. 

Fyout Lien Chi Altangi to Fion Hon in. 

President of the Ceremon ial A cad einy a t Fek i tt 
in China. 

Whp:n Parmenio, the Grecian, had done 
something which excited a universal shout 
1 from the surrounding multitude, he was 
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instantly struck with the doubt, that what 
had their approbation must certainly be 
wrong ; and turning to a philosopher who 
stood near him, “ Pray, sir,” says he, 
“ pardon me ; I fear I have been guilty of 
some absurdity.” 

You know that l am, not less than him, 
a despiser of the multitude ; you know 
that I equally detest flattery to the great : 
yet so many circumstances have concurred 
to give a lustre to the latter part of the 
present English monarch’s reign, that I 
cannot withhold my contribution of praise; 
I cannot avoid acknowledging the crowd, 
for once, just in their unanimous appro- 
bation. 

Yet think not that battles gained, do- 
minion extended, or enemies brought to 
submission, are the virtues which at present 
claim my admiration. AVere the reigning 
monarch only famous for his victories, I 
sliould regard his character with indif- 
ference : the boast of heroism in this 
enlightened age is justly regarded as a 
qualification of a very subordinate rank, 
and mankind now begin to look with 
liecoming liorror on these foes to man. 
'riie virtue in this aged monarcli which I 
have at present in view is one of a much 
more exalted nature, is one of the most 
difficult attainment, is the least praised of 
ail kingly virliies, and yet deserves the 
greatest praise; the virtue I mean is 
j usTi CK, — a strict administration of j ustice, 
without severity and without favour. 

Of all virtues this is the most diffi- 
cult to be practised by a king who has a 
])ower to pardon. Ail men, even tyrants 
themselves, lean to mercy when unbiassed 
by passions or interest ; the heart natur- 
ally jx'rsuades to forgiveness, and pursuing 
tile dictates of this pleasing deceiver, we 
arc led to prefer our private satisfaction to 
jiublic utility. What a thorough love for 
the public, what a strong command over 
the passions, what a finely-conducted 
judgment, must he possess, w'ho opposes 
tlie dictates of reason to those of his heart, 
and prefers the future interest of his people 
to his own immediate satisfaction ! 

If still to a man’s own natural bias for 
tenderness we add the numerous solicita- 
tions made by a criminal’s friends for 
mercy; if we survey a king not only 


opposing his own feelings, but reluctantly 
refusing those he regards, and tins to 
satisfy the public, whose cries he may 
never hear, whose gratitude he may never 
receive ; this surely is true greatness ! Let 
us fancy ourselves for a moment in this 
just old man’s place ; surrounded by num- 
bers, all soliciting the same favour—a 
favour that nature disposes us to grant, 
where the inducements to pity are laid 
before us in the strongest light, suppliants 
at our feet, some ready to resent a refusal, 
none opposing a compliance; let us, 1 say, 
suppose ourselves in such a situation, and 
I fancy we should find ourselves more 
apt to act the character of good-natured 
men than of upright magistrates. 

What contributes to raise justice above 
all other kingly virtues is, that it is seldom 
attended with a due share of applause, 
and those who practise it mu,-.t be in- 
fluenced by greater jnotives tha.n empty 
fame: thepeople are gouerally well pleased 
with a remission of punishment, and ail 
that wears the appearance of humanity ; 
it is the wise alone who are capable of 
discerning that impartial justice is the 
truest mercy : they know it to be ^ery 
difficult at once to compassionate, and 
yet condemn, an object that pleads for 
tenderness. 

I have been led into tliis commonplace 
train of thought by a late striking instance 
in this country of the impartiality of justice, 
and of the king’s inflexible resolution of 
inflicting punishment where it was justly 
due. A man of the fir.st quality, in a fit 
either of passion, melancholy, or madness, 
murdered his servant : it was expected 
that his station in life would have lessened 
the ignominy of his punishment ; however, 
he was arraigned, condemned, and under- 
went the same degrading death with the 
meanest malefactor. It was well con- 
sidered that virtue alone is tme nobility ; 
and that he, whose actions sink him even 
beneath the vulgar, has no right to those 
distinctions which should be the rewards 
only of merit : it was perhaps considered 
that crimes were more heinous among 
the higher classes of people, as necessity 
exposes them to fewer tempteftfions. 

Over all the East, even China not ex- 
cepted, a person of the same quality, 
L2 
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guilty of such a crime, might, by giving 
up a share of his fortune to the judge, , 
buy off his sentence. There are several | 
countries, even in Europe, where the ser- j 
vant is entirely the property of his master * j 
if a slave kills his lord, he dies by the most ! 
excruciating tortures ; but if the circum- | 
stances are reversed, a small fine buys off : 
the punishment of the offender. Happy ! 
the country where all are ecpial, and where j 
those who sit as judges have too much ; 
integrity to receive a bribe, and too much 
honour to pity, from a similitude of the 
prisoner’s title or circumstances with their | 
own ! Such is England : yet think not ] 
that it was always equally famed for this i 
strict impartiality. There was a time, | 
even here, when title softened the rigours 
of the law, when dignified wretches were 
suffered to live, and continue for years an , 
equal disgrace to justice and nobility. 

To this day, in a neighbouring country, 
the great are often most scandalously par- | 
doned for the most scandalous offences. , 
A person is still alive among them who | 
has more than once deserved the most ' 
ignominious severity of justice. His being , 
of the blood royal, however, was thought 
a sufficient atonement for his being a 
disgrace to humanity. This remarkable 
personage took pleasure in shooting at 
the passengers below from the top of his : 
palace ; and iu this most princely amuse- ! 
meat he usiiaxly spent some time every 
day. He was at length arraigned by the 
friends of a person wliom in this manner ; 
he had killed, was found guilty of the 
charge, and condemned to die. His 
merciful monarch pardoned’ him, in con- , 
sideration of his rank and quality. The ■ 
unrepenting criminal soon after renewed ' 
his usual entertainment, and in the same , 
manner killed another man. He was a 
second time condemned ; and, strange to 
think, a second time received his majesty’s i 
pardon ! Would you believe it ? A third 
time the very same man was guilty of the ; 
very same offence: a third time, therefore, 
the laws of his country found him guilty — , 
I wish, for the honour of humanity, I 
could suppress the rest — a third time he 
was pardon^ ! Will you not think such 
a story too exbtlordinaiy for belief? will ! 
you not think ^ne describing the savage ' 


inhabitants of Congo? Alas ! the story 
is but too true ; and the country where 
it was transacted regards itself as the 
politest in Europe ! — Adieu. 

LETTER XXXIX. 

From Lien Chi Aliangi io — Merchant in 
Amsterdam, 

Ceremonies arc different in every 
country; but true politeness is everywhere 
the same. Ceremonies, which take up so 
much of our attention, are only artificial 
helps which ignorance assumes in order to 
imitate politeness, which is the result of 
good sense and good nature. A person 
possessed of those qualities, though he 
had never seen a court, is truly agreeable; 
and if without them, would continue a 
clown, though he had been all his life a 
gentleman usher. 

How would a Chinese, bred up in the 
formalities of an Eastern court, be regarded 
should lie carry all his good manners be- 
yond the Great Wall ? How would an 
Englishman, skilled in all the decorums 
of Western good breeding, appear at an 
Eastern entertainment ? Would he nut 
be reckoned more fantastically savage than 
even his unbred footman ? 

Ceremony resembles that base coin 
which circulates through a country by the 
royal mandate ; it serves every purpose of 
real money at home, but is entirely useless 
if carried abroad : a person who sliould 
attempt to circulate his native trash in 
another country would be thought either 
ridiculous or culpable. He is truly well- 
bred, who knows when to value and when 
to despise those national peculiarities, 
which are regarded by some with so much 
observance ; a traveller of taste at once 
perceives that the wise are polite all the 
world over, but that fools are polite only 
at home. 

I have now before me two very fashion- 
able letters upon the same subject, both 
written by ladies of distinction ; one of 
whom leads the fashion in England, and 
the other sets the ceremonies of China : 
they are both regarded in their respective 
countries by all the bmii mondi% as stan- 
dards of taste and models of true polite- 
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ness, and both give us a true idea of what 
they imagine elegant in their admirers : 
which of them understands t rue politeness, 
or whether either, you shall be at liberty 
to determine. The English lady writes 
thus to her female conficknt : — 


As I live, my dear Cliarlotte, I believe 
the Colonel will carry it at last ; he is a 
most irresistible fellow, that is fiat. So 
v\"eli dressed, so neat, so sprightly, and i 
plays about one so agreeably, that I vow ; 
he lias as much spirits as the Marquis of ! 
Monkeyman’s Italian greyhound. I 6rst I 
saw him at Ranelagh ; he shines there ; 
lie is nothing without Ranelagh, and Rane- i 
lagh nothing without him. The next day 1 
lie sent a card and compliments, desiring ' 
to wait on mamma and me to the music 
subscription. He looked all the time with 
such irresistible impudence, that positively 
he had something in his face gave me as 
much pleasure as a pair-royal of naturals 
in my own hand. He waited on mamma 
and me the next morning to know how 
•we got home : you must know the insidious 
devil makes love to us both. Rap went 
the footman at the door ; bounce went 
my heart : I thought he would have rattled 
the house down. Chariot drove up to the 
window, with his footmen in the prettiest 
liveries ; he has infinite taste, that is flat. 
Manlma had spent all the morning at her 
head ; but, for my part, I was in an undress 
to receive him ; quite easy, mind that ; no 
way disturbed at his approach; mamma 
pretended to be as degagee as I ; and yet 
I saw her blush in spite of her. Positively 
he is a most killing tlevil ! We did nothing 
but laugh all the time he staid with us ; 
I never heard so many very good things 
before : at first he mistook mamma for my 
sister, at which she laughed ; then he mis- 
took my natural complexion for paint, at 
which 1 laughed ; and then he shewed us 
a picture in the lid of his snufl-box, at 
which we all laughed. He plays picqiiet 
so very ill, and is so very fond of cards, 
and loses with such a grace, that positively 
he has won me ; 1 have got a cool hundred, 
but have lost my heart. I need not tell 
you that he is only a colonel of the train- 
bands. I am, dear Charlotte, yours for 
ever, Belinda.” 


The Chinese lady addresses her confi- 
dant, a poor relation of the family, upon 
the same occasion ; in which she seems 
to understand decorums even better than 
theWestern beauty. You who have resided 
so long in China will readily acknowledge 
the picture to be taken from nature ; and, 
by being acquainted with the Chinese 
customs, will better apprehend the lady’s 
meaning. 


PROM YAOUA TO YAYA. 


** Papa insists upon one, two, three, /our 
hundred taels from the colonel, my lover, 
before he parts with a lock of my hair. Oh 
how I wish the dear creature may be able 
to produce the money, and pay papa my 
fortune ! The colonel is reckoned the po- 
litest man in all Shensi. The first visit 
he paid at our house— mercy, what stoop- 
ing, and cringing, and stopping, and 
fidgeting, and going back, and creeping 
forward, there was between him and papa ! 
one would have thought he had got the 
seventeen books of ceremonies all by heart. 
When he was come into the hall, he flour- 
ished his hands three times in a very grace- 
ful manner. Papa, vdio would not be 
outdone, flourished his four times ; upon 
this the colonel began again, and both thus 
continued flourishing for some minutes in 
the politest manner imaginable. I was 
posted in the usual place behind the screen, 
where I saw the whole ceremony through 
a slit. Of this the colonel was sensible, 
for papa informed liim. I would have 
given the world to have shewn him my 
little shoes, but liad no opportunity. It 
was the first time I had ever the happiness 
of seeing any man but papa, and 1 vow, 
my dear Vaya, T tliouglU my three souls 
would actually have fled from my lips. 
Ho ! but he looked most charmingly : he 
is reckoned the best shaped man in the 
whole province, for he is very fat and very 
short ; but even tho.se natural advantages 
are improved by his dress, which is 
fashionable past description. His head 
was close sliaven, all but the crown, and 
the hair of that was braidetl into a most 
; beautiful tail, that reached down to his 
I heels, and was terminated by a bunch of 
I yellow roses. Upon his first enteringthe 
: room, I could easily perceive he had been 
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highly perfum ed with assafoetida. But then 
his looks — his looks, my dear Yaya, were 
irresistible. He kept his eyes steadfastly, 
fixed on the wall during the whole cere- 
mony, and I sincerely believe no accident- 
could have discomposed his gravity, or 
drawn liis eyes away. After a polite silence 
of two hours, he gallantly begged to have 
the singing women introduced, purely for 
my amusement. After oiie of them had 
for some time entertained us with her voice, 
the colonel and she retired for some 
minutes together, I thought they would 
never have come back: I must own he 
is a most agreeable creature. Upon his 
return they again renewed the concert, 
and he continued to gaze upon the wall as 
usual, when, in less than half an hour 
more, ho ! but he retired out of the room 
with another. He is, indeed, a most j 
agreeable creature. j 

“ When he came to take his leave, the 
whole ceremony began afresh : papa would 
see him to tlie door ; but the colonel swore 
he would rather see the earth turned upside 
down than permit him to stir a single 
step, and papa was at last obliged to com- 
ply. As soon as he was got to the door, 
papa went out to see him on horseback : 
here they continued half an hour bowing | 
and cringing, before one would mount or j 
the other go in ; but the colonel was at last ! 
victorious. He had scarce gone an him- I 
dred paces from the house, when papa j 
running out hallooed after him, * A good j 
j ourney ; ’ upon which the colonel returned, | 
and would see papa into his house before I 
ever he would depart. He was no sooner | 
got home than he sent me a very fine | 
present of duck eggs painted of twenty ! 
different colours. His generosity, I own, ! 
has won me. I have ever since been trying 
over the eight letters of good fortune, and 
have great hopes. All 1 have to appre- 
hend is, that after he has married me, and 
that I am carried to his house close shut I 
up in my chair, when he comes to have 
the first sight of my face, he may shut me 
up a second time, and send me back to 
papa. However, I shall appear as fine 
:as possible : mamma and I have been to | 
buy the clothes for my wedding, I am | 
to have a new foong hoang in my hair, the ' 
•Oeak of which will reach down to my ■, 


nose ; the milliner from whom we bought 
that and our ribands cheated us as if 
she had no conscience, and so, to quiet 
mine, I cheated her. All this is fair, 
you know. I remain, my dear Yaya, 
your ever faithful Yaoua.” 

LETTER XL. 

From Lien Chi A liangi io Ftim Hoam, First 

President of the Ceremonml Academy at Pekin 

in China. 

You have always testified the highest 
esteem for the English poets, and thought 
them not inferior to the Greeks, Romans, 
or even the Chinese, in the art. But it is 
now thought, even by tbe English them- 
selves, that the race of their poets is 
extinct ; every day produces some pathetic 
exclamation upon the decadence of taste 
and genius. Pegasus,” say they, “has 
slipped the bridle from his mouth, and 
onr modern bards attempt to direct his 
flight by catching him by the tail. ” 

Yet, my friend, it is only among the 
ignorant that sucli discourses prevail ; men 
of true discernment can see several poets 
still among the English, some of whom 
equal, if not surpass, their predecessors. 
The ignorant term that alone poetry which 
is couched in a certain number of syllables 
in every line, where a vapid thought is 
drawn out into a number of verses of equa^ 
length, and perhaps pointed with rhymes 
at the end. But glowing sentiment, strik- 
ing imagery, concise expression, natural 
description, and modulated periods, are 
fully sufficient entirely to fill up my idea of 
this art, and make way to every passion. 

If my idea of poetry, therefore, be just, 
the English are not at present so- destitute 
of poetical merit as they seem to imagine. 
I can see several poets in disguise among 
them, — men furnished with tlie strength 
of soul, sublimity of sentiment, and gran- 
deur of expression, which constitutes the 
character. Many of the writers of their 
modern odes, sonnets, tragedies, or re- 
busses, it is tme, deserve not the name, 
though they have done nothing but clink 
: rhymes and measure syllables for years 
! together : their Jolmsons and Smolletts 
j are truly poets ; though, for aught 1 know, 
j they never made a single verse in their 
’ whole lives. 

In every incipient language the poet 



and the prose >vritei^ are very distinct in 
their qualifications : the poet ever proceeds 
first ; treading unbeaten paths, enriching 
his native funds, and .employed in new 
adventures. Tlie other follows with more 
cautious steps, and though slow in his 
motions, treasures up every useful or 
pleasing discovery. But when once all 
the extent and the force of the language 
is known, the poet then seems to rest from 
his labour, and is at length overtaken by 
his assiduous pursuer. Both characters are 
then blended into one : the historian and 
orator catch all the poet’s fire, and leave 
him no real mark of distinction, except 
the iteration of numbers regularly return- 
ing. Thus, ill the decline of ancient! 
European learning, Seneca, though he I 
wrote in prose, is as much a poet as : 
Lucan ; and Longinus, though but a critic, : 
more sublime than Apollonius, | 

From this then it appears that poetry i 
is not discontinued, but altered among the i 
English at present ; the outward form ! 
seems different from what it was, but i 
poetry still continues internally the same : ^ 
the only question remains, whether the 
metric feet used by the good writers of 
the last age or the prosaic numbers 
employed by the good writers of this 
be preferable? And here the practice i 
of the last age appears to me superior : 
they submitted to the restraint of numbers 
and similar sounds ; and this restraint, 
instead of diminishing, augmented the 
force of their sentiment and style. Fancy 
restrained may be compared to a fountain, 
which plays highest by diminishing the 
aperture. Of the truth of this maxim in 
every language every fine writer is per- 
fectly sensible from his own experience, 
and yet to explain the reason would be 
perhaps as difficult as to make a frigid 
genius profit by the discovery. 

Tliere is still another reason in favour 
of the practice of the last age, to be drawn 
from the variety of modulation. The 
musical period in prose is confined to a ! 
very few changes ; the numbers in verse ' 
are capable of infinite variation. I speak 
not now from the practice of modem 
verse writers, few of whom have any idea 
of musical variety, but run on in the 
same monotonous flow through the whole 


poem ; but rather from the example of 
their former poets, who were tolerable 
masters of this variety, and also from a 
capacity in the language of still admitting 
various unanticipated music. 

Several rules have been drawn up for 
varying the poetic measure, and critics 
have elaborately talked of accents and 
syllables; but good sense and a fine ear, 
\vhich rules can never teacli, are what 
alone can in such a case determine. The 
rapturous flowings of joy, or the interrup- 
tions of indignation, require accents placed 
entirely different, and a structure con- 
sonant to the emotions they would express. 
Changing passions, and numbers changing 
with those passions, make the whole secret 
of Western as well as Eastern poetry. In 
a word, the great faults of the modern pro- 
fessed English poets are, that they seem 
to want numbers whicli should vary wfith 
the passion, and are more employed in 
describing to the imagination than sh'iking 
at the heart. — Adieu. 

LETTER XLl. 

To the same. 

Some time since I sent thee, O holy 
disciple of Confucius, an account of the 
grand abbey, or mausoleum, of the kings 
and heroes of this nation : I have since been 
introduced to a temple, not so ancient, but 
far superior in beauty and magnificence. 
In this, which is the most considerable of 
the empire, there are no pompous inscrip- 
tions, no flattery paid the dead, but all is 
elegant and awfully simple. 'Fhere are, 
however, a few rags hung round the walls, 
which have, at a vast expense, been taken 
from the enemy in the present war. The 
silk of which they are composed, when 
new, might be valued at half a string of 
copper money in China; yet this wise 
people fitted out a fleet and an army in 
order to seize them, though now grown 
old, and scarcely capable of being patched 
up into a handkerchief. By this conquest 
the English are said to have gained, and 
the French to have lost, much honour. Is 
the honour of Euro“}>ean nations placed 
only in tattered silk ? 

In this temple I was permitted to remain 
during the whole service ; and were you 
not already acquainted with the religion of 
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the English, yon might from my descrip- 
tion be inclined to believe them as grossly 
idolatrous as the disciples of Lao. The 
idol which they seem to address strides 
like a colossus over the door of the inner 
temple, which here, as with the Jews, 
is esteemed the most sacred part of the i 
building. Its oracles are delivered in an : 
hundred various tones, which seem to in- ; 
spire the worshippers with enthusiasm and | 
awe ; an old woman, who appeared to ! 
be the priestess, was employed in various | 
attitudes as she felt the inspiration. When ; 
it began to speak, all the people remained | 
fixed^in silent attention, nodding assent, ! 
looking approbation, appearing highly ' 
edified by those sounds which to a stranger | 
might seem inarticulate and unmeaning. ! 

When the idol had done speaking, and ' 
the priestess had locked up its lungs with i 
a key, observing almost all the company i 
leaving the temple, I concluded the service i 
was over, and taking my hat, was going ■ 
to walk away with the crowd, when I was j 
stopped by the Man in Black, who assured ' 
me that the ceremony had scarcely yet 
begum “ What !” cried I, “do I not see , 
almost the whole body of the worshippers | 
leaving the church ? Would you persuade | 
me that such numbers who profess religion | 
and morality would, in Ibis shameless 
manner, quit the temple before the service 
was concluded? You surely mistake: 
not even the Kalmucks would be guilty of 
such an indecency, though all the object 
of their worship was but a joint-stool.” 
My friend seemetl to blush for his country- 
men, assuring me that those whom I saw 
running au'ay were only a parcel of musi- 
cal blockheads, nfiiose passion was merely 
for sounds, and whose heads' are as empty 
as a fiddle-case: those who remain be- 
hind, says he, are the true religious ; they 
make use of music to warm their heart s, and 
to lift them to a proper pitch of rapture : 
examine their fjehaviour, and you will 
confess there are some among us who 
practise true devotion. 

I now looked round me as directed, but 
saw nothing of that fervent devotion which 
he had promised ; one of the worshippers 
appeared to be ogling the company through 
a glass : another was fervent, not in ad- 
dresses to Heaven, but to his mistress ; a 


third whispered ; a fourth took snuff ; and 
the priest himself, in a drowsy tone, read 
over the dttiies of the day, 

“Bless my eyes!” cried I, as I hap- 
pened to look towards the door, “ what 
do I see ? one of the worshippers fallen 
fast asleep, and actually sunk down on his 
cushion I He is now enjoying the benefit 
of a trance, or does he receive the influ- 
ence of some mysterious vision ?”•— “Alas! 
alas!” replied my companion, “no such 
thing ; he has only had the misfortune of 
eating too hearty a dinner, and finds it 
impossible to keep his eyes open.” I'urn- 
ing to another part of the temple, I 
perceived a young lady just in the same 
circumstances and attitude: ‘‘Strange,” 
cried I ; “can she, too, have over-eaten 
herself? ” — “ Oh, fie ! ” i-epKed my friend, 
“yon now grow censorious. She grow 
drowsy from eating too much 1 that would 
be profiination. She only sleeps now from 
having sat up all night at a brag party.” 
“Turn me wliere T will, then,” says I, “1 
can perceive no single symptom of devo- 
tion among the worsliippers, except from 
that old woman in the corner, who sits 
groaning behind the long sticks of a 
mourning fan ; she indeed seems greatly 
edified with what she hears.”-— Ay,” 
replied my friend, “1 knew we should 
find some to catch you : I know her ; that 
I is the deaf lady who lives in the cloisters.” 

; In short, the remissness of behaviour 
; in almost all the worshippers, and some 
; even of the guardians, struck me with 
; surprise. I had been taught to believe 
: that none were ever promoted to offices 
: in the temple, but men remarkable for 
; their superior sanctity, learning, and rec- 
j titude ; that there was no such thing heard 
; of as persons being introduced into the 
church merely to oblige a senator, or pro- 
vide for the younger branch of a noble 
; family : I expected, as their minds were 
' conlinually set upon heaveuly things, to 
see their eyes directed there also ; and 
■ hoped from their behaviour to perceive 
, their inclinations corresponding with their 
' duty. But I am since informed, that 
some are appointed to preside over tem- 
ples they never visit ; and, while they 
receive all the money, are contented with 
letting others do all the good. — Adjieii. 
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LETTER XLII. 

From Fii7u Hoam io Lif?t Chi AltmigU 
Discmiti-’iited Wanderer, by the way 0 / MosctKv. 

Must I ever continue to condemn thy 
perseverance, and blame that curiosity 
which destroys thy happiness ? What yet 
uiitasted banquet, what luxury yet un- 
known, has rewarded thy painful adven- 
tures? Name a pleasure which thy native 
country could not amply procure : frame ^ 
a wish that might not have l.>een satisfied 
in China. Why then such toil, and such 
danger, in pursuit of raptures wuthin your 
reach at home ? 

The Europeans, you will say, excel us 
in sciences and in arts,— those sciences 
whiclx bound tlie aspiring wish, and those 
arts which tend to gratify even unre- 
strained desire. They may perhaps outdo 
us in the arts of building ships, casting 
cannon, or measuring mountains ; but are 
they superior in the greatest of all arts — the 
art of governing kingdoms and ourselves? 

When I compare the history of China 
with that of Europe, how do I exult in 
being a native of that kingdom which 
derives its original from the sun. Upon 
opening tlie Chinese history, I there be- 
hold an ancient extended empire, estab- 
lished by laws wliich nature and reason 
seem to have dictated. The duty of 
children to their parents — a duty which 
nature implants in every breast — forms 
the strength of that government which 
has subsisted for time immemorial. Filial 
obedience is the first arul greatest requisite 
of a state: by this we become good 
suVijects to our emperors, capable of 
behaving with just suliordination to our 
superiors, and grateful dependants on 
Heaven ; by this we become fonder of I 
marriage, in onler to be capable of exact- 
ing obedience from otliers in our turn ; l)y 
this we become gjod magistrates, for 
early submi>>sion is tlie truest lesson to 
those who Avould learn to rule ; by this 
the whole state may be said to resemble 
one family, of which the emperor is the 
protector, father, and friend. 

In this happy region, sequestered from 
me rest of mankind, I see a succession of 
princes who in general considered them- 
selves as the fathers of their people ; a 


race of philosophers who bravely com- 
bated idolatry, prejudice, and tyranny, 
at the expense of their private happiness 
and immediate reputation. Whenever an 
usurper or a tyrant intruded into the 
administration, how have all the good 
and great been united against him ! Can 
European history produce an instance like 
that of the twelve mandarines, who all 
resolved to apprise the vicious emperor 
I Tisiang of the irregularity of his conduct? 
He who first undertook the dangerous 
task was cut in two by the emperor’s 
order ; the second was ordered to be tor- 
mented, and then put to a cniel death ; 
the third undertook the task with intre- 
pidity, and was instantly stabbed by the 
tyrant’s hand : in this manner they all 
suffered, except one. But, not to be 
turned from his purpose, the brave sur- 
viyor, entering the palace with the instru- 
ments of torture in his hand, “ Here,’* 
i cried he, addressing himself to the throne. 
Inhere, O Tisiang, are the marks your 
I faithful subjects receive for their loyally ; 

! l am wearied with serving a tyrant, and 
i now come for my reward.” The emperor, 

' struck with his intrepidity, instantly for- 
gave the boldness of his conduct, and re- 
formed his own. What European annals 
can boast of a tyrant thus reclaimed to 
lenity? 

When five brethren had set upon the 
great Emperor G insong alone, with his 
sabre he slew four of them ; he was strug- 
gling with the fifth, when his guards 
coming up were going to cut the conspira- 
tor into a thousand pieces. “No, no,” 
cried the emperor, witli a calm and placid 
countenance, “ of all his brothers he is 
the only one remaining ; at least let one 
of the family be suffered to live, that his 
aged parents may have somebody left to 
feed and comfort them.” 

When Haitong, the last emperor of the 
house of Ming, saw himself besieged in 
. his own city by the usurper, he was 
resolved to issue from his palace with six 
hundred of his guards, ami gi\’c the 
I enemy battle ; but they forsook him. 

1 Being thus without hopes, and choosing 
I death rather than to fall alive into the 
i hands of a rebel, he retired to his garden, 
■ conducting his little daugliter, an only 
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ciaid, in his hand ; there in a private 
arbour, unsheathing his sword, he stabbed 
the young innocent to the heart, and then 
despatched himself, leaving the following 
words written with his blood on the bor- 
der of his vest: “Forsaken by my sub- 
jects, abandoned by my friends, use my 
body as you will, but spare, O spare, my 
people ! ” 

An empire which has thus continued 
invariably the same for such a long suc- 
cession of ages ; which, though at last 
conquered by the Tartars, still preserves 
its ancient laws and learning, and may 
more properly be said to annex the domi- 
nions of Tartary to its empire, than to 
admit a foreign conqueror ; an empire as 
large as Europe, governed by one law, 
ackowledging subjection to one prince, 
and experiencing but one *l-evolution of 
any continuance in the space of four thou- 
sand years : this is something so pecu- 
liarly great, that I am naturally led to 
despise all other nations on the compari- 
son. Here we see no religious persecu- 
tions, no enmity between mankind for 
dilference in opinion. The disciples of 
Lao Keun, tlie idolatrous sectaries of 
Fold, and the philosophical children of 
Confucius, only strive to show by their 
actions the truth of their doctrines. 

Now turn from this happy, peaceful 
scene to Europe, the theatre of intrigue, 
avarice, and nmljition. How many revo- 
lutions does it not experience in the com- 
pass even of one age ! and to what do 
these revolutions teiitl but the destruction 
of thousands ? Every great event is re- 
plete with some new calamity. The 
seasons of serenity are passed over in 
silence ; their histories seem to speak only 
of the storm. 

There we see the Romans extending their 
power over barbarous nations, and in turn 
becoming a prey to those whom they had 
conquered, We see those barbarians, 
when become Christians, engaged in con- 
tinual war with the followers of Mahomet ; 
or, more dreadful still, destroying each 
other. We see coimcils in the eaidier 
ages authorizing every iniquity — crusades 
spreading desolation in the country left, 
as well as that to be conquered — excom- 
jpunications freeing sijbjects from natural 


allegiance, and persuading to sedition — 
blood flowing in the fields and on scaffolds 
—tortures used as arguments to convince 
the recusant : to heighten the horror of 
the piece, behold it shaded with wars, 
rebellions, treasons, plots, politics, and 
poison. 

And what advantage has any country 
of Europe obtained from such calamities V 
Scarce any. Their dissensions, for more 
than a thousand years, have served to 
make each other unhappy, but have en- 
riched none. All the great nations still 
nearly preserve their ancient limits ; none 
have been able to subdue tlie other, and 
so terminate the dispute. France, in spite 
of the conquests of Edward the Third 
and Henry the Fifth, notwithstanding the 
efforts of Charles the P'ifth and Philip the 
Second, still remains within its ancient 
limits. Spain, Germany, Great Britain, 
Poland, the States of the North, are nearly 
still the same. What effect, then, has the 
i blood of so many thousands, the destruc- 
i tion of so many cities, produced ? No- 
I thing either great or considerable. The 
I Christian princes have lost, indeed, much 
! from the enemies of Christendom, but 
: they have gained nothing from each other. 

I Their princes, because they preferred am- 
j bition to justice, deserve the character of 
I enemies to mankind ; and their priests, 
i by neglecting morality for opinion, have 
mistaken the interests of society. 

On whatever side we regard the history 
of Europe, we shall perceive it to be a 
tissue of crimes, follies, and misfortunes 
• — of politics without design, and wars 
without consequences : in this long list of 
human infirmity a great character, or a 
shining virtue, may sometimes happen to 
arise, as we often meet a cottage or a 
cultivated spot in the most hideous wil- 
derness. But for an Alfred, an Alphonso, 
a Frederick, or an Alexander IIL, we 
meet a thousand princes who have dis- 
graced humanity, ^ ^ ^ ^ 

I.ETTER XLITI. 

From Lien Chi Alta7igi to Finn H cam. First 

President of the Ceremonial Academy at 

Pekin ^ in China. 

; We have just received accounts here, that 
j Voltaire, the poet and philosopher of 
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Europe, is dead 1 He is now beyond | 
the reach of the tliousand enemies who, I 
while living, degraded his writings, and | 
branded his character. Scarce a page 
of his latter productions that does not 
betray the agonies of a heart bleeding 
under the scourge of unmerited reproach. 
Happy, therefore, at last in escaping 
from calumny ! happy in leaving a world 
that was unworthy of him and his : 
writings ! i 

Let others, my friend, bestrew the : 
hearses of the great with panegyric ; but I 
such a loss as the world has now suffered 
affects me with stronger emotions. When 
a philosopher dies, I consider myself as 
losing a patron, an instructor, and a friend. 

I consider the world as losing one who 
might serve to console her amidst the 
desolations of war and ambition. Nature 
every day produces in abundance men 
capable of filling all the requisite duties 
of authority ; but she is niggard in the 
birth of an exalted mind, scarcely pro- 
ducing in a century a single genius to bless 
and enlighten a degenerate age. Prodigal 
in the production of kings, governors, 
mandarines, chains, and courtiers, she 
seems to have forgotten, for more than 
three thousand years, the manner in which 
she once formed the lirain of a Confucius ; 
and well it is she has forgotten, when 
a bad world gave him so very bad a 
reception. 

Whence, my friend, this malevolence, 
which has ever pursued the great, even to 
the tomb ? whence this more than fiend - 
like disposition of embittering the lives of 
those who would make us more wise and 
more happy ? 

When I cast my eye over the fates of 
several philosophers, who have at dif- 
ferent periods enlightened mankind, I 
must confess it inspires me with the most 
degrading reflections on humanity. When 
1 read of the stripes of Mencius, the tor- 
tures of Tchin, the bowd of Socrates, and 
the bath of Seneca ; when I hear of the 
persecutions of Dante, the imprisonment 
of Galileo, the indignities suffered by 
Montaigne, the banisliment of Cartesius, 
the infamy of Bacon, and that even Locke 
himself escaped not wdthoiit reproach : 
when I think on such subjects, 1 hesitate 


whether most to blame the ignorance or 
the villainy of my fellow-creatures. 

Should you look for the character of 
Voltaire among the journalists and illite- 
rate WTiters of the age, you will there find 
him characterised as a monster, with a 
head turned to wdsdom and a heart in- 
clining to vice; the powders of his mind 
and the baseness of his principles forming 
a detestable contrast. But seek for his 
character among writers like himself, and 
you find him very differently described. 
You perceive him, in their accounts, pos- 
sessed of good-nature, humanity, greatness 
of soul, fortitude, and almost every virtue; 
in this description those who might be 
supposed best acquainted wdth his cha- 
racter are xmanimotis. The Royal Prus- 
sian, D’Argens, Diderot, D’Alembert, 
and Fontenelle, conspire in drawing the 
picture, in describing the friend of man, 

! and the patron of every rising genius. 

An inflexible perseverance in wLat he 
thought w’as right and a generous detes- 
tation of flattery formed the groundwork 
of this great man’s character. From these 
principles many strong virtues and few’ 
faults arose : as he w’as w’arm in his friend- 
ship, and severe in his resentment, all that 
mention him seem possessed of the same 
qualities, and speak of him wdth rapture 
or detestation. A person of his eminence 
can have few’ indifferent as to his character : 
every reader must be an enemy or an 
admii*er. 

This poet began the course of glory so 
early as the age of eiglUeen, and even 
then w’as author of a tragedy which de- 
i serves applause. Possessed of a small 
I patrimony, he preserved his independence 
I in an age of venality ; and supported the 
I dignity of learning, by teaching his con- 
: temporary W’riters to live like him, above 
the favoiu's of the great. He w’as banished 
' his native country for a satire upon the 
' royal concubine. He had accepted the 
' place of historian to the French king, Init 
, refused to keep it, wiien he found it w'as 
• presented only in order that he should be 
j the first flatterer of the state. 

! The great Prussian received him as an 
i ornament to his kingdom, and had sense 
' enough to value his friendshi]), and profit 
by his instructions. In this court Jie 
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continued, till an intrigue, with which 
tlie world seems hitherto unacquainted, 
oldiged him to quit that country. His 
own happiness, the happiness of the 
monarch, of his sister, of a part of the 
court, rendered his departure necessary. 

Tired at length of courts and all the 
follies of the great, he retired to Switz- 
erland, a country of liberty, where he 
enjoyed tranquillity and the muse. Here, 
though without any taste for magnificence 
himself, he usually entertained at his table 
the learned and polite of Europe, who 
were attracted by a desire of seeing a 
person from v/hom they had received so 
much satisfaction. The entertainment 
was conducted witli the utmost elegance, 
and the conversation was that of phi- 
losophers. Every country that at once 
united liberty and science were his pecu- 
liar favourites. The being an Englishman 
was to him a character that claimed 
admiration and respect. 

Between Voltaire an<l the disciples of 
Confucius there are many differences ; 
however, being of a different opinion does 
not in the least diminish my esteem : I 
am not displeased with my brother, be- 
cause he happens to ask our father for 
favours in a different manner from me. 
Let his errors rest in peace ; his excel- 
lencies deserve admiration: let me with 
the wise admire his wisdom ; let the en- 
vious and the ignorant ridicule his foibles : 
the folly of others is ever most ridiculous 
to those who are themselves most foolish. 
— Adieu. 

LETTER XLTV. 

From Lien Chi Altaue^i to Hiugpo, a Siaz'e 
in }*ersia. 

It is impossible to form a philosophic 
system of happiness which is adapted to 
every condition in life, since every person 
who travels in this great pursuit takes 
a separate road. The differing colours 
which suit different complexions are not 
more various tlian the different pleasures 
appropriated to particular minds. The 
various sects who have pretended to give 
lessons to Instruct men in happiness 
have described their own particular sensa- 
tions, without considering ours ; have only 


loaded their disciples with constraint, 

I without, adding to their real felicity. 

I If I find pleasure in dancing, how ridi- 
. culous would it be in me to prescribe such 
' an amusement for the entertaimnent of a 
I cripple: should he, on tlie other hand, 
i place his chief delight in painting, yet 
I would he be absurd in recommending the 
i same relish to one who had lost the power 
I of distinguishing colours. General direc- 
i tionsare, therefore, commonly useless: and 
to be particular would exhaust volumes, 
since each individual may require a par- 
ticular system of precepts to direct liis 
choice. 

Every mind seems capable of enter- 
taining a certain quantity of happiness, 
which no institutions can Increase, no cir- 
cumstances alter, and entirely independent 
of fortune. Let any man compare his 
present fortune with tlie past, and he will 
probably find himself, upon the wliole, 
neither better nor worse than formerly. 

1 Gratified ambition, or irreparable cala- 
! mity, may produce transient sensations 
! of pleasure or distress. Those storms 
i may discompose in proportion as they 
are strong, or the mind is pliant to their 
impression. But the soul, though at first 
lifted up by the event, is every day ope- 
rated upon with diminished influence, and 
at length subsides into the level of its 
usual tranquillity. Should some unex- 
pected turn of fortune take thee from 
fetters, and ]dace thee on a thronej exul- 
tation would be natural upon the change ; 
but the temper, like the face, would soon 
resume its native serenity. 

Every wish, therefore, which leads us 
to expect happiness somewhere else but 
w'here w'e are, every institution which 
teaches us that we should be better by 
being possessed of something new’, wliich 
promises to lift iis a step higher than w'e 
are, only lays a foundation for uneasiness, 
because it contracts deljts which we can- 
not repay ; it calls that a good, W'hich, 
w’hen W’e have fouml it, wdll in fact add 
nothing to our happiness. 

To enjoy the present, without regret 
for the past, or solicitude for the future, 
has been the advice rather of poets than 
philosophers. And yet the jwceept seems 
i more rational than is generally imagined. 
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It is the only general precept respecting 
the pursuit of happiness, that can be 
applied with propriety to every condition 
of life. The man of pleasure, the man 
of business, and the philosopher, are 
equally interested in its disquisition. If 
we do not find happiness in the present 
moment, in what shall we find it? either 
in reilecting on the past, or. prognostica- 
ting the future. But let us see how these 
are capable of producing satisfaction. 

A remembrance of what is past and 
an anticipation of what is to come seem 
to be the two faculties by which man 
differs most from other animals. Though 
brutes enjoy them in a limited degree; 
yet their whole life seems taken up in the 
present, regardless of the past and the 
future, hlan, on the contrary, endeavours 
to derive his happiness, and experiences 
most of his miseries, from these two | 
sources. j 

Is this superiority of reflection a pre- 1 
rogative of which we should boast, and i 
for which we should thank nature ? or ! 
is it a misfortune of which we should | 
complain, and be humble? Either from ’ 
the abuse, or from the nature of things, i 
it certainly makes our condition more ; 
miserable. ; 

Had we a privilege of calling up, by j 
the power of memory, only such passages | 
as were pleasing, unmixed with such as | 
were disagreeable, we might then excite, ! 
at pleasure, an ideal happiness, perhaps 
more poignant than actual sensation. 
But this is not the case ; the past is never 
represented without some disagreeable 
circumstance, wliich tarnishes all its 
beauty ; the remembrance of an evil ' 
carries in it nothing agreeable, and to 
remember a good is always accompanied 
with regret. Thus we lose more than wc 
gain by the remembrance. 

And we shall find our expectation of 
the future to be a gift more distressful 
even than the former. To fear an ap- 
proaching evil is certainly a most dis- 
agreeable sensation ; and in expecting 
an approaching good we experience the 
inquietude of wanting actual possession. 

Thus, whichever way we look, the 
prospect is disagreeable. Behind, we 
have left pleasures we shall never more 


enjoy, and therefore regret ; and before, 
we see pleasures which we languish to 
possess, and arc consequently uneasy till 
we possess them. ^Yas there any method 
i of seizing the present, unembittered by 
such reflections, then would our state l.>e 
tolerably easy. 

This, indeed, i.s the endeavour of all 
mankind, who, untutored by philosophy, 
pursue as much as they can a life of 
amusement and dissipation. Every rank 
in life, and every size of understanding, 
seems to follow’ this alone ; or not pur- 
suing it, deviates from happiness. The 
man of pleosure pursues dissipation by 
profession ; the man of business pursues 
it not less, as every voluntary labour he 
undergoes is only dissipation in disguise. 
The philosopher himself, even while he 
reasons upon the subject, does it im- 
I knowingly, with a view of dissipating 
j the thoughts of wfliat he was, or what he 
I must be. 

! The subject, therefore, comes to this : 

: Which is the most perfect sort of dis- 
I sipation, — pleasure, business, or plfllo- 
’ sophy? Which best serves to exclude 
i those uneasy sensations which memory 
\ or anticipation produce ? 

; The enthusiasm of ]fleasure charms 
; only by intervals. The highest rapture 
j lasts only for a mrunent ; and all the 
I senses seem so combined, as to be soon 
! tired into languor by the gratification of 
any one of them. It is only among the 
poets we hear of men changing to one 
delight, when satiated with another. In 
nature it is very different : the glutton, 
when sated with the full meal, i.s un- 
I qualiiicd to feel the real pleasure of 
drinking ; the drunkard, in turn, finds 
few of those transports which lovers boast 
in enjoyment ; and the lover, when cloyed, 
finds a diminution of every other appetite. 
Thus, after a full indulgence of any one 
sense, the man of pleasure finds a languor 
in all, is placed in a cliasm between past 
and expected enjoyment, perceives an 
interval which must be filled up. The 
present can give no satisfaction, because 
he has already robbed it of every charm : 
a mind thus left without immediate em- 
ployment naturally recurs to the past or 
future ; the reflector finds that he was 
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happy, and knows that he cannot be so 
now J he sees that he may yet be happy, 
and wishes the hour was come : thus 
every period of his continuance is miser- 
able, except that very short one of imme- 
diate gratification. . Instead oT a life of 
dissipation, none has more frequent con- 
versations with disagreeable sdf than he : 
his enthusiasms are but few and transient ; 
his appetites, like angry creditors, con- 
tinually making fruitless demands for 
what he is unable to pay ; and the greater 
his former pleasures, the more strong his 
regret, the more impatient his expecta- 
tions, A life of pleasure is therefore the 
most unpieasing life in the world. 

Habit has rendered the man of business 
more cool in his desires ; he finds less 
regret for past pleasures, and less solicitude 
for those to come. The life he now leads, 
though tainted in some measure with 
hope, is yet not afflicted so strongly with 
regret, and is less divided between short- 
lived rapture and lasting anguish. The 
pleasures he has enjoyed are not so vivid, 
and those he has to expect cannot conse- 
quently create so much anxiety. 

The philosopher, who extends his regard 
to all mankind, must still have a smaller 
concern for what has already affected, or 
may hereafter affect, himself : the con- 
cerns of others make his whole study, 
and that study is his pleasure ; and this 
pleasure is continuing in its nature, be- 
cause it can be changed ,at will, leaving 
but few of these anxious intervals which 
are employed in remembrance or antici- 
pation. The philosopher by this means 
leads a life of almost continued dissipa- 
tion ; and reflection, which makes the 
uneasiness and misery of others, serves as 
a companion and instructor to him. 

In a word, positive happiness is consti- 
tutional, and incapable of increase; misery 
is artificial, and generally proceeds from 
our folly. Philosophy can add to our 
happiness in no other manner but by 
diminishing our miseiy : it should not 
pretend to inci'ease our present stock, but 
make us economists of what we are pos- 
sessed of. The great source of calamity 
lies in regret or anticipation : he, therefore, 
is most wise who thinks of the present 
alone, regardless of the past or the future. 


This is impossible to the man of pleasure ; 
it is difficult to the man of lousiness ; 
and is in some measure attainable by the 
philosopher. Happy were we all born phi- 
losophers, all born with a talent of thus 
dissipating our own cares, by spreading 
them upon all mankind ! — Adieu. 

LETTER XLV. 

From Lien Chi Altangi io Fnni Hoam, First 
President of the Ceremonial Academy at 
Pekin^ in China. 

Though the frequent invitations I receive 
from men of distinction here might excite 
the vanity of some, I am quite mortified, 
however, when I consider the motives that 
inspire their civility. I am sent for not 
to be treated as a friend, but to satisfy 
curiosity ; not to be entertained so much 
as wondered at ; the same earnestness 
which excites them to see a Chinese would 
have made them equally proud of a visit 
from the rhinoceros. 

From the highest to the lowest,^ this 
people seem fond of sights and monsters. 
I am told of a person here who gets a 
very comfortable livelihood by making 
wonders, and then selling or showing them 
to the people for money ; no matter how 
insignificant they were in the beginning, 
by locking them up close, and showing 
for money, they soon become prodi- 
gies ! His first essay in this way was to 
exhibit himself as a wax-work figure 
behind a glass door at a puppet show. 
Thus, keeping the sjiectators at a proper 
distance, and having his head adorned 
with a copper crown, he looked extremely 
“natural, and very like the life itself.” 1 1 e 
continued lliis exhibition with success, till 
an invohnitary fit of sneezing brought liim 
to life before all the spectators, and con- 
sequently rendered him for that time as 
entirely useless as the peaceable inhabitant 
of a catacomb. 

Determined to act the statue no more, he 
next levied contributions under the figure 
of an Indian king ; and by painting his 
face, and counterfeiting the savage howl, 
he frighted several ladies and children 
with amazing success: in this manner, 
therefore, he might have lived very com- 
. fortably, had he not been arrested for a 
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debt that Was contracted when he was 
the figure in wax-work : thus his face 
underwent an involuntary ablution, and 
he found himself reduced to his primitive 
complexion and indigence.' 

After some time, being freed from gaol, 
he was now grown wiser, and instead of 
making himself a wonder, was resolved 
only to make womlers. He learned the 
art of pasting up mummies ; was never at 
a loss for an artificial lusus uatunv : nay, 
it has been rep(jrted, that he has sold seven 
petrified lobsters of his own manufac- , 
ture to a noted collector of rarities : but 
this the learned Cracovius Putridus has ' 
urulertaken to refute in a very elaborate | 
dissertation. j 

His last wonder was nothing more than j 
an halter; yet by this halter he gained more | 
than by all his former exhibitions. The' ! 
people, it seems, had got it in their heads, ^ 
that a certain noble criminal was to be 
hanged u’ith a silken rope. Now there 
was nothing they so much wished to see 
as this very rope ; and he was resolved to 
gratify their curiosity : he tlierefore got 
one made, not only of silk, but to render 
it more striking, several tlireads of gold 
were intermixed. The people paid their 
money only to see silk, but were highly 
satisfied when tliey found it was mixed 
with gold into the bargain. Tt is scarce 
necessary to mention, that the projector 
sold his silken rope for almost what it had 
cost him, as soon as the criminal was 
known to be hanged in hempen materials. 

By their fondness of sights one would 
be apt to imagine that, instead of desiring 
to see things as they should be, they are 
rather solicitous of seeing them as they 
ought not to be. A cat with four legs is 
disregarded, though never so useful; but 
if it has but two, and is consequently 
incapable of catching mice, it is reckoned 
inestimable, and every man of taste is ready 
to raise the auction. A man, though in 
his person faultless as an aerial genius, 
might starve; but if stuck over with 
hideous warts like a porcupine, his fortune 
is made for ever, and he may propagate 
the breed with impunity and applause. 

A good woman in my neighbourhood, 
who was bred a habit-maker, though she 
handled her needle tolerably well, could 


scarcely get employment. But being 
I obliged, by an accident, I.0 have both her 
j hands cut off from the elljow.s, what would 
! in another country have been her ruin 
made her fortune here : she was now 
I thought more fit for hcrArade than liefore; 
business llowed in aj'acc, and all people 
paid for seeing tlie niantua-maker who 
wrought without hands. 

A gentleman, showing me his collection 
of pictures, stopped at one with peculiar 
admiration : “ There,” cries he, “ is an 
inestimable piece. ” I gazed at the pictu re 
for some time, but could see none of those 
graces with which he seemed enraptured ; 

; it appeared to me the most paltry piece of 
the whole collection ; T therefore demanded 
■where those beauties lay, of which I was 
yet insensible. “.Sir,” cries he, “the 
merit does not consist in the piece, but in 
the manner in which it was done. The 
painter drew the whole with his foot, and 
held the pencil between his toes : I bought 
it at a very great price ; for peculiar merit 
should ever be rewarded.” 

But these people are not more fond of 
wonders, than liberal in rewarding those 
who show them. From the wonderful 
dog of knowledge, at present under the 
patronage of the nobility, down to the man 
wdth the box, who ]')rofesses to show “ the 
best imitation of Nature that was ever 
seen,” they all live in luxury, A singing 
woman shall collect subscriptions in her 
own coach and six ; a fellow shall make a 
fortune by tossing a straw from his toe to 
his nose; one in }'>articular has found that 
eating fire was the most ready way to live ; 
and another, .who jingles several bells 
fixed to his cap, is the only man that I 
know of who has received emolument 
from the labours of his head. 

A young author, a man of good-nature 
and learning, was complaining to me some 
nights ago of this misplaced generosity of 
the times. “Here,” says he, “have I 
spent part of my youth in attempting to 
instruct and amuse my fellow-creatures, 
and all my reward has been solitude, 
poverty, and reproach; while a fellow, 
possessed of even the smallest share of 
fiddling merit, or who has perhaps learned 
to whistle double, is rewarded, applauded, 
and caressed ! ” — “Prithee, young man,” 
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says I to him, are yon ignorant, that in 
so large a city as this it is better to be an 
amusing than a useful member of society ? 
Can you leap up, and touch your feet four 
times before you come to the ground 
No, sir.” — “ Can you pimp for a man of 
quality?” — “No, sir.” — “Can you stand 
upon two horses at full speed?”— “No, 
sir. ” — “ Can you swallow a penknife? ” — 

“ I can do none of these tricks.”— “ Why 
then,” cried I, “there is no other prudent 
means of subsistence left, but to apprise 
the town that you speedily intend to eat 
up your own nose by subscription.” 

I have frequently regretted that none of I 
our Eastern posture-masters, or showmen, ' 
have ever ventured to England. I should ; 
be pleased to see that money circulate in | 
Asia, which is now sent to Italy and , 
France, in order to bring their vagabonds 
hither. vSeveral of our tricks would un- ' 
doubtedly give the English high satisfac- 
tion. Men of fashion would be grea.tly 
pleased with the postures as well as 
the condescension of our dancing girls; 
and the ladies would equally admire the 
conductors of our fireworks. What an 
agreeable surprise would it be to see a 
huge fellow with whiskers flash a charged 
blunderbuss full in a lady’s face, without 
singeing her hair, or melting her pomatum. 
Perhaps, when the first surprise was over, 
she might then grow familiar with clanger ; 
and the ladies might vie with each other 
in standing fire with intrepidity. 

But of all the wonders of the blast, the 
most useful, and I should fancy the most 
pleasing, would be the looking-glass of 
Lao, which reilects the mind as well as 
the body. It is said that the Emperor 
Chiisi used to make his concubines dress 
their heads and their hearts in one of these 
glasses every morning : while the lady was 
at her toilet, he would frequently look over 
her shoulder; and it is recorded that, 
among the three hundred which composed 
his seraglio, not one was found whose mind 
was not even more beautiful than her 
person. 

I make no doubt but a glass in this 
country would have the very same effect. 
The English ladies, concubines and all, 
would undoubtedly cut very pretty figures 
in so faithful a monitor. There, should 


we happen to peep over a lady’s shoulder 
while dressing, we might be able to see 
neither gaming nor ill- nature; neither 
pride, debauchery, nor a love of gadding. 
We should find her, if any sensible defect 
appeared in the mind, more careful in rec- 
tifying it, than plastering up the irreparable 
decays of the person ; nay, I am even apt 
to fancy, that ladies woiilcl find more real 
pleasiu'e in this utensil in private, than in 
any other bauble imported from China, 
though never so expensive or amusing. 

LETTER XLVI. 

To the same. 

Upon finishing my last letter I retired to 
rest, reflecting upon the wonders of the 
glass of Lao, wishing to be possessed of 
one here, and resolved in such case to 
oblige eveiy lady with a sight of it for 
nothing. W hat fortune denied me waking, 
fancy supplied in a dream ; the glass, I 
know not how, was put into my possession, 
and I could perceive several ladies ap- 
proaching, some voluntarily, others driven 
forward against their wills, by a set of dis- 
i contented genii, whom by intuition I knew 
I W'ere their husbands. 

I The apartment in‘ which I was to show 
i away was filled with several gaming-tables, 

' as if just forsaken ; the candles were burnt 
; to the socket, and the hour was five o’clock 
in the morning. Placed at one end of the 
room, which was of prodigious length, I 
could more easily distinguish every female 
figure as she marched up from the door ; 
but, guess my surprise, when I could 
I scarce perceive one blooming or agree- 
able face among the number. This, how- 
■ ever, I attributed to the early hour, and 
. kindly considered that the face of a lady 
just risen from bed ought always to find 
; a compassionate advocate, 
j The first person who came up in order 
to view her intellectual face Avas a com- 
I moner’s wife, who, as I afteiavards found, 
being bred up during her virginity in a 
I pawnbroker’s shop, now attempted to make 
I up the defects of breeding and sentiment 
by the magnificence of her dress and tlie 
expensiveness of her amusements. “ Mr. 
Showman,” cried she, approaching, “ I am 
told you has something to show in that there 
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sort of magic lantliorn, by which folks can 
see themselves on the inside: I protest, 
as my Lord Beetle says, I am sure it will 
be vastly pretty, for I have never seen any 
thing like it before. But how,- — Are we 
to strip off our clothes, and be turned in- 
side out? if so, as Lord Beetle says, I ab- 
solutely declare off; for I would not strip 
for the world before a man’s fiice, and so I 
tells his Lordship almost every night of my 
life.” I informed the lady that I would 
dispense with the ceremony of stripping, 
and immediately presented my glass to 
her view. 

As when' a first-rate beauty, after having 
with difficulty escaped the small-pox, 
revisits her favourite mirror — that mirror 
which had repeated the flattery of every 
lover, and even added force to the compli- 
ment-expecting to see what liad so often 
given her pleasure, she no longer beholds 
the cherry lip, the polished forehead, and 
speaking blush, but a hateful phiz, quilted 
into a thousand seams by the hand of 
deformity ; grief, resentment, and rage fill 
her bosom by turns — she blames the fates 
and the stars, but, most of all, the unhappy 
glass feels her resentment : so it was with 
the lady in question ; she had never seen 
her own mind before, and was now shocked 
at its deformity. One single look was 
sufficient to satisfy her curiosity: I held 
up the glass to her face, and she shut her 
eyes ; no entreaties could prevail upon her 
to gaze once more. She was even going 
to snatch it from my hands, and break it 
in a thousand pieces. I found it was time, 
therefore, to dismiss her as incorrigible, 
and show away to the next that offered. 

This was an unmarried lady, who con- 
tinued in a state of virginity till thirty-six, 
and then admitted a lover when she de- 
'■ spaired of a husband. No woman was 
I louder at a revel than she, perfectly free- 
■ hearted, and almost, in every respect, a 
^ man ; she understood ridicule to perfection, 
^ and was known even to sally out in order 
j to beat the watch. “ Here, you, my dear, 

, with the outlandish face,” said she, ad- 
■, dressing me, “ let me take a single peep, 

i Not that I care three damns what figure 

3, I may cut in the glass of such an old- 
I fashioned creature : if I am allowed the 
'i beauties of the face by people of fashion. 
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I know the world will be complaisant 
enough to toss me the beauties of the mind 
into the bargain.” I heki my glass before 
her as she desired, and, must confess, was 
shocked with the reflection. The lady, 
however, gazed for some time with the 
utmost complacency ; and, at last, turning 
to me with the most satisfied smile, said 
she never could think she had been half so 
handsome. 

Upon her dismission, a lady of distinc- 
tion was reluctantly hauled along to the 
glass by her husband. In bringing her 
forward, as he came first to the glass him- 
self, his mind appeared tinctured with 
immoderate jealousy, and I was going to 
reproach him for using her with such se- 
verity ; but when the lady came to present 
herself, I immediately retracted : for, alas i 
it was seen that he had but too much reason 
for his suspicions. I 

The next was a lady who usually teased | 

all her acquaintance in desiring to be told 1 

of her faults, and then never mended any. 

Upon approaching the glass, I could | 

readily perceive vanity, affectation, and I 

some other ill-looking blots on her mind ; 
wherefore, by my advice, she immediately ' 

set about mending. But I could easily 
find she was not earnest in the work ; for 
as she repaired them on one side, they 
generally broke out on another. Thus, 
after three or four attempts, she began i 

to make the ordinary use of the glass in 
setting her hair. 

The company now made room for a 
woman of learning, who approached with a I 

slow pace and a solemn countenance, wh ich, i 

for her own sake, I could wish had Ijeen : 

cleaner. “ Sir,” cried the lady, fiourishing 
her hand, which held a pinch of snuff, 

“ I shall be enraptured by having presented 
to my view a mind with which I liave so 
long studied to be acquainted ; but, in 
order to give the sex a proper example, I 
must insist that all the company may be 
permitted to look over my shoulder. ” I 
bowed assent, and, presenting the glass, 
showed the lady a mind by no means so 
fair as she had expected to see. Ill-nature, 
ill-placed pride, and spleen were too 
legible to be mistaken. Nothing could 
be more amusing than the mirth of her 
female companions who had looked over. 
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They had hated her from the beginning, 
and now the apartment echoed with a 
uni\Trsal laugh. Nothing but a fortitude 
like hers could have withstood their rail- 
lery : she stood it, however ; and when 
the burst was exhausted, with great tran- 
quillity she assured the company, that the 
whole w'as a deceptio vistis, and that she 
was too well acquainted with her own 
mind, to believe any false representations 
from another. Thus saying, she retired 
with a sullen satisfaction, resolved not to 
mend her faults, but to write a criticism 
on the mental reflector. 

I must own, by this time I began my- 
self to suspect the fidelity of my mirror ; 
for as the ladies appeai-ed at least to have 
the merit of rising early, since they were 
up at flve, I was amazed to find nothing 
of this good quality pictured upon their 
minds in the reflection : I was resolved, 
therefore, to communicate my suspicions 
to a lady whose intellectual countenance 
appeared more fair than any of the rest, 
not having abo ve seventy-nine spots in all, 
besides slips and foibles. “ I own, young 
woman,” said I, ‘‘that there are some 
virtues upon that mind of yours ; but there 
is still one which I do not see i*epresented, 
— I mean that of rising betimes in the 
morning ; I fancy the glass false in that 
particular. ’ ' The young lady smiled at my 
simplicity ; and, with a blush, confessed, 
that she and the whole company had been 
up all night gaming. 

By this time all the ladies, except one, 
had seen themselves successively, and dis- 
liked the show or scolded the showman : 
I was resolved, however, that she who 
seemed to neglect hemelf, and was ne- 
glected by the rest, should take a view ; 
and, going up to a corner of the room where 
\;he still continued sitting, I presented my 
glass full in her face. Here it was that I 
exulted in my success ; no blot, no stain 
appeared on any part of the faithful mirror. 
As when the large unwritten page presents 
its snowy spotless bosom to the writer^s 
hand, so appeared the glass to my view. 
“ Here, O ye daughters of English ances- 
tors ! ” cried I, “turn hither, and behold an 
object worthy imitation ! Look upon the 
mirror now, and acknowledge its justice, 
and this woman’s pre-eminence ! ” The 


ladies, obeying the summons, came up in 
a group, and looking on, acknowledged 
there was some truth in the picture, as the 
person now represented had been deaf, 
dumb, and a fool from her cradle I 

This much of my dream I distinctly re- 
member; the rest was filled \yith chimeras, 
enchanted castles, and flying dragons, as 
usual. As you, my dear Fum Hoam, 
are particularly versed in the interpretation 
of those midnight warnings, what pleasure 
should I find in your explanatioii I But 
that, our distance prevents : I make no 
doubt, however, but that, from my descrip- 
tion, you will very much venerate the good 
qualities of the Englisli ladies in general, 
since dreams, you know, go always by 
contraries. — Adieu. 

LETTER XLVII. 

From Lien Chi A Itangi to Hing^o, a Slave 
in Persia. 

Your last letters betray a mind seemingly 
fond of wisdom, yet tempested up by a 
thousand various passions. You would 
fondly persuade me, that my former lessons 
still influence your conduct, and yet your 
mind seems not less enslaved than your 
body. Knowledge, wisdom, erudition, 
arts, and elegance, what are they but the 
mere trappings of the mind, if they do not 
serve to increase the happiness of the pos- 
sessor ? A mind rightly instituted in the 
school of philosophy acquires at once the 
stability of the oak and the flexibility of 
the osier. The truest manner of lessening 
our agonies is to shrink from their pressure, 
is to confess that we feel them. 

The fortitude of European sages is but 
a dream ; for where lies the merit in being 
insensible to the strokes of fortune, or in 
dissembling our sensibility? If we are 
insensible, that arises only from a happy 
constitution ; that is a blessing previously 
granted by Heaven, and which no art can 
procure, no institutions improve. 

If we dissemble our feelings, we only 
artificially endeavour to persuade others 
that we enjoy privileges which we actually 
do not possess. Thus, while we endea- 
vour to appear happy, we feel at once 
all the pangs of eternal misery and all 
the self-reproaching consciousness of en- 
deavouring to deceive. 
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I know but of two sects of pliilosophers i 
m the world that have endea\^oured to- 
inculcate that fortitude is but an imagi»ary 
virtue, — I mean the followers of Confucius, 
and those who profess the doctrines of 
Christ. All other sects teach pride under 
misfortunes ; they alone teach humility. 
Night, says our Chinese philosopher, not 
more surely follows the day, than groans 
and tears grow out of pain ; when mis- 
fortunes therefore oppress, when tyrants 
threaten, it is our interest, it is our duty, 
to fly even to dissipation for support, 
to seek redress from friendship, or fi'om 
that best of friends who loved us into 
being. 

Philosophers, my son, have long de- 
claimed against the passions, as being the 
source of all our miseries : they are the 
source of all our misfortunes, I own ; but ! 
they are the source of our pleasures too ; ^ 
and every endeavour of our lives, and all | 
the institutions of philosophy, should tend | 
to this, not to dissemble an absence of , 
passion, but to repel those which lead to , 
vice, by those which direct to virtue. i 

The soul may be compared to a field of ; 
battle, where two armies are ready every ; 
moment to encounter : not a single vice | 
but has a more poAvcrful opponent, and j 
not one virtue but may be overborne by a 
combination of vices. Reason guides the ; 
bands of cither host ; nor can it subdue one 
passion but by the assistance of another. 
Tims as a bark on every side beset with 
storms, enjoys a state of rest, so does the 
mind, when intlucnced by a just equipoise 
of the passions, enjoy tranquillity. 

I have used such means as my little ! 
fortune would admit to procure your free- | 
dom. I have lately written to tlie governor ! 
of Argun to pay your ransom, though at 
the expense of all the wealth I brought ' 
with me from China. If we become poor, 
we shall at least have the pleasure of bear- 
ing poverty together ; for what is fatigue 
or famine, when \veighed against fricnd- 
sliip and freedom ’-—Adieu. 

LETTER XLVIII. 

Frojn Lien Chi Altauf^i to , Merchant 

in Amsterdam. 

Happening some days ago to call at a 
painter’s to amuse myself in examining 


some pictures (I had no design to buy), 
it surprised me to see a young prince in 
the working room, dressed in a painter’s 
apron, and assiduously learning tlie trade. 
We instantly remembered to have seen 
each other; and, after the usual compli- 
ments, I stood by while he continued to 
paint on. As everything done by the 
rich is praised ; as princes here, as well as 
in China, are never without followers; 
three or four persons, who had tlie appear- 
ance of gentlemen, were placed behind to 
comfort and applaud him at every stroke. 
Need 1 tell, that it struck me with very 
disagreeable sensations, to see a youth, 
who by his station in life had it in his 
power to be useful to thousands, thus 
letting his mind run to waste upon canvas, 
and at the same time fancying himself 
improving in taste, and filling his rank 
with proper decorum ? 

As seeing an error and attempting to 
redress it are only one and the same witli 
me, I took occasion, upon his lordship’s 
desiring my opinion of a Chinese scroll, 
intended for the frame of a picture, to 
assure him, that a mandarin of China 
thought a minute acquaintance with such 
mechanical trifles below his dignity. 

This reply raised the indignation of 
some, and the contempt of others : I 
could hear the names of Vandal, Goth, 
taste, polite arts, delicacy, and lire, re- 
peated in tones of ridicule or resentment. 
But considering that it was in vain to 
argue against people who had so much to 
say, without contradicting them, I begged 
leave to repeat a fairy tale. This request 
redoubled their laughter ; but, not easily 
abashed at the raillery of boys, I persisted, 
observing, that it would set the absurdity 
of placing our affections upon trifles in 
the strongest point of view; and adding, 
that it was hoped the moral would com- 
pensate for its stupidity. “For Heaven’s 
sake,” cried the great man, washing his 
biTish in water, “let us have no morality 
at present ; if we must have a story, let it 
be without any moral.” 1 pretended not 
to hear ; and, while he handled the brush, 
proceeded as follow's : — 

“ In the kingdom of Bonbobbin, which, 
by the Chinese annals, appears to have 
^flourished twenty thousand years ago, 
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there reigned a prince endowed with every 
accomplishment which generally distin- 
guishes the sons of kings. His beauty 
was brighter than the sun. The sun, to 
which he was nearly related, would some- 
times stop his course, in order to look 
down and admire him. 

“ His mind was not less perfect than 
his body: he knew all things, without 
having ever read : philosophers, poets, 
and historians submitted their works to 
his decision; and so peneti'ating was he, 
that he could tell you the merit of a book 
by looking on the co^'er. He made epic 
poems, tragedies, and pastorals with sur- 
prising facility ; song, epigram, or rebus, 
was all one to him, tliough it was ob- 
served he could never finish an acrostic. 
In short, the fairy who presided at his 
birth had endowed him with almost every 
perfection, or, what was just the same, his 
subjects were ready to acknowledge he 
possessed them all ; and, for his own part, 
he knew nothing to the contrary. A 
prince so accomplished received a name 
suitable to his merit ; and he was called 
Bonbennin bonbobbin'bonbobbinet, which 
signifies, Enlightener <f the Sun. 

“As he was very powerful, and yet 
unmarried, all the neighbouring kings 
earnestly sought his alliance. Each sent 
his daughter, dressed out in the most i 
magnificent manner, and with the most | 
sumptuous retinue imaginable, in order to i 
allure the prince ; so that at one time 
there were seen at his court not less than 
seven hundred foreign princesses, of ex- 
quisite sentiment and beauty, each alone 
sufficient to make seven hundred ordinary 
men happy. 

“ Distracted in such a variety, the gene- 
rous Bonbennin, had he not been obliged 
by the laivs of the empire to make choice 
of one, would very willingly have married 
them all, for none understood gallantly 
better. He spent numberless hours of 
solicitude in endeavouring to determine 
whom lie should choose : one lady was 
possessed of every perfection, but he dis- 
liked her eyebrows ; another was brighter 
than the morning star, but he disapproved 
her fong-whang ; a third did not lay white 
enough on her cheek ; and a fourth did ] 
net sufficiently blacken her nails. At : 


last, after numberless disappointments on 
the one side and the other, he made choice 
of tjie incomparable Nanhoa, Queen of 
the Scarlet Dragons. 

“ The preparations for the royal nup- 
tials, or the envy of the disappointed 
ladies, need no description; both the one 
and the other were as great as they could 
be : the Ijeautiful princess Avas conducted 
amidst admiring multitudes to the royal 
couch, where, after being divested of every 
encumbering ornameiit, she was placed, 
in expectance of the youthful bridegroom, 
who did not keep her long in expectation. 
He came more cheerful than the morning, 
and printing on tier lips a burning kiss, 
the attendants took this as a proper signal 
to withdraw. 

“ Perhaps I ought to have mentioned 
in the beginning that, among several other 
qualifications, the prince was fond of col- 
lecting and breeding mice, which being a 
harmless pastime, none of his counsellors 
thought proper to dissuade him from : he 
therefore kept a great variety of these 
pretty little animals, in the most beautiful 
cages, enriched Avith diamonds, rubies, 
emeralds, pearls, and other precious stones: 
thus he innocently spent four hours each 
day in contemplating their innocent little 
pastimes. 

“ But to proceed : the prince and prin- 
cess were now in tied ; one Avith all the 
love and expectation, the other Avith all 
the modesty and fear, Avhich is natural to 
suppose ; both Avilling, yet afraid to begin ; 
Avhen the prince, happening to look to- 
Avards the outside of the bed, perceived 
one of the most beautiful animals in the 
Avorld, a Avhite mouse Avith green e3"es, 
playing about the floor, and performing a 
hundred pretty tricks. He was already 
master of blue mice, red mice, and even 
white mice Avitli yellow eyes ; but a 
AA'hite mouse Avith green eyes Avas Avhat he 
had long endeavoured to possess : Avhere- 
fore, leaping from bed Avith the utmost 
impatience and agility, the youthful prince 
attempted to seize the little charmer ; 
but it Avas fled in a moment ; for, alas ! 
the mouse Avas sent by a discontented 
princess, and Avas itself a fairy. 

“ It is impossible to describe the agony 
of the prince upon this occasion ; htj 



THE CITIZEN- OF THE WORLD, 


souglit round and round evcny part of the i 
room ; even the bed where the princess i 
lay was not exempt from the inquiry : he I 
turned the princess on one side and the 
other, stripped her quite naked, but no 
mouse was to be found ; the princess her- 
self was kind enough to assist, but still to 
no purpose. 

Alas I’ cried the young prince in | 
agony, ‘ how unhappy am I to be thus | 
disappointed ! never, sure, was so beauti- | 
ful an animal seen : I would give lialf my 
kingdom, and my princess, to him that 
would find it.’ The princess, though not 
much pleased with the latter part of his 
offer, endeavoured to comfort him as well 
as she could : she let him know that he 
had an hundred mice already, which 
ought to be at least sufficient to satisfy any 
philosopher like him. Though none of 
them had green eyes, yet he should learn 
to thank Heaven that they had eyes. She 
told him (for she was a profound moralist) 
that incurable evils must be borne, and 
that useless lamentations were vain, and 
that man was born to misfortunes ; she 
even entreated him to return to bed, and 
slie would endeavour to lull liim on her 
bosom to repose : but still the prince con- 
tinued inconsolable ; and regarding her 
with a stern air, for wltich his family was 
remarkable, he vowed never to sleep in 
the royal palace, or indulge himself in the 
innocent pleasures ofmatrimony,tiIl he had 
found the white mouse with the green eyes. ” 

“ Prythee, Colonel l,eech,” cried his 
I.ordship, interrupting me, “ how do you 
like that nose? don’t you tliink there is 
something of the manner of Rembrandt 
in it ? — A prince in all this agony for a 
white mouse, oh, ridiculous 1 —Don’t you 
think, Major Vampyre, that eyebrow stip- 
pled \'ery j^rettily ?— But pray, what are 
the green eyes to lire purpose, except to 
amuse children?—! woukl give a thou- 
sand guineas to lay on the colouring of 
his cheek more smoothly. But I ask 
pardon; pray, sir, proceed.” 

LETTER XLIX. 

'J'o the 

“KiNn'.s,” continued T, “at that time 
were different from what they are now ; 
they then never engaged their word for 


^5 

anything which they did not rigorously 
intend to perform. This was the case 
of Bonbennin, who continued all night to 
lament his misfortunes to the princess, 
who echoed groan for groan. When 
morning came, he published an edict, 
offering half his kingdom, and hi.s prin- 
cess, to the person who should catch and I 

bring him the white mouse with tlie green 
eyes. 

“ The edict was scarcely publibhed, 
when all the traps in the kingdom were 
baited with cheese; numberless mice were 
taken and destroyed ; but still the much- 
wished-for mouse was not among the 
number. The prfry council was assem- 
bled more than once to give their advice ; 
but all their deliberations came to no- 
thing, even tliough there were two com- 
plete vermiii-killcrs and three professed 
rat-catchers of the number. Frequent 
addresses, as is usual on extraordinary 
occasions, were sent from all parts of the 
empire ; but though these promised well, 
though in them he receivetl an assurance 
that his faithful subjects would assist in 
his searcli with tlieir lives and fortunes, 
yet, with all tlieir loyalty, they failed 
when the lime came ilial (he mouse was 
to be caught. 

“The [)riucc, therefore, was resolved 
to go himself in search, determined never 
to lie two nights in one place, till he had 
found what he sought for. Thus, quitting 
his palace without attendants, he set out 
upon his journey, and travelled througla 
many a desert, and crossed many a river, 
over high hills, and down long vales, still 
resties.s, still inquiring wherever lie came; 
but no white mouse was to be found.’ 

“ As one day, fiUigued witii his journey, 
he was shading himself from the heat 
of the mid-day sun, under the arching 
branches of a banana-tree, meditating on 
the object of his pursuit, he perceived 
an old woman, hideously deformed, ap- 
proaching him ; by her sloop, anti the 
wrinkles of her vi.sage, she seemed at 
least five hundred years old ; and the 
spotted toad was not more freckled than 
was her skin. *Ah! Prince Bonljeumn- 
bonbobbin-boybobbinet,’ cried the crea- 
ture, * what has led yon so many thousantl 
miles from your own kingdom ? what is it 
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you look for ? and wliat induces you to travel 
into the kingdom of the Emmets?* The 
prince, who was excessively complaisant, 
told her the whole story three times over; 
for she was hard of hearing. ‘ Well,* 
says the old fairy, for such she was, ‘1 
promise to put you in possession of the 
white mouse with green eyes, and that 
immediately too, upon one condition.’ — 
^One condition,’ cried the prince in a 
rapture ; ‘ name a thousand : I shall un- 
I dergo them all with pleasure.’— ‘ Nay,’ 

i interrupted the old fairy, *I ask but one, 

I and that not very mortifying neither ; 

! it is only that you instantly consent to 

marry me.’ 

“ It is impossible to express the prince’s 
j confusioi\ at this demand ; he loved the 

I mouse, but he detested the bride : he 

; hesitated; he desired time to think upon 

I the proposal ; lie would have been glad to 

[ consult his friends on such an occasion. 

‘ Nay, nay,’ cried the odious fairy, ‘ if you 
demur, I retract my promise; I do not 
I desire to force my favours on any man. 

Here, youmy attendants, ’cried she, stamp- 
1 ing with her foot, ‘ let my machine be driven 

up ; Barbacela, Queen of Emmets, is not 
used to contemptuous treatment.’ She 
had no sooner spoken than her fieiy chariot 
appeared in the air, drawn by two snails ; 
and she was just going to step in, when the 
prince reflected, that now or never was the 
time to be possessed of the white mouse ; 
and quite forgetting his lawful princess 
Nanhoa, falling on his knees, he implored 
forgiveness for having rashly rejected so 
much beauty. This well-timed compli- 
ment instantly appeased the angry fliiry. 
She affected a hideous leer of approbation, 
and taking the young prince by the hand, 
conducted him to a neighbouring church, 

' where they were married together in a 

I moment. As soon as the ceremony was 

performed, the prince, who was to the 
I last degree desirous of seeing his favourite 

: mouse, reminded the bride of lier promise. 

■ ‘To confess a truth, my prince,’ cried she, 

• ‘ I myself am that very white mouse you 

; saw on your wedding-night in the royal 

I apartment. I now, therefore, give you 

! the choice, whether you would have me a 

1 mouse by day and a woman by night, or 

mouse by night and a woman by day ? ’ 


Though the prince was an excellent casuist, 
he was quite at a loss how to determine ; 
but at last thought it most prudent to have 
recourse to a blue cat that had followed 
him from his own dominions, and fre- 
quently amused him with its conversation, 
and assisted him with its advice : in fact, 

1 this cat was no other than the faithful 
princess Nanhoa herself, who had shared 
with him all his hardships in this disguise. 

“ By her instructions he was determined 
in his choice, and returning to the old fairy, 
prudently observed, that as she must have 
been sensible he had married her ‘ only for 
the sake of what she had,’ and not for 
her personal qualifications, he thought it 
would, for several reasons, be most con- 
venient if she continued a woman by day, 
and appeared a mouse by night. 

“ The old fairy was a good deal mortified 
at her husband’s want of gallantry, though 
she %vas reluctantly obliged to comply: 
the day was therefore spent in the most 
polite amusements; the gentlemen talked 
smut, ihe ladies laughed, and were angry. 
At last tlie ha[)py night drew near, the 
blue cat still stuck by the side of its master, 
and even followed him to the bridal apart- 
ment. Barbacela entered the chamber, 
wearing a train fifteen yards long, sup- 
ported ])y porcupines, and all over beset 
with jewels, which served to render her 
more detestable. She was just stepping 
into bed to the prince, forgetting her pro- 
mise, when he insisted upon seeing her in 
llie shape of a mouse. She had promised, 
and no fairy can break her word ; where- 
fore, assuming the figure of the most 
beautiful mouse in the world, slie skipped 
and played about with an infinity of amuse- 
ment. The prince, in an agony of rapture, 
was desirous of seeing his pretty playfellow 
move a slow dance about the floor to his 
own singing; he began to sing, and the 
mouse immediately to perform wflth the 
I most perfect knowledge of time, and the 
finest grace and greatest gravity imagin- 
able. It only began ; for Nanhoa, who 
had long waited for the opportunity in tlie 
*shape of a cat, flew upon it instantly with- 
'out remorse, and eating it up in the hun- 
dredth part of a moment, broke the charm, 
and then resumed her natural figure. 

“ The prince now found that he had all 
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along been under the power of enchant- 
mentj that his passion for the white mouse 
was entirely fictitious, and not the genuine 
complexion of his soul ; he now saw that 
his earnestness after mice was an illiberal 
amusement, and much more becoming a 
I rat-catcher than a prince. All his mean- 

nesses now stared him in the face; he begged 
the discreet princess’s pardon a hundred 
( times. The princess very readily forgave 

! him ; and both returning to their palace 

in Bonbobbin, lived very happily together, 
and reigned many years, with all that 
wisdom which, by the story, they appear 
' to have been possessed of ; perfectly con- 

\ vinced by their former adventures, that 

they who place their affections on trifles 
at first for amusement, will find those trifles 
I at last become their most serious concern.” 

j — Adieu. 

I I.ETTER L. 

I Fron Lien Cki Aiiangi to Fiim Hoam, First 

I President qf the Ceremonial Academy at 

' Pekin in China. 

i Ask an Englishman what nation in the 

I world enjoys most freedom, and he im- 

1 mediately answers, his own. Ask him 

I in what that freedom principally consists, 

I and he is instantly silent. This happy 

I pre-eminence does not arise from the 

i people’s enjoying a larger share in legisla- 

1 tion than elsewhere, for in this particular 

I several states in Europe excel them ; nor 

does it arise from a greater exemption from 
taxes, for few countries pay more ; it does 
not proceed from their being restrained by 
fewer laws, for no people are burdened 
wdth so many; nor does it particularly 
consist in the security of their property, 

' for property is pretty well secured in every 
polite state in Europe. 

! How, then, ai*e the English more free — 

for more free they certainly are — than the 
people of any other country, or under 
, any other form of government whatever ? 
* Their freedom consists in their enjoying 
all the advantages of democracy, wdth 
I this superior prerogative borrowed from 

monarchy, that the severity of their laws 
may ])e relaxed without endangering the 
constitution. 

I In a monarchical state, in which the 

I constitution is strongest, the laws may be 

1 


relaxed without danger ; for though the 
people should be unanimous in the breach 
of any one in particular, yet still there is 
an effective power superior to the people, 
capable of enforcing obedience, whenever 
it may be proper to inculcate the law 
either towards the support or welfare 
of the community. 

But in all those governments where 
laws derive their sanction from the people 
alone, transgressions cannot be overlooked 
without bringing the constitution into 
danger. They who transgress the law in 
such a case are those who prescribe it, 
by which means it loses not only its in- 
fluence, but its sanction. In every republic 
the laws must be strong, because the con- 
stitution is feeble ; they must resemble an 
Asiatic husband, who is justly jealous, 
because he knows himself impotent. 
Thus, in Holland, Switzerland, and Genoa, 
new laws are not frequently enacted, but 
the old ones are observed with unremit- 
ting severity. In such republics, there- 
fore, the people are slaves to laws of their 
own making, little less than in unmixed 
monarchies, where they are slaves to 
the will of one subject to frailties like 
themselves. 

In England, from a variety of happy 
accidents, their constitution is just strong 
enough, or, if you wall, monarchical 
enough, to permit a relaxation of the 
severity of laws, and yet those laws still 
to remain sufficiently strong to govern the 
people. This is the most perfect state of 
civil liberty of which w'C can form any 
idea : here we see a greater number of 
laws than in any other country, while the 
people at the same time obey only such 
as are immediately conducive to the inte- 
rests of society ; several are unnoticed, 
many unknown! ; some kept to be revived 
and enforced upon proper occasions ; 
others left to grow* obsolete, even without 
the necessity of abrogation. 

There is scarcely an Englishman wdio 
does not almost every day of his life offend 
with impunity against some express law% 
and for which, in a certain conjuncture of 
circumstances, he would not receive puii- 
ishnient. Gaming-houses, -preaching at 
prohibited places, assembled crowfos, noc- 
: turnal amusements, public show's, and a 
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lumdred other instances, are forbid and 
frequented. These prohibitions are useful ; 
though it be prudent in their magistrates, 
and happy for the people, that they are 
not enforced, and none but the venal or 
mercenary attempt to enforce them. 

The law in this case, like an indulgent 
parent, still keeps the rod, though the 
child is seldom corrected. Were those 
pardoned offences to rise .into enormity, 
were they likely to obstruct the happiness 
of society, or endanger the state, it is then 
that justice would resume her terrors, 
and punish those faults she had so often 
overlooked with indulgence. It is to this 
ductility of the laws that an Englishman 
owes the freedom he enjoys superior to 
others in a more popular government : 
every step, therefore, the constitution 
takes towards a democratic form, every 
diminution of the regal authority, is, in 
fact, a diminution of the subject’s freedom; 
but every attempt to render the govern- 
ment more popular not only impairs natu- 
ral liberty, but even will at last dissolve 
the political constitution. 

Every popular government seems cal- 
culated to last only for a time ; it grows 
rigid with age ; new laws are multiplying, 
and the old continue in force ; the subjects 
are oppressed, burdened with a multi- 
plicity of legal injunctions ; there are none 
from whom to expect redress, and nothing 
but a strong convulsion in the state can 
vindicate them into former liberty: thus 
the people of Rome, a few great ones 
excepted, found more real freedom under 
their emperors, thougli tyrants, than they 
had experienced in the old age of the 
commonwealth, in which their laws were 
become numerous and painful, in which 
,new laws were every clay enacting, and 
the old ones executed with rigour. They 
even refused to be reinstated in their former 
prerogatives, upon an offer made them to 
this purpose ; for they actually found 
emperors the only means of softening the 
rigours of their constitution. 

The constitution of England is at pre- 
sent possessed of the strength of its native 
oak and the flexibility of the bending 
tamarisk; but should the people at any 
time, with a mistaken zeal, pant after an 
imaginary freedom, and fancy that abridg- 


ing monarchy was increasing their privi- 
leges, they would be very much mistaken, 
since every jewel plucked from the crown 
of majesty would only be made use of as 
a bribe to corruption : it might enrich the 
few who shared it among them, but would 
in fact impoverish the public. 

As the Roman senators, by slow and 
imperceptible degrees, became masters of 
the people, yet still flattered them with a 
I show of freedom, while themselves only 
were free: so it is possible for a body of 
men, while they stand up for privileges, to 
grow' into an exuberance of power them- 
; selves; and the public become actually 
: dependent, while some of its individuals 
■ only govern. 

i If then, my friend, there should in 
' this country ever be on the throne a king 
W'ho, through good nature or age, shoulci 
give up the smallest part of his prerogative 
to the people; if there should come a 
' minister of merit and popularity — but I 
j have room for no more. — Adieu. 

LETTER LI. 

To the same, 

As I was yesterday seated at breakfast 
' over a pensive dish of tea, my meditations 
' w'cre interrupted by my old friend and 
: companion, who introduced a stranger, 
dressed pretty much like himself. The 
gentleman made .several apologies for his 
visit, begged of me to impute his intrusion 
to the sincerity of his respect and the 
w'armth of his curiosity. 

I As I am very suspicious of my company 
I wdien I find them very civil wdthout any 
’ apparent reason, I answered the stranger s 
: caresses at first with reserve ; wdiich my 
I friend perceiving, instantly let me into 
my visitant’s trade and character, asking 
Mr. Fudge, whether he had lately pub- 
lished anything ne\v? I now conjectured 
that my guest w^as no other than a book- 
seller, and his answer confirmed my 
suspicions. 

“ Excuse me, sir,” says he, “ it is not 
the season ; books have their time as w^ell 
as cucumbers. I w'oiild no more bring 
out a new work in summer, than I would 
sell pork in the dog days. Nothing in 
jny way goes off in summer, except very 
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goods indeed. A review, a magazine, satisfied; I should be glad to see some 
or a sessions’ paper, may amuse a summer longer manuscript, a history or an epic 
reader; but all our stock of value we poem.” — Bless me,” cries the man of 
reserve for a spring and winter trade.” — industry, “now" you speak of an epic poem, 
“ I must confess, sir,” says I, “ a curiosity you shall see an excellent farce. Here it 


to know what you call a valuable stock, 
which can only bear a winter perusal.” — 


is ; dip into it where you wall, it will be 
found replete with true modern humour. 


“ Sir,” replied the bookseller, “ it is not j Strokes, sir; it is filled with strokes of 


my way to cry up my own goods; but, 
without exaggeration, [ will venture to 


wdt and satire in every line.” — “ Do you 
call these dashes of die pen strokes?” 


show with any of the trade : my books at 1 replied I ; “ for I must confess I can see no 


least have tiie peculiar advantage of being 
always new; and it is my way to clear 


other.” — “And pray, sir,” returned he, 
“ what do you call them? Do you see 


off my old to the trunk-makers every anything good now-a-days, that is not 
season. I have ten new title-pages now filled with strokes — and dashes?— Sir, a 
about me, which only want books to be well-placed dash makes half the wdt of 
added to make them the finest things in our writer's of modern humour. I bought 
nature. Others may pretend to direct a piece last season that had no other 
the vulgar; but that is not my waay; I merit upon earth than nine hundred and 
always let the vulgar direct me ; wdierever ninety-five breaks, seventy-two ha-ha’s, 
poj'uilar clamour arises, I always echo the three good things, and a garter. And yet 


million. For instance, should the people 
in general say that such a man is a rogue, 
I instantly give orders to set him down in 
print a villain ; thus every man buys the 
book, not to learn new sentiments, but to 
have the pleasure of seeing his own re- 


it played off^ and bounced, and cracked, 
and made more sport than a firework.” 
—“I fancy, then, sir, you were a con- 
siderable gainer?”— “ It must be owned 
the piece did pay ; but, upon the \\ hole, 
I cannot much boa.st of last winter’s suc- 


I'lected. “ But, sir,” interrupted I, ‘‘you | cess: I gained by two murders; but then 
speak as if }'ou yourself wrote tlie books | I lost by an ill-timed charity sermon. I 


you ]uiblished; may I be so hold as to j 
ask a sight of some of those intended ! 


was a considerable sufferer by my Direct 
Road to an Estate, but the Infernal Guide 


},>ublications v liich are shortly to surprise | brought me up again. Ah, sir, that was 
the worhi?” — “ As to that, sir,” replied 1 a piece touched off by the hand of a 
the talkative bookseller, “ I only draw! master; filled with good things from one 
out the plans myself; and tliough I ami end to the other. The author had nothing 
very cautious of communicating them to i but the jest in view ; no dull moral lurking 

any, yet, as in. the end I have a favour to j beneath, nor ill-natured satire to sour the 

ask, you shall sec a few of them. Hero, 1 reader’s good -humour ; he wisely con- 

sir, here they are; diamonds of the first ! sidered, that moral and humour at the 


vater, I assi 


Impriuiis., a trails- same time were quite overdoing the Inisi- 


lation of several medical precepts for the ness.” — “ To what purpose was the book 
use of such physicians as do not under- then published?” cried I. — “Sir, the 
stand Latin. /Av;/, the young c]erg}mian’s book was published in order to be sold; 
art of placing patches regularly, with a and no book sold better, except the criti- 
dissertation on the different manners of cisms upon it, which came out soon after : 
smiling without distorting the face. Item., of all kinds of writing, that goes off best 
the whole art of love made perfectly easy, at present ; and I generally fiisten a criti- 
by a broker of Change Alley. Item., cisni upon every selling book that is 
the proper manner of cutting blacklead published. 

pencils, and making crayons, by the Right “ I once had an author who never left 

Hon. the Earl of . /A’w, the muster- the least opening for the critics: close 

master-general, or the review of reviews.” was the word, always very right and very 
— “ Sir,” cried I, interrupting him, “my dull, ever on the safe side of an argument ; 
curiosity with regard to title-pages is | yet, with all his qualifications, incapable 
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of coming into favour. I soon perceived 
that his bent was for criticism ; and, as 
he was good for nothing else, supplied 
him with pens and paper, and planted 
him, at the beginning of every month, as 
a censor on the works of others. In 
short, I found him a treasure ; no merit 
could escape him : but what is most re- 
markable of all, he ever wrote best and 
bitterest when drunk,” — “But ai-e there 
not some works,” interrupted I, “that, 
from the very manner of their com- 
position, must be exempt from criticism ; 
particularly such as profess to disregard 
its laws V ” — “ There is no woi'k whatso- 
ever but he can criticise,” replied the 
bookseller j “ even though you wrote in 
Chinese, he would have a pluck at you. ! 
Suppose you should take it into your 
head to publish a book, let it be a volume I 
of Chinese letters, for instance ; write 
how you will, he shall show the world 
you could have written better. Should 
you, with the most local exactness, stick 
to the manners and customs of the 
country from whence you come; should 
yon confine yourself to the narrow limits 
of Eastern knowledge, and be perfectly 
simple and perfectly natural, he has then 
the strongest reason to exclaim. He may, 
with a sneer, send, you back to China for 
readers. He may observe that, after the 
first or second letter, the iteration of the 
same simplicity is insupportably tedious ; 
but the worst of all is, the public, in such 
a case, will anticipate his censures, and 
leave you, with all your iminstructive 
simplicity, to be mauled at discretion.” 

“ Yes,” cried I, “ but in order to avoid 
his indignation, and, what I .should fear 
more, that of the public, I would, in such 
a case, write with all the knowledge I 
wa.s master of. As I am not possessed of 
much learning, at least I would not sup- 
press what little I had ; nor would I 
appear more stupid than nature has made 
me.” — “ Here, then,” cries the bookseller, 
“we should have you entirely in our 
power : unnatural, un-Eastern, quite out 
of character, erroneously sensible, would 
be the whole cry. Sir, we should then 
hunt you down like a rat.” — “ Head of 
my father ! ” said T, “ sure there are but 
two ways ; the door must either be shut 


or it must be open. I must either be 
natural or unnatural.” — “ Be what you 
will, we shall criticise you,” returned the 
bookseller, “and prove you a dunce in 
spite of your teeth. But, sir, it is time 
that I should come to business. I have 
just now in the press a history of China ; 
and if you will but put your name to it as 
the author, I .shall repay the obligation 
with gratitude.” — “ What, sir ! ” replied 
I, “ put my name to a work which I have 
not written ? Never ! while 1 retain a 
proper respect for the public and myself.” 
The blimtness of my reply quite abated 
the ardour of the bookseller’s conversa- 
tion ; and, after about half an hour’s 
disagreeable reserve, he, with some cere- 
mony, took his leave and withdrew. — 
Adieu. 

LETTER LII. 

To ike same. 

In all other countries, my dear Fum 
Hoam, the rich are distinguished by their 
dress. In Persia, China, and most parts 
of Europe, those who are possessed of 
much gold or silver put some of it 
upon their clothes ; but in England 
those who carry much upon their clothes 
are remarked for having but little in their 
pockets. A tawdry outside is regarded 
as a badge of poverty ; and those who 
can sit at home, and gloat over their thou- 
sands in .silent satisfaction, are generally 
found to do it in plain clothes. 

This diversity of thinking from the 
rest of the world which prevails here I 
was at first at a loss to account for : but 
am since informed, that it was intro- 
duced by an intercourse between them 
and their neighbours, the P"rencli, who, 
whenever they came in order to pay these 
I islanders a visit, were generally very well 
j dressed, and very poor, daubed with lace, 

I but all the gilding on the outside. By this 
! means laced clothes have been brought 
I so much into contempt, that, at pre- 
; sent, even their mandarines are ashamed 
I of finery. 

I ^ I must own myself a convert to English 
j simplicity ; I am no more for ostentation 
I of wealth than of learning : the person 
^ who in company should pretend to be 
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wiser than others, I am apt to regard as 
illiterate and ill-bred ; the person whose 
clothes are extremely fine, I am too apt. 
to consider as not being possessed of any 
superiority of fortune, but resembling 
those Indians who are found to wear all 
the gold they have in the world in a bob 
at the nose. 

I was lately introduced into a company . 
of the best dressed men I have seen since 
my arrival. Upon entering tlie room, I 
was struck with awe at the grandeur of 
the different dresses. That personage, 
thought I, in blue and gold must be some 
emperor’s son ; that in green and silver 
a prince, of the Ijlood ; he in embroidered 
scarlet a prime minister ; all first-rate 
noblemen, I suppose, and well-looking 
noblemen too. I sat for some time with 
that uneasiness which conscious inferiority 
produces in the ingenuous mind, all at- 
tention to their discourse. However, I 
found their conversation more vulgar than 
I could have expected from personages of 
such distinction. If these, thought I to 
myself, lie princes, they are the most 
stupid princes I have ever conversed with : 
yet still I continued to venerate tlieir dress! 
for dress has a kind of mechanical influence 
on the mind. 

My friend in black, indeed, did not 
behave with the same deference, but con- 
tradicted the linest of them all in the 
most peremptory tones of contempt. But 
I had scarcely time to wonder at the 
imprudence of his conduct, when I found 
occasion to be equally surprised at the 
absurdity of theirs ■; for upon the entrance 
of a middle-aged mait, dressed in a cap, 
dirty shirt, and boots, the whole circle 
seemed diminished of their former im- 
portance, and contended who should be 
first to pay their obeisance to the stranger. 
They somewhat resembled a circle of 
Kalmucks offering incense to a bear. 

Eager to know the cause of so much 
seeming contradiction, I whispered my 
friend out of the room, and found that 
the august company consisted of no other 
than a dancing master, two fiddlers, and 
a third-rate actor, all assembled in order 
to make a set at country dances ; and the 
middle-aged gentleman whom I saw enter 
was a squire from the country, and 


desirous of learning the new manner of 
footing, and smoothing up the radiments 
of his rural minuet. 

I was no longer surprised at the au- 
thority which my friend assumed among 
them;, nay, was even displeased, (pardon 
my Eastern education, ) that he had not 
kicked every creature of them down 
stairs. ‘‘What,” said I, “shall a set of 
such paltry fellow^s dress themselves up 
like sons of kings, and claim even the 
transitory respect of hal f an hour ? There 
should be some law to restrain so mani- 
fest a breach of privilege ; they should go 
from house to house, as in China, with the 
instruments of their profession .strung 
round their necks; by this means we 
might be able to distinguish and treat 
them in a style of becoming contempt.” 
— “Hold, my friend,” replied my com- 
panion, “ were your reformation to take 
place, as dancing masters and fiddlers 
now mimic gentlemen in appearance, we 
should then hnd our fine gentlemen con- 
forming to theirs. A beau might be 
introduced to a lady of fashion, with a 
fiddle-case hanging at his neck by a red 
riband ; and, instead of a cane, might 
carry a fiddlestick. Though to be as 
dull as a first-rate dancing master might 
be used with proverbial justice : yet, dull 
as he is, many a fine gentleman sets him 
up as the proper standard of politeness ; 
copies not only the pert vivacity of liis 
air, but the fiat insipidity of his conversa- 
tion. In short, if you make a law against 
dancing masters imitating the fine gentle- 
man, you should with as much reason 
enact, that no fine gentleman shall imitate 
the dancing master.” 

After I had left my friend, I made 
towards home, reflecting as I went upon 
the difficulty of distinguishing men by 
their appearance. Invited, however, by 
the freshness of the evening, I did not 
return directly, but went to ruminate on 
what had passed in a public garden be- 
longing to the city. Here, as I sat upon 
one of the beiiches, and felt the pleasing 
sympathy which nature in bloom inspires, 
a disconsolate figure who sat on the other 
end of the seat seemed no way to enjoy 
the serenity of the season. 

His dress was miserable beyond de- 
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scription : a threadbare coat, of the rudest 
materials ; a shirt, though clean, yet 
extremely coarse ; hair that seemed to 
have been long unconscious, of the comb ; 
and all the rest of his equipage impressed 
with the marks of genuine poverty. 

As he continued to sigh and testify 
every symptom of despair, I was naturally 
led, from a motive of humanity, to offer 
comfort and assistance. You know my 
heart ; and that all who are miserable 
may claim a place there. The pensive 
stranger at first declined my conversation ; 
but at last perceiving a peculiarity in my 
accent and manner of thinking, he began 
to unfold himself by degrees. 

I now found that he was not so very 
miserable as he at first appeared ; upon my 
offering him a small piece of money, he 
refused my favour, yet without appearing 
displeased at my intended generosity. It 
is true, he sometimes interrupted the 
conversation with a sigh, and talked 
pathetically of neglected merit ; yet still 
I could perceive a serenity in his coun- 
tenance, that, upon a closer inspection, 
bespoke inward content. 

Upon a pause in the conversation I 
was going to take my leave, when he 
begged I would favour him with my 
company home to supper, I was sur- 
prised at such a demand from a person of 
his appearance, but, willing to indiilgecuri- 
osity, [ accepted his invitation ; and, though 
I felt some repugnance at being seen 
with one who appeared so very wretched, 
went along with seeming alacrity. 

Still, as he approached nearer home, his 
good humour proportionably seemed to 
increase. At last he stopped, not at 
the gate of a hovel, hut of a magnificent 
. , palace ! When I cast my eyes upon 

; all the sumptuous elegance which eveiy- 

where presented upon entering, and then 
! when I looked at my seeming miserable 

conductor, I could scarcely think that all 
this finery belonged to him; yet in fact 
it did. Numerous servants ran through 
the apartments with silent as.siduity ; 
several ladies of beauty, and magnificently 
dressed, came to welcome his return ; a 
most elegant supper w\as provided : in 
short, I found the person whom a little 
before I had sincerely pitied to be in 


reality a most refined epicure, — one who 
coiu’ted contempt abroad, in order to feel 
with keener gust the pleasure of pre- 
eminence at home. — Adieu. 

LETTER LIIL 

Fro7n the same. 

How often have we admired the elo- 
quence of Europe ! that strength of think- 
ing, that delicacy of imagination, even 
beyond the efforts of the Chinese them- 
selves. How were we enraptured with 
those bold figures which sent every senti- 
ment with force to the heart! How have 
we spent whole days together, in learning 
those arts by which European writers 
got within the passions, and led the 
reader as if by enchantment ' 

But though we have learned most of 
the rhetorical figures of the last age, yet 
there seems to be one or two of great use 
here, which have not yet travelled to 
China. The figures I mean are called 
Bauxlry and Pertness : none are more 
fashionable, none so sure of admirers ; 
they , are of such a nature, that the merest 
blockhead, by a proper use of them, shall 
have the reputation of a wit ; they lie 
level to the meanest capacities, and ad- 
dress those passions which all have, or 
would be ashamed to disown. 

It has been observed, and I believe 
with some truth, that it is very difficult 
for a dunce to obtain the reputation of a 
wit ; yet, by the assistance of the figure 
Bawdry, this may l;)e easily affected, and 
a bawdy blockhead often passes for a 
fellow of smart parts and pretensions. 
Every object in nature helps the jokes 
forward, without scarce any effort of the 
imagination. If a lady stands, something 
very good may be said upon that ; if slie 
happens to fall, with the help of a little 
fashionable pruriency, there are forty sly 
things ready on the occasion. But a 
prurient jest has always been found to 
give most pleasure to a few very old 
gentlemen, who, being in some measure 
dead to other sensations, feel the force of 
the allusion with double violence on the 
organs of risibility. 

An autlior who writes in this manner 
is generally sure, therefore, of having the 
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very old and the impotent among his 
admirers ; for these he may properly be 
said to write, and from these he ought 
to expect his reward ; his works being 
often a very proper succedaneum to can- 
tharides or an asafcetida pill. His pen 
should be considered in the same light 
as the squirt of an apothecary, both being 
directed to the same generous end. 

But though this manner of writing be 
perfectly adapted to the taste of gentle- 
men and ladies of fashion here, yet still 
it deserves greater praise in being equally 
suited to the most vulgar apprehensions, 
d’he very ladies and gentlemen of Benin 
oi Caffraria are in this respect tolerably 
polite, and might relish a prurienl joke 
of this kind with critical propriety ; 
piobably, too, with higher gust, as they 
wear neitlicr breeches nor petticoats to 
intcicept the application. 

It is certain I never could have thought 
the ladies here, biassed as they are by 
education, capable at once of bravely 
throwing off their prejudices, and not only 
applauding books in which this figure 
makes the only merit, but even adopting 
it in their own conversation. Yet so it 
is ; the pretty innocents now carry those 
books openly in their hands, which for- 
merly were Ivid under the cushion ; they 
now lisp their double meanings with so 
much grace, and talk over the raptures 
they bestow with such little reserve, that 
I am sometimes reminded of a custom 
among the entertainers in China, who 
think it a piece of necessary breeding to 
whet the appetites of their guests, by 
letting them smell dinner in the kitchen, 
liefore it is served iij) to table. 

The veneration we have for many things 
entirely proceeds from their being carefully 
concealed. Were the idolatrous Tartar 
])ermittcd to lift the veil which keeps his ! 
idol from view, it might be a certain 
method to cure his future superstition: 
with what a noble spirit of freedom, 
therefore, must that writer be possessed, 
who bravely paints things as they are, 
who lifts the veil of modesty, who dis- 
plays the most hidden recesses of the 
temple*, and shows the erring people that 
the object of their vows is either, perhaps, 
a mouse or a monkey ! 


However, though this figure be at pre- 
sent so much in fashion ; though the pro- 
fessors of it are so much caressed by the 
great, those perfect judges of literary ex- 
cellence ; yet it is confessed to be only a 
revival of what was once fashionable here 
before. There was a time when, by this 
very manner of writing, the gentle Tom 
D’Urfey, as I read in English authors, 
acquired his great reputation, and became 
the favourite of a king. 

The works of this original genius, 
though they never travelled abroad to 
China, and scarcely have reached pos- 
terity at home, were once found upon 
every fashionable toilet, and made the 
subject of polite, I mean very polite, con- 
versation. “lias your grace seen Mr. 
D’ U rfey’s last new thing, the Oylet Hole ? — 
a most facetious piece ! ” — “ Sure, my lord, 
all the world must have seen it ; D’Urfey is 
certainly the most comical creature alive. 
It is impossible to read his things and live. 
Was there ever anything so natural and 
pretty, as when the Squire and Bridget 
meet in the cellar? And then the diffi- 
culties they both find in broaching the 
beer barrel are so arch and so ingenious ! 
We have certainly nothing of this kind 
in the language.'' In this manner they 
spoke then, and in this manner they speak 
now ; for though the successor of D’Urfey 
does not excel him in wit, the world must 
confess he outdoes him in obscenity. 

There are several very dull fellows, 
who, by a few mechanical helps, sometimes 
learn to become extremely brilliant and 
pleasing; with a little dexterity in the 
management of the eyebrow.s, fingers, and 
nose. By imitating a cat, a sow and pigs, 
— by a loud laugh, and a slap on the 
shoulder,' — the most ignorant are furnished 
out for conversation. But the wntet 
finds it impossible to throw his winks, his 
shrugs, or his attitudes upon papei ; he 
may borrow some assistance, indeed, by 
printing his face at the title-page; but, 
without wit, to pass for a man of ingenuity, 
no other mechanical help but downright 
obscenity will suffice. By speaking of 
some peculiar sensations we are always 
sure of exciting laughter, for the jest does 
not lie in the writer, but in the subject. 

1. But Bawdry is often helped on by 
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anfjther figure, called Pertness; and few 
inclee(i are found to excel in one, that are 
not possessed of the other. 

As ill common conversation the best 
way to make the audience laugh is by first 
laughing yourself; so in writing the pro» 
perest manner is to show an attempt at 
humour, which will pass upon most for 
humour in reality. To effect this, readers 
must he treated with the most perfect 
familiarity : in one page the author is to 
make them a low bow, and in the next 
to pull them by the nose ; he must talk in 
riddles, and then send them to bed, in 
order to dream for the solution. He must 
speak of himself, and his chapters, and his 
manner, and what he would be at, and his 
own importance, and his mother’s impor- 
tance, with the most unpitying prolixity ; 
now and then testifying his contempt 
for all but himself, smiling without a 
jest, and without wit professing vivacity. 
--Adieu. 

LETTER ITV. 

From ihe sa me. 

Thouc^ii naturally pensive, yet I am fond 
of gay company, and take every opportu- 
nity of thus dismissing the mind from 
duty. From this motive I am often found 
in the centre of a crowd ; and wherever 
pleasure is to be sold, am always a pur- 
chaser. In those places, without being 
remarked by any, I join in whatever goes 
forward ; work my passions into a simi- 
litude of frivolous earnestness, shout as 
they shout, and condemn as they happen 
to disapprove. A mind thus sunk for a 
while below its natural standard is quali- 
fied for stronger llights, as those first 
retire who w'ould spring forward with 
greater vigour. 

Attracted by the serenity of the evening, 
my friend and I lately went to gaze upon 
the company in one of the public walks 
near the city. Here we sauntered together 
for some time, either praising the beauty 
of such as were handsome, or the dresses 
of such as had nothing else to recommend 
them. We had gone thus deliberately 
forward for some time, when, stopping on 
a sudden, my friend caught me by the 
elbow, and led me out of the public walk. 


I could perceive by the quickness of his 
pace, and by bis frequently looking be- 
hind, that he was attempting to avoid 
somebody who followed; we now turned 
to the right, then to the left ; as we went 
forward, he still went faster ; but in vain : 
the person whom he attempted to escape 
hunted us through every doubling, and 
gained upon us each moment, so that at 
last we fairly stood still, resolving to face 
what we could not avoid. 

Our pursuer soon came up, and joined 
us with ail the familiarity of an old ac- 
quaintance. “My dear Drybone,” cries 
he, shaking my friend’s hand, “ where have 
you been biding this half a century? Posi- 
tively I had fancied you were gone to 
cultivate matrimony and your estate in 
the country.” During the reply I had an 
opportunity of surveying the appearance 
: of our new companion : his hat was 
pinched up with peculiar smartness ; his 
looks were pale, thin, and sharp ; round 
his neck he wore a broad black riband, 
and in his bosom a buckle studded with 
glass ; his coat was trimmed with tar- 
nished twist ; he wore by bis side a sword 
with a black hilt ; and his stockings of 
silk, though newly washed, were grown 
yellow by long service. I was so much 
engaged wdth the peculiarity of his dress, 
that I attended only to the latter part of my 
friend’s reply, in which he complimented 
Mr. Tibbs on the taste of his clothes, and 
the bloom in bis countenance. “ Psha%v, 
pshaw, Will,” cried the figure, “no more 
of that, if you love me : you know I hate 
flattery, — on my soul I do ; and yet, to 
be sure, an intimacy. with the great will 
improve one’s appearance, and a course of 
venison will fatten ; and yet, faith, I de- 
spise the great as much as you do; but 
there are a great many damn’d honest 
fellows among them, and we must not 
quarrel with one half, because the other 
wants weeding. If they were all such 
as my Lord Mudler, one of the most good- 
natured creatures that ever squeezed a 
lemon, I should myself be among the 
number of their admirers. I was yester- 
day to dine at the Duchess of Piccadilly’s. 
My lord was there. ‘Ned,’ says he to 
me, ‘Ned,’ says he, ‘I’ll hokrgold to 
..silver I can tell where you were poaching 
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last night’ ‘ Poaching, my lord?’ says 
I : ‘faith, you have missed already ; for I 
staid at home, and let the girls poach for 
me. That’s my way : I take a fine woman 
as some animals do their prey — stand still, 
and, swoop, they fall into my mouth.”’ 

“ Ah, Tibbs, thou art a happy fellow,” 
cried my companion, with looks of infinite 
pity ; “ I hope your fortune is as much im- 
proved as your understanding in such com- 
pany?” — “Improved !” replied the other : 
“you shall know, — but let it go no farther 
—a great secret — five hundred a year to 
begin with — my lord’s word of honour for 
it. His lordship took me dowm in his own 
chariot yesterday, and we had a tete-alite 
dinner in the country, where we talked of 
nothingelse.”— I fancy you forget, sir,” 
cried I ; “you told us but this moment of 
your dining yesterday in town.” — “Did 
I say so?” replied he coolly; “to be sure, 
if I said so, it was so. Dined in town ! 
egad, now I do remember, I did dine in 
town ; but I dined in the country too ; 
for you must know, my boys, I eat two i 
dinners. By the by, I am grown as 
nice as the devil in my eating. I’ll tell 
you a pleasant affair about that : we w'ere 
a select party of us to dine at Lady 
Grogram’s, — an affected piece, but let it 
go no farther— a secret. — Well, there hap- 
pened to be no asafoetida in the sauce to 
a turkey, upon which, says I, I’ll hold a 
thousand guineas, and say done first, that 
— But, dear Drybone, you are an honest 
creature ; lend me half-a-crown for a 

minute or two, or so, just till ; but 

hearkee, ask me for it the next time we 
meet, or it may be twenty to one but I 
forget to pay you.” 

When he left us, our conversation na- 
turally turned upon so extraordinary a 
character. “His very dress,” cries my 
friend, “is not less extraordinary than, his 
conduct. If you meet him this day, you 
find him in rags ; if the next, in embroidery. 
With those persons of distinction of w'hom 
he talks so familiarly he has scarcely a 
coffeehouse acquaintance. Plowever, both 
for the interests of society, and perhaps for 
his own, Heaven has made him poor; 
and while all the world perceives his wants, 
he fancies them concealed from every eye. 
An agreeable companion, because he un- 


derstands flattery; and all must be pleased 
wdth the first part of his conversation, 
though all are sure of its ending witli 
a demand on their purse. While his youth 
countenances the levity of his conduct, he 
may thus earn a precarious subsistence ; 
but when age comes on, the gravity of 
which is incompatible with buffoonery, then 
will he find himself forsaken by all ; con- 
demned in the decline of life to hang upon 
some rich family whom he once despised, 
there to undergo all the ingenuity of studied 
contempt, to be employed only as a spy 
upon the servants, or a bugbear to fright 
the children into obedience.”— Adieu. 


LETTER LV. 

To the same, 

I AM apt to fancy I have contracted a new 
acquaintance whom it will be no easy 
matter to shake off. My little beau yes- 
terday overtook me again in one of the 
public walks, and slapping me on the 
shoulder, saluted me with an air of the 
most perfect familiarity. His dress was 
the same as usual, except that he had more 
powder in his hair, wore a dirtier shirt, 
a pair of temple spectacles, and his hat 
under his arm. 

As I knew him to be a harmless, amus- 
ing little thing, I could not return his 
smiles wdth any degree of severity : so wc 
walked forward on terms of the utmost 
intimacy, and in a few minutes discussed 
all the usual topics preliminary to particular 
conversation. The oddities that marked 
his character, however, soon liegan to 
appear; he bowed to several well-dressed 
persons, who, by their manner of return- 
ing the compliment, appeared perfect 
strangers. At intervals he drew out a 
pocket-book, seeming to take memoran- 
dums, before all the company, with much 
importance and assiduity. In this manner 
he led me through the length of the whole 
walk, fretting at his absurdities, and 
fancying myself laughed at not less than 
him by every spectator. 

When we were got to the end of our 
procession, “Blast me,” cries he, with an 
air of vivacity, “ I never saw the Park 
I so thin in my life before ! There’s no 
I company at all to-day ; not a single face 
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to be seen.” — “ No company ! ” intermpted 
I peevishly ',“110 company, where there is 
such a crowd ? why, man, there’s too much. 
What are the thousands that have been 
laughing at 11s but company?” — “ Lord, 
my dear, ” returned he, with the utmost 
good humour, “you seem immensely 
chagrined ; but, blast me, when the world 
laughs at me, I laugh at the world, and so 
we are even. My Lord Trip, Bill Squash 
the Creolian, and I, sometimes make a 
party at being ridiculous ; and so we say 
and do a thousand things for the joke’s 
sake. But I see you are grave, and if you 
are for a fine grave sentimental companion, 
you shall dine with me and my wife to-day ; 
i must insist on’t. I’ll introduce you to 
'Mrs. Tibbs, a lady of as elegant qiialihca- 
tions as any in nature ; she was bred, but 
that’s between ourselves, under the in- 
spection of the Countess of All-night. A 
charming body of voice ; but no more of 
that, — 'Slie will give us a song. Y ou shall 
see my little girl too, Carolina Wilhelmina 
Amelia Tibbs, a sweet pretty creature! 

I design her for my Lord Drumstick’s 
eldest son ; but tliat’s in friendship, let it 
go no farther : she’s but six years old, and 
yet she walks a minuet, and plays on the 
guitar immensely already. I intend she 
shall be as perfect as possible in every 
accomplishment. In the first place. I’ll 
make her a scholar : I’ll teach her Greek 
myself, and learn that language purposely 
to instruct her; but let that be a secret.” 

Thus saying, without waiting for a reply, 
he took me by the arm, and hauled me 
along. We passed through many dark 
alleys and winding ways ; for, from some 
motives tome unknown, he seemed to have 
a particular aversion to every frequented 
street : at last, however, we got to the 
door of a dismal-looking house in the 
outlets of the town, where he informed 
me he chose to reside for the benefit of i 
the air. | 

We entered the lower door, which i 
ever seemed to lie most hospitably open ; | 
and I began to ascend an old and creaking | 
staircase, when, as he mounted to show j 
me the way, he demanded whether I de- I 
lighted in prospects ; to which answering | 
in the affirmative, “ Then,” says he, I | 
shall show you one of the most charming [ 


in the world out of my window ; we shall 
see the ships sailing, and the whole coun- 
try for twenty miles round, tip top, quite 
high. My Lord Swamp would give ten 
thousand guineas for such a one ; but, as 
I sometimes pleasant iy tell him, I always 
love to keep my prospects at home, tiiat 
my friends may visit me the oftener.” 

By this time we were arrived as high as 
the stairs would permit us to ascend, till 
we came to what he was facetiously pleased 
to call the first floor down the chimney ; 
and knocking at the door, a voice from 
within demanded, “Who’s there?” My 
conductor answered that it was him. But 
this not satisfying the querist, the voice 
again repeated the demand ; to which, he 
answered louder than before ; and now the 
door was opened by an old woman with 
cautious reluctance. 

When we were got in, he welcomed me 
to his house with great ceremony, and turn- 
ing to the old woman, asked where w^as 
her lady ? “ Good troth,” replied .she, in a 
peculiar dialect, “ she’s washing your twa 
shirts at the next door, because they have 
taken an oath against lending out the tub 
any longer.” — “ My two shirts !” cried he 
in a tone that faltered with confusion ; 
“what does the idiot mean?” — “I ken 
what I mean weel enough,” replied the 
other ; “she’s washing your twa shirts at the 

ne.xt door, because .’’—“Fire and fury, 

no more of thy stupid explanations ! ” cried 
he ; “ go and inform her we have got com- 
pany. Were that vScotch hag,” continued 
he, turning to me, “ to be for ever in my 
family, she would never learn politeness"^, 
nor forget that absurd poisonous accent of 
hers, or testify the smallest specimen of 
breeding or high life ; and yet it is very 
.surprising too, as I had her from a par- 
liament man, a friend of mine from the 
Highlands, one of the politest men, in tlie 
world; but that’s a secret.” 

We waited some time for Mrs. Tibbs’ 
arrival, during which interval I had a full 
opportunity of suiTeying the chamber and 
all its furniture, which consisted of four 
chairs with old wrought bottoms, that he 
assured me were his wife’s embroidery ; 
a square table that had been once japan- 
ned ; a cmdle in one corner, a lumbering 
cabinet in the other ; a broken shepherdess. 


THE CITIZEH OE THE WORLD, 


177 



. 


and a mandarine without a head, were 
stuck over the chimney; and round the 
walls several paltry imframed pictures, 
which, he observed, were all his own 
drawing. “What do you think, sir, of 
that head in the corner, done in the man- 
ner of Grisoni? There’s the true keeping 
in it ; it is my own face, and though there 
happens to be no likeness, a Countess ! 
offered me an hundred for its fellow. I 
refused her, for, hang it, that would be 
mechanical, you know.” 

The wife at last made her appearance, 
at once a slattern and a coquette ; much 
emaciated, but still carrying the remains 
of beauty. She made twenty apologies for 
l)eing seen in such odious dishabille, but 
hoped to be excused, as she had staid out 
all night at the gardens with the Countess, 
who was excessively fond of the horns. 

“ And, indeed, my dear,” added she, 
turning to her husband, “his lordship 
drank your health in a bumper.” — “ Poor 
Jack!” cries he; “a dear good-natured 
creature, I know he loves me. But I 
hope, my dear, you have given orders for 
dinner ; you need make no great prepara- 
tions neither, there are but three of us ; 
something elegant and little will do, — a 

turbot, an ortolan, a .” — “ Or what do 

you think, my dear,” inten-upts the wife, 
“ of a nice pretty bit of ox-cheek, piping 
hot, and dressed with a little of my own 
sauce — “ The very thing !” replies he ; 
“ it will eat best with some smart bottled 
beer : but be sure to let us have the sauce 
his Grace was so fond of. I hate your 
immense loads of meat ; that is country 
all over ; extreme disgusting to those 
who are in the least acquainted with high 
life.” 

By this time my curiosity began to abate, 
and my appetite to increase : the company 
of fools may at first make us smile, but at 
last never fails of rendering us melancholy ; 
I therefore pretended to recollect a prior 
engagement, and, after having shown my 
respect to the house, according to the 
fashion of the English, by giving the old 
servant a piece of money at the door, I 
took my leave ; hlrs. Tibbs assuring me 
that dinner, if I stayed, would he ready at 
least in less than two hours. 


LETTER LVL 

From Fnm Hoam to A liangi^ the Discontented. 

W anderer. 

The distant sounds of music, that catch 
new sweetness as they vibrate through the 
long-drawn valley, are not more pleasing 
to the ear than the tidings of a far distant 
friend. 

I have just received two hundred of thy 
letters by the Russian caravan, descriptive 
of the'manners of Europe. You have left 
it to geographers to determine the site of 
their mountains and extent of their lakes, 
seeming only employed in discovering the 
genius, the government, and disposition of 
the people. 

In those letters I perceive a journal of 
the operations of your mind upon what- 
ever occurs, rather than a detail of your 
travels from one building to another ; of 
your taking a draft of this ruin, or that 
j obelisk ; of paying so many tomans for 
I this commodity, or laying up a proper store 
j for the passage of some new wilderness. 

I From your accounts of Russia, I learn 
that this nation is again relaxing into 
pristine barbarity ; that its great empei'or 
wanted a life of an hundred years more to 
bring about his vast designs. A savage 
people may be resembled to their own 
forests ; a few years are sufficient to clear 
away the obstructions to agriculture, but 
it requires many ere the ground acquires 
a proper degree of fertility : the Russians, 
attached to their ancient prejudices, again 
renew their hatred to strangers, and in- 
dulge every former brutal excess. So true 
it is, that the revolutions of wisdom are 
slow and difficult; the revolutions of folly 
or ambition precipitate and easy. “We 
I are not to be astonished,” says Confucius, 

I “that the wise walk more slowly in their 
I road to virtue, than fools in their passage 
I to vice; since passion drags us along, 
i while wisdom only points out the way.” 
j The German empire, that remnant of 
; the majesty of ancient Rome, appears, 

I from your accounts, on the eve of dissolu- 
tion. The niember.s of its vast body want 
every tie of government to unite them, and 
seem feebly held together only by their 
respect for ancient institutions. The very 
name of country and coiiutrymeu, which in 



THE CmZEn OP THE IVORLD.^ 


other nations makes one of the strongest 
bonds of government, has been here for 
time laid aside ; each of its inhabi- 
tants seeming more proud of being called 
the petty state which gives mm 
than, by the more well-known title 


may be regarded in the 
LSter and a feeble oppo- 
are now subject to 
ws of the empire, are only watching 
a proper occasion to fling oft the yoke , 
and those which are become too powedui 
to be compelled to obedience, now begin 
to think of dictating in their turn, ihe 
struggles in this state are, therefore, not 
in m*der to preserve, but to destroy, the 
ancient constitution : if one side succeeds, 
the government must become despotic ; it 
the other, several states will subsist with- 
out even nominal subordination but m 
either case the Germanic constitution will 
be no more. 

Sweden, on tlie contrary, though now 
seemingly a strenuous assertor of its liber- 
ties, is probalilv only hastening on to des- 
potism. Their senators, while they pretend 
to vindicate the freedom of the people, aie 
only establishing their own independence. 
The deluded people will, however, at last 
perceive the miseries of an aristociatical 
government ; they will perceive that the 
administration of a society of men Is ®vei 
painful than that of one only. I hey 
will fly from this most oppressive of all 
forms, where one single member is capable 
of controlling the whole, to take refuge 
under the throne, which will ever be atten- 
tive to their complaints. No people long 
endure an arislocratical government, when 
they can apply elsewhere for redress. 
The lower orders of people may be en- 
slaved for a time by a number of 
tyrants, but, upon the first opportunity, 
they will ever lake a refuge in despotism 
democracy. 

As the Swedes are making concealed 
approaches to despotism, the French, 
oh the other hand, are imperceptibly vin- 
dicating themselves into freedom. When 
I consider that those parliaments (the 
members of which are all created by the 
court, the presidents of which can act only 
immediate direction) presume even to 


I mention privileges and freedom, who, till 
I of late, received directions from the throne 
1 with' implicit humility; when this is con- 
sidered, I cannot help fancying that the 
' genius of freedom has entered that king- 
dom in disguise. If they have but three 
weak monarchs more successively on the 
throne, the mask will be laid aside, and 
the country will certainly once more be 

^^^\\nien I compare the figure which the 
Dutch make in Europe with that they 
assume in Asia, I am struck with surprise. 
In Asia, I find them the great lords of all 
the Indian seas; in Europe, the timid 
inhabitants of a paltry state. No longer 
the sons of freedom, but of avaiice; 
no longer assertors of their rights by 
courage, but by negotiations, fawning on 
those who insult them, and crouching 
under the rod of every neighbouring 
power. Without a friend to save them in 
distress, and without virtue to save them- 
selves, their government is poor, and their 
private wealth will serve but to invite some 
neighbouring invader. 

I long with impatience for your letters 
from England, Denmark, Holland, and 
Italy ; yet why wish for relations which 
only describe new calamities, which show 
that ambition and avarice are equally 
terrible in every region !•— Adieu. 


LETTER LVII. 

F7WH Lien Chi Altangiio Fnvi Boam, First 
President of the Cerenionicil Academy at 
Pekin in China. 

I HAVE frequently admired the manner of 
criticising in China, where the learned are 
assembled in a body to judge of every new 
publication ; to examine the merits of the 
work, without knowing the circumstances 
of the author ; and then to usher it into 
the world with proper marks of respect 
or reprobation. 

In England there are no such tribunals 
erected ; but if a man thinks proper to be 
a judge of genius, few will be at the pains 
I to contradict his pretensions. If any choose 
I to be critics, it is but saying they are 
i critics, and from that time forward they 
i become invested with full power and 
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authority over every caitiff who aims at 
their iastruction or entertainment. j 

As almost every member of society has, | 
by this means, a vote in literary trans- ; 
actions, it is no way surprising to find the j 
rich leading the way here, as in other i 
common concerns of life ; to see them | 
either bribing the numerous herd of voters ! 
by their interest, or browbeating them by j 
their authority. 

A great man says, at his table, that 
such a book is no had thing. Imme- 
diately the praise is carried off by five 
flatterers, to be dispersed at twelve diffe- | 
rent coffee-houses, from whence it circu- | 
lates, still improving as it proceeds, through I 
forty-five houses where cheaper liquors | 
are sold ; from thence it is carried away j 
by the honest tradesman to Ins own fire- j 
side, where the applause is eagerly caught | 
up by his wife and children, who have! 
been long taught to regard his judgment I 
as the standard of perfection. Thus, I 
when w^e have traced a wide-extended | 
literary reputation up to its original source, ! 
we shall find it derived from some great j 
man, who has perhaps received all his : 
education and English from a tutor of 
Berne or a dancing master of Picardy. 

The English are a people of good sense, 
and I am the more surprised to find them 
swayed in tlieir opinions by men who : 
often from their very education are incom- ; 
petent judges. Men who, being always ; 
i3red ill affluence, see the world only ou ' 
one side, are surely improper judges of. 
human nature. They may, indeed, de- i 
scribe a ceremony, a pageant, or a ball ; ; 
but how can they pretend to dive into the ' 
secrets of the human heart, who have been I 
nursed up only in forms, and daily behold i 
notliing but the same insipid adulation ! 
smiling upon every free? P'ewof them | 
have been bred in that best of schools, the ' 
school of adversity ; and, by what I can ' 
learn, fewer still have been bred in any 
school at all. 

From such a descrqition one would 
think that a droning duke, or a dowager 
duchess, was not possessed of more just 
pretensions to taste than persons of less 
quality ; and yet whatever the one or the 
other may write or praise shall pass for 
perfection, without farther examination. 


A nobleman has but to take a pen, ink, 
and paper, wiite away through three large 
volumes, and then sign his name to the 
title-page ; though the whole might have 
been befoi'e more disgusting than his own 
rent-roll, yet signing his name and title 
gives value to the deed, title being alone 
equivalent to taste, imagination, and 
genius. 

As soon as a piece, therefore, is pub- 
lished, the first questions are, Who is the 
author X Does he keep a coach ? Where 
lies his estate ? What sort of a table does 
he keep X If he happens to be poor and 
unqualified for such a scrutiny, he and his 
-works sink into irremediable obscurity, 
and too late he finds, that having fed upon 
turtle is a more ready way to fame, than 
having digested Tully. 

The poor devil against whom flash ion 
has set its face vainly alleges that he has 
i been bred in every part of Europe where 
I knowledge was to be sold ; that he has 
I grown pale in the study of nature and 
! himself. Flis works may please upon the 
I perusal, but his pretensions to fame are 
i entirely disregarded. He is treated like 
a fiddler, avhose music, though liked, is 
not much praised, because he lives by it ; 
while a gentleman performer, though the 
most wretched scraper alive, throws the 
: audience into raptures. The fiddler, in- 
I deed, may in such a case console himself 
; by thinking, that while the other goes off 
; with all the praise, he runs aw'ay with all 
. the money. But here the parallel drops ; 
i for while the nobleman triumphs in im- 
; merited applause, the autlior by profes- 
' sion steals off with — nothing, 
j The poor, therefore, here, who draw 
j their pens auxiliary to the laws of their 
i country, must think themselves very happy 
I if they find, not fame, but forgiveness : 

and yet they are hardly treated ; for as 
1 every country grows more polite, the press 
i becomes more useful, and writers become 
I more necessary as readers are supposed 
I to increase. In a polished society, that 
; man, though in rags, who has the power 
' of enforcing virtue from the press, is of 
I more real use than forty stupid brahmins, or 
I bonzes, or guebres, though they preached 
I never so often, never so loud, or never so 
' long. That man, though in rag?., who r'i? 
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capable of deceiving even indolence into 
wisdom, and who professes amusement, 
while he aims at reformation, is more 
useful in rehned society than twenty car- 
dinals, with all their scarlet, and tricked 
out in all the fopperies of scholastic finery. 


LETTER LVIII. 

To the same. 

As the Man in Black takes eveiy oppor- 
tunity of introducing me to such company 
as may serve to indulge my speculative 
temper, or gratify my curiosity, I was by 
his influence lately invited to a visitation 
dinner. To understand this term, you 
must know that it was formerly the cus- 
tom here for the principal priests to go 
about the country once a year, and examine 
upon the spot whether those ol subordi- 
nate orders did their duty, or were quali- 
fied for the task ; whether their temples 
were kept in proper repair, or the laity 
pleased ndth their administration. 

Though a visitation of this nature was 
very useful, yet it was found to be exceed- 
ingly troublesome, and for many reasons 
utterly inconvenient ; for as the principal 
priests were obliged to attend at court, in 
order to solicit preferment, it was impos- 
sible they could at the same time attend 
in the country, which was quite out of the 
road to promotion. If we add to this the 
gout, which has been, time immemorial, 
a clerical disorder here, together with 
the bad wine and ill-dresscd provisions 
that must infallibly be served up by the 
way, it was not strange tliat the custom 
has been long discontinued. At present, 
therefore, every head of the church, in- 
stead of going about to visit his priests, is 
satisfied if his priests come in a body once 
a yeai' to visit him ; by this means the 
duty of half a year is despatched in a day. 
When assembled, he asks each in turn 
how they have beluaved, and are liked, 
upon which those who have neglected 
their duty, or are disagreeable to their 
coiigregation, no doubt accuse themselves, 
and tell him all their faults, for which he 
reprimands them most severely. 

The thoughts of being introduced into 
n company of philosophers and learned 


men (for as such I conceived them) gave 
me no small pleasure. I expected our en- 
tertainment would resemble those senti- 
mental banquets so finely described by 
Xenophon and Plato ; I was hoping some 
Socrates would be brought in from the 
door, in. order to harangue upon divine 
love ; but as for eating and drinking, I had 
prepared myself to be disappointed in that 
particular. I was apprised that fasting 
and temperance were tenets strongly re- 
commended to the professors of Chris- 
tianity, and I had seen the frugality and 
mortification of the priests 'of the Ea-st; so 
that I expected an entertainment where 
we should have much reasoning and little 
meat. 

Upon being introduced, I confess I 
found no great signs of mortification in 
the faces or persons of the company. 
However, I imputed their florid looks to 
temperance, and their corpulency to a 
sedentary way of living. I saw several 
preparations, indeed, for dinner, but none 
for philosophy. The company seemed to 
gaze upon the table with silent expecta- 
tion ,* but this I easily excused. Men or 
wisdom, thought I, are ever slow or 
speech ; they deliver nothing unadvisedly. 
“Silence,” says Confucius, “is a friend 
that will never betray.” They are now 
probably inventing maxims or hard say- 
ings for their mutual instruction, when 
some one shall think proper to begin. 

My curiosity was now wrought up to the 
highest pitch. I impatiently looked round 
to see if any were going to interrupt the 
mighty pause, when at last one of the 
company declared that there was a sow 
in his neighbourhood that farrowed fifteen 
pigs at a litter. This I thought a very 
preposterous beginning; but just as an- 
other w’as going to second the remark, 
dinner was served, which interrupted the 
conversation for that time. 

The appearance of dinner, which con- 
sisted of a variety of dishes, seemed to 
diffuse new cheerfulness upon every face, 
so that I now expected the philosophical 
conversation to begin, as they improved 
in good humour. The principal priest, 
however, opened his mouth with only 
observing, that the venison had not been 
' kept enough, though he had given strict 
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orders for having it killed ten days before. 

“ I fear,” continued he, “it will be found 
to want the true heathy llavour ; you 
will find nothing of the original wildness 
in it.” A priest who sat next him having 
smelt it, and wiped his nose, “Ah, my 
good lord,” cries he, “you are too modest ; 
it is perfectly fine : everybody knows that 
nobody imderstands keeping venison with 
your lordslnp.” — “ Ay, and partridges, 
too,” interrupted another ; “ I never find 
them right anywhere else.” His lordship 
was going to reply, when a third took off 
the attention of the company, by recom- 
mending the pig as inimitable. “ I fancy, 
my lord,” continues he, “ it has been 
smothered in its own blood.”— “ If it has 
been smothered in its blood,” cried a 
facetious member, helping himself, “ we’ll 
now smother it in egg sauce. ” This poig- 
nant piece of humour produced a long 
loud laugh, which the facetious brother 
observing, and now that he was in luck, 
willing to second his blow, assured the 
company he would tell them a good story 
about that. “ As good a story,” cries he, 
bursting into a violent fit of laughter him- 
self, “as ever you heard in your lives. 
There was a farmer in my parisli who 
used to sup upon wild ducks and. llum- 

mery ; so this farmer ” — “ Doctor 

Marrowfat,” cries his lordship, inter- 
rupting him, “give me leave to drink 
your health.” “So being fond of wild 

ducks and flummery, ■” — “Doctor,” 

adds a gentleman wfiio sat next to him, 
“let me advise you to a wing of this 
turkey.” “So this fiirmer being fond 
— Hob and nob, Doctor ; which 
do you choose, white or red?” “So, 
being fond of wild ducks and flummery; 
— — ” — “ Take care of your band, sir, it 
may dip in the gravy.” The Doctor, now 
looking round, found not a single ej'e dis- 
posed to listen ; wherefore, calling for a 
glass of wine, he gulped dowm the disap- 
pointment and the tale in a bumper. 

The conversation now began to be little 
more than a rhapsody of exclamations : as 
each had pretty well satisfied his own 
appetite, he now found sufficient time to 
press others. “ Excellent ! the very thing! 
let me recommend the pig. Do but taste 
the bacon! never ate a better thing in 


my life ; exquisite ! delicious ! ” This 
edifying discourse continued through three 
courses, which lasted ns many liours, till 
every one of the company was unable to 
swallow or utter anything more. 

It is very natural for men who are 
abridged in one excess to break into some 
other. The clergy here, part icularly those 
who are advanced in yenrs, think, if tliey 
are abstemious witli regard to worn cm and 
wane, they may indulge their other appe- 
tites without censure. Thus some are 
found to rise in the morning only to a 
consultation with their cook about dinner, 
and, when that has been swallowed, make 
no other use of their faculties (if they have 
any) but to ruminate on the succeeding- 
meal. 

A debauch of wine is even more par- 
donable than this, since one glass insensibly 
leads on to another, and, instead of sating, 
w'hets the appetite. The progressive Steps 
to it are cheerful and seducing ; llie grave 
are animated, the melancholy relieved, 
and there is even classic autliority to coun- 
tenance the excess. Ihit in eating, after 
nature is once satisfied, every additional 
morsel brings stupidity and distempers 
with it, and, as one of their own poets 
expresses it, — 

The sftul subsides, and wickedly inclines 

To seem but mortal, e’en in <.ound divines. 

Let me suppose, after such a meal as 
this I have been descril^ing, while all the 
company are sitting in lethargic silence 
round the table, groaning under a load of 
soup, pig, pork, and bacon ; let me sup- 
pose, I say, some hungry beggar, with 
looks of want, peeping through one of 
the windows, and thus addressing the 
assembly : “ Prithee, pluck those napkins 
from your chins; after nature is satisfied, 
all that you eat extraordinary is my pro- 
perty, and I claim it as mine. It was given 
you in order to relieve me, and not to 
oppress yourselves. PI ow can they comfort 
or instruct others, who can scarce feel 
their own existence, except from the un- 
savoury returns of an ill-digested meal ? 
But though neither you nor the cushions 
you sit upon will hea. me, yet the world 
regards the excesses of its teachers with a 
prying eye, and notes their conduct -with 
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double sever ity, ” I know no other answer 
any one of the company could make to 
such an expostulation but this: “ Friend, 
you talk of our losing a character, and 
being disliked by the world ; well, and 
supposing all this to be true, what then ! 
wlio cares for the woiid? We’ll preach 
for the world, and the world shall pay us 
for preaching, whether we like each other j 
or not.” 

LETTER TJX. 

ProjK Ilinp^foto Lirn Chi A Itangi, hy ike way 
of Moscovlk 


Yon will probahly be pleased to see my | 
letter dr 'eel from Terki, a city which lies j 
beyond the bounds of the Persian empire : ! 
here, blessed with security, with all that i 
is dear, I double my raptures by commu- i 
nicating them to you : the mind sympa- | 
thising with the freedom of the body, my 
whole soul is dilated in gratitude, love, 
and praise. 

Yet, were my own happiness all that 
inspired mvprcseiit joy, myraptures might ; 
justly merit the imputation of self-interest; i 
but when I think that the beautiful Zelis j 



is also free, forgive my triumph when I i 
boast of having rescued from captivity the . 
most deserving object upon earth. ^ j 
You remember the reluctance she testi- 
fied at being obliged to many the tyrant | 
she hated. Her compliance at last was | 
only feigned, in order to gain time to try ! 
some future means of escape, louring 
the interval between her promise and the ; 
intended performance of it she came, un- 
discovered, one evening to the place where 
I generally retired after the fatigues of the 
day : her appearance was like that of an 
aerial genius, when it descends to minister 
comfort to undeserved distress ; the mild 1 
lustre of her eye served to banish my timi- i 
dity; her accents were sweeter than the : 
echo of some distant symphony. “Un- ' 
happy stranger,” said she, in the Persian j 
language, “ you here perceive one more 
.wretched than thyself ! All fliis solemnity | 
of preparation, this elegance of dress, and j 
the number of .my attendants, serve but to | 
increase niy miseries : if you have courage ■ 
to rescue an unhappy woman from ap- I 
proaching ruiiij and oar detested tyrant, i 


you may depend upon my future grati- 
tude.” I bowed to the ground, and she 
left me filled with rapture and astonish- 
ment. Night brought me no rest, nor could 
the ensuing morning calm the anxieties of 
my mind. I projected a thousand methods 
for her delivery ; but each, wben strictly 
examined, appeared impracticable : in this 
uncertainty the evening again arrived, and 
I placed myself on my former station, in 
hopes of a repeated visit. After some short 
expectation, the bright perfection again 
appeared : I bowed, as before, to the 
ground; when, raisingmeup, she observed 
that the time was not to be spent in useless 
ceremony ; she observed that the day fol- 
lowing was appointed for the celebration 
of her nuptials, and that something was 
to be done that very night for our mutual 
deliverance. I offered with the utmost 
humility to pursue whatever scheme she 
should direct : upon which she proposed 
that instant to scale the garden wall, adding 
that she had prevailed upon a fehiale slave, 
wlio v'as now waiting at the appointed 
place, to assist her with a ladder. 

Pursuant to this information, I led. her 
trembling to the place appointed; but, 
instead of the slave we expected to see, 
Mostadad himself was there awaiting our 
arrival : the wretch in w'hom we had con- 
fided, it seems, had betrayed our design 
to her master, and he now saw the most 
convincing proofs of her information. He 
was just going to draw his sabre, when a 
principle of avarice repressed his fury; 
and he resolved, after a severe chastise- 
ment, to dispose of me to another master ; 
in the meantime he ordered me to he con- 
fined in the strictest manner, and the next 
day to receive a hundred blows on the 
soles of my feet. 

When the morning came, T was led out 
in. order to receive the punishment, which, 
from the severity with which it is generally 
inflicted upon slaves, is worse even than 
death. 

A trumpet was to be the signal for the 
solemnization of the nuptials of Zelis, and 
for the infliction of my punishment. Each 
ceremony, to me equally dreadful, was just 
going to begin, when we were informed 
that a large body of Circassian Tartars 
had inyaded the town, and were laying all 
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in ruin. Every person now thought only 
of saving himself : I instantly unloosed 
the cords with which I was bound, and 
seizing a scimitar from one of the slaves, 
who had not courage to resist me, flew to 
the women’s apartment, where Zelis was 
confined, dressed out for the intended 
nuptials. I bade her follow me without 
delay, and, going forward, cut my way 
through the eunuchs, who made but a faint 
resistance. The whole city was now a 
scene of conflagration and terror; eveiy 
person was willing to save himself, un- 
mindful of others. In this confusion, 
.seizing upon two of the fleetest coursers 
in the stables of Mostadad, we fled north- 
ward towards the kingdom of Circassia. 
As there were several others flying in the 
same manner, we passed without notice, 
and in three days arrived at Terki, a city 
that lies in a valley within the bosom of the 
frowning mountains of Caucasus, Here, 
free from every apprehension of danger, 
we enjoy all those satisfixctions which are 
consistent %vith virtue : though I find my 
heart at intervals give way to unusual 
passions, yet such is my admiration for 
my fair companion, that I lose even ten- 
derness in distant re.spect. Though her 
person demands particular regard even 
among the beauties of Circassia, yet is her 
mind far more lovely. H 0 w very d ifferent 
is a woman who thus has cultivated her 
understanding, and been refined into deli- 
cacy of sentiment, from the daughters of 
the East, whose education is only formed 
to improve the person, and make them 
more tempting objects of prosritution.— 
Adieu. 

LETTER LX. 

Front ihe same. 

When sufficiently refreshed after the 
fatigues of our precipitate flight, my curi- 
osity, which had been restrained by the 
appearance of immediate danger, now be- 
gan to revive : I longed to know by what 
distressful accident my fair fugitive became 
a captive, and could not avoid testifying 
a surprise how so much beauty could be 
involved in the calamities from whence 
she had been so lately rescued. 

“Talk not of personal charms,” crie4 


she, with emotion, “since to them I owe 
every misfortune. Look round on the 
numberless beauties of the. country where 
we are, and see how ISiature has poured 
its charms upon every face ; and yet, by 
this profiision, Heaven would seem to 
show how little it regards such a blessing, 
since the gift is lavished upon a nation of 
prostitutes. 

“ I perceive you desire to know my story, 
and your curiosity is not so great as my 
impatience to gratify it : I find a pleasure 
in telling past misfortunes to an)' ; but when 
my deliverer is pleased with the relation, 
my pleasure is prompted by duty. 

“ I was born in a country far to the west, 
where the men are braver, and the women 
more fair, than those of Circassia ; where 
the valour of the hero is guided by wisdom, 
and where delicacy of sentiment points the 
shafts of female beauty. I was the only 
daughter of an officer in the anny, the 
child of his age, and, as he used fondly to 
express it, the only chain that bound him 
to the world, or made liis life pleasing. 
His station procured him an acquaintance 
with men of greater rank and fortune than 
himself, and his regard for me induced him 
to bring me into every flmiily where he 
was acquainted. Thus I was early taught 
all the elegancies and fashionable foilxles 
of such as the world calls imlitc, and, 
though without fortune myself, was taught 
to despise those who lived as if they were 
poor. 

My intercourse with the great, and my 
affectation of grandeur, procured me many 
lovers ; but want of fortune deterred them ’ 
all from any other views than those of 
passing the present moment agreeably, or 
of meditating my future ruin. In every 
company I found myself addressed in a 
warmer strain of passion than other ladies 
who were superior in point of rank and 
beauty ; and this I imputed to an excess 
of respect, which in reality proceeded 
from very different motives, 

“ Among the number of such as paid 
me their addresses was a gentleman, a 
friend of my father, rather in the decline 
of life, with nothing remarkable either in 
his person or address to commend him. 
Hisage, which was about forty ; his fortune, 
which was moderate, and barely sufficient 
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to support him, sei*ved to throw me off my 
guard : so that I considered him as the 
only sincere admirer I had. 

“ Designing lovers in the decline of life 
are ever "most dangerous. Skilled in all 
the weaknesses of the sex, they seize each 
favourable opportunity ; and by having 
less passion than youthful admirers, have 
less real respect, and therefore less timidity. 
This insidious wretch used a thousand arts 
to succeed in his base designs, all which I 
saw, but imputed to different views, be- 
cause I thought it absurd to believe the 
real motives. 

“ As he continued to frequent my father’s, 
the friendship between them became every 
flay greater ; and at last, from the intimacy 
witli which he was received, I w’'as taught ! 
to look upon him as a guardian and a 
friend. Though I never loved, yet I es- 
teemed him ; and this was enough to make 
me wish for an union, for which he seemed 
desirous, but to which he feigned several 
delays ; while, in the meantime, from a 
false report of our being married, every 
otlier admirer forsook me. 

I was at last, however, awakened from 
the delusion, by an account of his being 
just married to another young lady with a 
considerable fortune. This was no great 
mortification to me, as I had always 
regarded him merely from prudential 
motives ; but it had a very different effect 
upon my father, who, rash and passionate 
by nature, and, besides, stimulated by a 
mistaken notion of military honour, up- 
]>raided his friend in such terms, that a 
'challenge was soon given and accepted. 

“It was ab{)iit midnight when I was 
awakened by a message from my father, 
who desired to see me that moment. I 
rose with some surprise, and following 
the messenger, attended only by another 
servant, came to a field not far from the 
house, where I found him — the assertor 
of my honour, my only fifiend and sup- 
porter, the tutor and companion of my 
youth — lying on one side, covered over 
with blood, and just expiring. No tears 
streamed down my cheeks, nor sigh es- 
caped from my breast, at an object of such 
terror. I sat down, and supporting his 
aged head in my lap, gazed upon the ghastly 
visage with ah agony more poignant even 


than despairing madness. The servants 
were gone for more assistance. In this 
gloomy stillness of the night no sounds 
were heard but his agonizing respirations ; 
no object was presented but his wounds, 
which still continued to stream. With silent 
anguish I hung over his dear face, and 
with my hands strove to stop the blood as 
it flowed from his wounds : he seemed at 
first insensible, but at last, turning his 
dying eyes upon me, ‘ My dear, dear child,’ 
cried he ; ^ dear, though you have for- 
gotten your own honour and stained mine, 
I will yet forgive you: by abandoning 
virtue you have undone me and yourself ; 
yet take my forgiveness with the same 
compassion I wish Heaven may pity me.’ 
He expired. All my succeeding happiness 
fled with him. Reflecting that I was the 
cause of his death, whom only I loved upon 
earth — accused ofibetraying the honour of 
his family with his latest breath — conscious 
of my own innocence, yet without even a 
possibility of vindicating it — without for- 
tune or friends to relieve or pity me — 
abandoned to infamy and the wide cen- 
suring w-oiid, — I called out upon the dead 
body that lay stretched loefore me, and in 
the agony of my heart asked, why he could 
have left me thus? — ‘Why, my clear, my 
only papa, why could you min me thus 
and yourself for ever ? Oh, pity and re- 
turn, since there is none but you to comfort 
me !’ 

“ I soon found that I had real cause for 
sorrow ; that I w^as to expect no compassion 
from my owm sex, nor assistance from the 
other ; and that reputation was much more 
useful in our commerce with mankind, 
than really to deserve it. Wherever I 
came, I perceived myself received either 
with contempt or detestation ; or when- 
ever I was civilly treated, it was from the 
most base and ungenerous motives. 

“ Thus driven from the society of the 
virtuous, I was at last, in order to dispel 
the anxieties of insupportable solitude, 
obliged to take up with the company of 
those wiiose characters were blasted like 
my own \ but wiio perhaps deseiwed their 
infamy. Among this number w^as a lady 
of the first distinction, whose character the 
public thought proper to brand even with 
greater infamy than mine, A similitude of 



THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 



distress soon united us ; I knew that 
general reproach had made her miserable ; 
and I had learned to regard misery as an 
excuse for guilt. Though this lady had 
not virtue enough to avoid reproach, yet 
she had too much delicate sensibility not 
to feel it. She therefore proposed our 
leaving the country where we were born, 
and going to live in Italy, where our cha- 
racters and misfortunes would be unknown. 
With this I eagerly complied, and we soon 
found ourselves in one of the most charming 
retreats in the most beautiful province of 
that enchanting country. 

“ Had my companion chosen this as a 
retreat for injured virtue, an harbour where 
we might look with tranquillity on the 
distant angiy world, I should have been 
happy : but very different was her design ; 
she had pitched upon this situation only 
to enjoy those pleasures in private, which 
she had not sufficient effrontery to satisfy 
in a more open manner. A nearer ac- 
I quaintance soon showed me the vicious 
part of her character ; her mind, as well 
^ as her body, seemed formed only for plea- 
sure ; she was sentimental only as it served 
to protract the immediate enjoyment. 
Formed for society alone, she spoke infi- 
nitely better than she wrote, and wrote 
infinitely better than she lived. A person 
j devoted* to pleasure often leads the most 
i miserable life imaginable ; such was her 
case ; she considered the natural moments 
of languor as insupportable, passed all her 
; hours between rapture and anxiety ; ever in 
!![ an extreme of agony or of bliss. She felt 
! a pain as severe for want of appetite as 
; the starving wretch who w^ants a meal. In 

^ those intervals .she usually kept her bed, 

and rose only when in expectation of some 
new enjoyment. The luxuriant air of the 
country, the romantic situation of her 
palace, and the genius of a people whose 
only happiness lies in sensual refinement, 
all contributed to banish the remembrance 
^ of her native country. 

1 “ But though such a life gave her plea- 

: sure, it had a very different effect upon me ; 

I grew every day more pensive, and my 
melancholy w'as regarded as an in.sult upon 
her good humour. I now^ perceived my- 
j self entirely unfit for all society ; discarded 
I from the good, and detesting the infamous, 


I seemed in a state of war with every rank 
of people ; that virtue, which should have 
been my protection in the world, was here 
my crime ; in short, detesting life, I w’as 
detenu ined to become a recluse, to leave 
a w^orld where I found no pleasure that 
could allure me to stay. Thus determined, 

I embarked in order to go by sea to Rome, 
where I intended to take the veil : Vjut 
even in so short a passage my hard fortune 
still attended me ; our ship was taken by 
a Barbary corsair ; the wdiole crewq and I 
among the number, being made slaves. It 
carries too much the air of romance to 
inform you of my distresses or obstinacy 
in this miserable state ; it is enough to 
observe, that I have been bought by several 
masters, each of W'hom, perceiving my 
reluctance, rather than use violence, sold, 
me to another, till it was my happiness to 
be at last rescued by you.” 

Thus ended her relation, wliich I have 
abridged ; but as soon as w'e are arrived at 
Moscow”, for which w”e intend to set out 
.shortly, you shall be informed of all 
more particularly. In the meantime, the 
greatest addition to ray happiness will be 
to hear of youns. — Adieu. 

LETTER EXT. 

From Lien Chi Altangi io Hing^o. 

The new”s of your freedom lifts the load 
of former anxiety from my mind ; I can 
now think of my son without regret, 
applaud his resignation under calamities, 
and his conduct in extricating himself 
from them. 

You are now” free, just let loo.se from 
the bondage of a hard master : this is the 
crisis of your fate ; and as you now* manage 
fortune, succeeding life w”ill be marked 
with happiness or misery. A few^ years’ 
perseverance in prudence, W”hich at your 
age is but another name for virtue, w”ill 
ensure comfort, pleasure, tranquillity, es- 
teem ; too eager an enjoyment of every 
good that now offers, will reverse the 
medal, and present you W”ith poverty, 
anxiety, remorse, contempt. 

As it has been observed, that none are 
better qualified to give others advice, than 
those who have taken the least of it them- 
selves; so in this respect I find myself 
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perfedfly authorized to offer mine, even 
though should waive my paternal au^ 
thority upon this occasion. 

The most usual way among young men 
who have no resolution of their own is, 
first to ask one friend’s advice, and follow 
it for .some lime ; then to ask advice of 
another, and turn to that ; so of a third : 
still unsteady, always changing. How- 
ever, he assured, that every change of 
this nature is for the worse: people may 
tell you of your being unfit for some pe- 
culiar occupations in life; but heed them 
not; whatever employment you follow 
with perseverance and assiduity will be 
found fit for you ; it will be your support 
in youth, and comfort in age. In learning 
the useful part of every profession very 
moderate abilities will suffice ; even if the 
mind be a little balanced with stupidity, 
it may in this case be useful. Great abili- 
ties have always been less serviceable to 
the possessors than moderate ones. Life 
has been compared to a race ; but the allu- 
sion still improves by observing, that the 
most swift are ever the least manageable. 

To know one profession only, is enough 
for one man to hnow ; and this (whatever 
the professors may tell you to tlie contrary) 
is soon learned, lie contented, therefore, 
with one good employment; for if you 
understand two at a time, people wall 
give you business in neither. 

A conjurer and a tailor once happened 
to converse together. “Alas!” cries the 
tailor, “ what an unhappy poor creature 
am I ; if people .should ever take it in 
their heads to live without clothes, I am 
undone; I have no other trade to have 
recourse to.” — “ Indeed, friend, I pity you 
sincerely,” replies the conjurer; “ but, 
thank Heaven, things are not quite so bad 
with me; for if one trick should fail, I 
have a hundred tricks more for them yet. 
However, if at any time you are reduced 
to beggary, apply to me, and I will relieve 
you.” A famine overspread the land; the 
tailor made a shift to live, because his 
customers could not be without clothes; 
but the poor conjurer, with all his hundred 
tricks, could find none that had money to 
throw aw'ay : it was in vain that he pro- 
mised to eat fire, or to vomit pins; no 
single creature would reli<?ve him^ till he 


was at last obliged to beg from the very 
tailor whose calling he had formerly 
despised. 

There are no obstructions more fatal to 
fortune than pride and resentment. If 
you must resent injuries at all, at least 
suppress your indignation until you be- 
come rich, and then show away : the 
resentment of a poor man is like the efferts 
of a harmless insect to sting ; it may get 
him crushed, but cannot defend him. 
Who values that anger which is consumed 
only in empty menaces? 

Once upon a time, a goose fed its young 
by a pond side ; and a goose, in such tir- 
cumstances, is always extremely proud, 
and excessively punctilious. If any other 
animal, without the least design to offend, 
happened to pass tliat way, tlie goose was 
immediately at him. The pond, she said, 
was hers, and she would maintain a right 
in it, and support her honour, while she 
had a bill to hiss, or a wing to dutter. In 
this manner she drove away ducks, pigs, 
and chickens ; nay, even the insidious cat 
was seen to scamper. A lounging mastiff, 
how’ever, happened to pass by, and thought 
it no harm if lie should lap a little of the 
w’ater, as he was thirsty. The guardian 
goose 11 ew' at him like a fury, pecked at 
him with her beak, and flapped him with 
her feathers. The dog grew angry, and 
had twenty times a good mind to give her 
a sly snap ; but suppressing his indigna- 
tion, because his master w^as nigh, “A 
pox lake thee,” cries he, “ for a fool ! 
sure those wiio have neither strength nor 
w'eapons to fight, at least should be civil: 
that fluttering and hissing of thine may 
one day get thine head snapped off, luit 
, it can neither injure thy enemies, nor ever 
'protect thee.” So saying, he went for- 
w^ard to the pond, quenched his thirst in 
spite of the goose, and followed his master. 

Another obstruction to the fortune of 
youth is, that while they are wdlling to 
take offence ffiom none, they are also 
equally desirous of giving nobody offence. 
From hence they endeavour to please all, 
comply with every request, attempt to suit 
themselves to every company, have no 
will of their own, but, like wa.\, catch 
eveiy contiguoius impression. By thus 
attempting to give universal satisfaction, 
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they at last find themselves miserably dis- 
appointed : to bring the generality of 
admirers on our side, it is sufficient to 
attempt pleasing a very few. 

A painter of eminence was once' re- 
solved to finish a piece which should 
please the whole world. When, there- 
fore, he had drawn a picture, in which 
his utmost skill was exhausted, it was 
exposed in the public market-place, with 
directions at the bottom for every spec- 
tator to mark with a brush, which lay by, 
every limb and feature which . seemed 
erroneous. The spectators came, and in 
general applauded; but each, willing to 
show his talent at criticism, marked what- 
ever he thought proper. At evening, 
when the .painter came, he was mortified 
to find the whole picture one universal j 
blot' — not a single stroke that was not 
stigmatized with marks of disapprobation : 
not satisfied with this trial, the next day 
he was resolved to try them in a different 
manner, and, exposing his picture as be- 
fore, desired that every spectator would 
mark those beauties he approved or ad- 
mired, The people complied; and the 
artist returning, found his picture replete 
with the marks of beauty every stroke 
that had been yesterday condemned, now I 
received the character of approbation. | 
“Well,” cries the painter, “ I now find I 
that the best way to please one half of ; 
the world, is not to mind what the other 
half says ; since what are faults in the | 
eyes of these, shall be by those regarded 
as beauties.” — Adieu. 

LETTER LXII. 

To the satne. 

A CHARACTER, such as you have repre- 
sented that of your fair companion, which 
continues virtuous, though loaded with 
infamy, is truly gi*eat. Many regard virtue 
because it is attended with applause ; your 
favourite only for the internal pleasure it 
confers. I have often wished that ladies 
like her were proposed as models for 
female imitation, and not such as have 
acquired fame by qualities repugnant to 
the natural softness of the sex. 

Women famed for their valour, their 
skill in politics,^ or their learning, leave 


the duties of their own sex, in order to 
invade the privileges of ours, I can no 
more pardon a fair one for endeavouring 
to wdeld the club of Hercules, than I 
could him for attempting to twirl her 
distaff. 

The modest virgin, the prudent wife, 
or the careful matron, are much more 
serviceable in life than petticoated phi- 
losophers, blustering heroines, or virago 
queens. She who makes her husband 
and her children happy, who reclaims the 
one from vice, and trains up the other to 
virtue, is a much greater character than 
ladies described in romance, whose whole 
occupation is to murder mankind with 
shafts from their quiver or their eyes. 

Women, it has been observed, are not 
naturally formed for great cares them- 
selves, but to soften ours. Their tender- 
ness is the proper reward for the dangers 
we undergo for their preservation; and 
the ease and cheerfulness of their con- 
versation, our desirable retreat from the 
fatigues of intense application. They are 
confined within the narrow limits of do- 
mestic assiduity: and, when they stray 
beyond them, they move beyond their 
sphere, and consequently without grace. 

Fame, therefore, has been very unjustly 
dispensed among the female sex. Those 
who least deserved to be remembered, 
meet our admiration and applause ; while 
many, who have been an honour to 
humanity, are passed over in .silence. 
Perhaps no age has produced a stronger 
instance of misplaced fame than the 
present : the Semiramis and the Thalcstris 
of antiquity are talked of, while a modern 
character, infinitely greater than either, is 
unnoticed and unknown. 

1 Catharina Alexowna, born near Berpat, 

a little city in Livonia, was heir to no 
other inheritance than the virtues and 
frugality of her paren ts. H er father being 
dead, she lived with her aged mother m 
their cottage covered with straw ; and 
both, though very poor, were very con- 
; tented. Here, retired from the gaze of 
I the world, by the labour of her hands 
i she supported her parent, who was now 
incapable of supporting herself. While 
Catharina spun, the old woman would sit 
by and r^ad some book of devotion ; thus, 
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when the fatigues of the clay were oyer, ! 
both would sit down contentedly by their ; 
fireside, and enjoy the frugal meal with j 
vacant festivity. 

Though her face and person were models 1 
of perfection, yet her whole attention i 
seemed bestov/ed upon her mind; her 
mother taught her to read, and an old 
I.aitlieran minister instructed her in the 
maxims and duties of religion. Nature 
had furnished her, not only with a ready, 
but a solid turn of thought, not only with 
a strong, but a right understanding. Such 
truly female accomplishments procured 
lier several solicitations of marriage from 
the peasants of the country ; but their offers 
were refused ; for she loved her mother too 
tenderly to think of a separation. 

Catharina was fifteen when her mother 
died ; she now therefore left her cottage, 
and went to live with the Lutheran minister, 
by whom she had been instructed from her 
childhood. In his house she resided in 
cjuality of governess to his children, at 
once reconciling in Iier character unerring 
prudence with surprising vivacity. 

The old man, who regarded her as one 
of his own children, liacl her instructed in 
dancing and music by the masters who 
attended the rest of his family ; thus she 
continued to improve till he died, by which | 
accident she was once more reduced to 
pristine poverty. The country of Livonia 
was at this time wasted by war, and lay 
in a most miserable state of desolation. 
Those calamities are ever most heavy upon 
the poor; wherefore Catharina, thongli 
possessed of so many accomplishments, ex- 
perienced all the miseries of hopeless indi- 
gence. Provisions becoming every day more 
scarce, and her private stock being entirely 
exhausted, slie resolved at last to travel to 
Marienbiirgh, a city of greater plenty. 

With her scanty wardrobe packed up in 
a wallet, she set out on her journey on foot : 
she was to walk through a region miser- 
able by nature, but rendered still more 
hideous by the Swedes and Russians, \vho, 
as each happened to become masters, 
plundered it at discretion : but hunger had 
taught her to despise the dangers and 
fatigues of the ivay. 

One evening upon her journey, as she 
had entered a cottage by the wayside, to 


take up her lodging for the night, she was 
insulted by two Swedish soldiers, who in- 
sisted upon qualifying her, as they termed 
it, “to follow the camp.” They might 
probably have carried their in suits into 
violence, had not a subaltern officer, acci- 
dentally passing by, come in to her assist- 
ance: upon his appearing, the soldiers 
immediately desisted; but her thankfulness 
was hardly greater than her surprise, when 
she instantly recollected in her deliverer, 
the son of the Lutheran minister, her 
former instructor, benefactor, and friend. 

This was an happy interview for Calha- 
riiia: the little stock of money she had 
brought from home was by this time quite 
exhausted ; her clothes were gone, piece 
by piece, in order to satisfy those who had 
entertained her in their houses : her gene- 
rous countryman, therefore, parted with 
wdiat he could spare, to buy her clothes, 
furnished her with a horse, and gave her 
letters of recommendation to Mr. Gluck, 
a faithful friend of his hither’s, and super- 
intendent at Marienbiirgh. 

Our beautiful slraiig(;r had only to 
appear to be well reccivetl ; she was im- 
mediatedy admitted into the superinten- 
dent’s family, as governess to his two 
daughters ; and though yet but seventeen, 
showed herself capable of instructing her 
sex, not only in I'irtue, but politeness. 
Such was her good sense and beauty, that 
her master himself in a short lime offered 
her his hand, which, to his great surprise, 
she thought proper to refuse. Actuated 
by a principle of gratitude, she was resolved 
to marry her deliverer onh', even Ihougli 
he had lost an arm, and ivas otherwise 
disfigured by wounds in the service. 

In order, therefore, to prevent further 
solicitations from others, as soon as the 
officer came to town upon duty, she offered 
him her person, which he accepted wdth 
transport, and their nuptials were solem- 
nized as usual. But all the lines of her 
fortune were to be striking : the very day 
on which they were married, the Russians 
laid siege to Marienhurgh. The unhappy 
soldier had now no time to enjoy the ivell- 
earned pleasures of matrimony; he was 
called off, before consummation, to an 
attack, from which he was never after seen 
to return. 
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In tlie meantime the siege went on with 
fury, aggravated on one side by obstinacy, 
on the other by revenge. This war between 
the two northern powers at that time was 
truly barbarous ; tire innocent peasant, and 
the harndess virgin, often shared the fate 
of the soldier in arms. Marienlrurgh was 
takeir by assault ; and such was the fury 
of the assailants, that not only the garri- 
son, but almost all the inhabitants, men, 
women, and children, were put to the 
sword: at length, when the carnage was 
pretty well over, Catharina was found hid 
in an oven. 

She had been hitherto poor, but still 
was free ; she was now to conform to her 
hard fate, and learn what it was to be a 
slave : in this situation, however, she be- 
haved with piety and humility ; and though 
misfortunes had abated her vivacity, yet 
she was cheerful. The fame of her merit 
and resignation reached even Prince Men- 
zikoff, the Russian general ; he desired 
to see her, was struck with her beauty, 
bought her from the soldier her master, 
and placed her under the direction of his 
own sister. Here she was treated with 
all the respect which her merit deserved, 
while her beauty every day improved with 
her good fortune. 

She had not been long in this situation, 
when Peter the Great, paying the Prince 
a visit, Catharina happened to come in 
with some dry fruits, which she served 
round with peculiar modesty. The mighty 
monarch saw, and u'as struck with her 
beauty. He returned the next day, called 
for the beautiful slave, asked her several 
questions, and found her understanding 
even more perfect than her person. 

He had been forced, when young, to 
marry from motives of interest ; he was 
now resolved to marry pursuant to his own 
inclinations. He immediately inquired 
the history of the fair Livonian, Avho was 
not yet eighteen. He traced her through 
the vale of obscurity, through all the vicis- 
situdes of her fortune, and found her truly 
great in them ail. The meanness of her 
birth was no obstruction to his design ; 
their nuptials were solemnized in pri- 
vate ; the Prince assuring his courtiers that 
virtue alone was the properest ladder to 
a throne. 


We now see Catharina, from the low 
mud- walled cottage, empress of t he greatest 
kingdom upon earth. The poor solitary 
wanderer is now surrounded by thousands, 
who find happiness in her smile. She, 
w'ho formerly wanted a meal, is now 
capable of diffusing plenty upon whole 
nations. To her fortune she owed a part 
of this pre-eminence, but to her virtues 
more. 

She ever after retained those great quali- 
ties which first placed her on a throne ; 
and while the extraordinary prince, her 
husband, laboured for the reformation of 
his male subjects, she studied in her turn 
the improvement of lier own sex. She 
altered their dresses, introduced mixed 
assemblies, instituted an order of female 
kniglithood; and at length, when she had 
greatly filled all the stations of empress, 
friend, wife, and mother, bravely died 
without regret, regretted by all.-— Adieu. 

LETTER LXIII. 

From Lieu Chi Altangi to Fum Hoam^ First 

President of ike Ceremonial Academy at 

Pekin in China, 

In every letter I expect accounts of some 
new revolutions in China, some strange 
occurrence in the state, or disaster among 
my private acquaintance. I open every 
packet with tremulous expectation, and am 
agreeably disappointed when I find my 
friends and my country continuing in 
felicity. I wander, but they are at rest ; 
they suffer few changes but what pass in 
my own restless imagination : it is only 
the rapidity of my own motion gives an 
imaginary swiftness to objects which are 
in some measure immoveable. 

Yet believe me, my friend, that even 
China itself is imperceptibly degenerating 
from her ancient greatness : her laws are 
now more venal, and her merchants are 
more deceitful than formerly ; the very arts 
and sciences liave run to decay. Observe 
the carvings on our ancient bridges, figures 
that add grace even to nature : there is not 
an artist now in all the empire that can 
imitate their beauty. Our manufacturers 
in porcelain, too, are inferior to what w’e 
once W'ere famous for ; and even Europe 
now begins to excel us. There was a 
time w'hen China was the receptacle of 


I 



THE CITIZEN QE THE WORLD. 


m 


4 


i 


I 

f 


f 


acquisitions. Providence lias indulged the 
woild with a period of almost four hundred 
years’ refinement ; does it not now by de- 
gret^s sink us into our former ignorance, 
Icai ing us only the love of wisdom, while 
it deprives us of its advantages? — Adieu, 

LETTER LXIV. 

Tt) the same. 

Till': princes of Europe have found out a 
manner of rewarding their subjects who 
hav(^ behaved well, by presenting them 
with about two yards of blue riband, which 
is worn about the shoulder. They who are 
honoured with this mark of distinction are 
called knights, and the king himself is 
always the head of the order. This is a 
very ' frugal method of recompensing the 
mosc important services ; and it is very 
fortunate for kings that their subjects are 
satisfied with, such trifling rewards. 
vShonld a nobleman hapjien to lose his 
leg ill a battle, the king presents him with 
two yards of riband, and he is paid for 
the loss of his limb. Should an ambas- 
sador spend all his jiatcrnal fortune in 
supporting the hoiujur of his country 
abroad, tlie king presents him with two 
yards of riband, which is to be considered 
as mi ef'|uivalent to his estate. In short, 
while an Eunqican king lias a yard of blue 
or green ril.)nnd left, he need he under 
no apprehensions of wanting statesmen, 
generals, and soldiers. 

I cannot sufficiently admire those king- 
doms in which men with large patrimonial 
estates are willing thus to undergo real 
hardships for empty favours. A person, 
already possessed of a competent fortune, 
who undertakes to enter the career of 
ambition, feels many real inconveniences 
from his station, while it procures him no 
real happiness that he was not possessed 
of before. He could eat, drink, and 
sleep, before he became a courtiei’, as 
well, perhaps better, than when invested 
with his authority. He could command 
flatterers in a private station, as well 
as ir his public capacity, and indulge 
at home every favourite inclination, 
iincensured and unseen by the people. 

What real good, then, does an addition 
to a fortune already sufficient procure? 


Not any. Could the great man, by having 
his fortune increased, increase also his 
appetites, then prccctlence might be 
attended with real amusement. 

Was he, by having his one thousand 
made two, thus enabled to enjoy two 
wives, or eat two dinners, then indeed he 
might be excused for undergoing some 
pain in order to extend the sphere of his 
enjoyments. But, on the contraiy', he 
finds his desire for pleasii re often lessen, 
as he takes pains to be able to improve it ; 
and his capacity of enjoyment diminishes 
as his fortuiie happens to increase. 

Instead, therefore, of regarding tlie 
great with envy, I generally consider 
them with some share of compassion. 

I look Upon them as a set of good- 
natured, misguided people, who are in- 
debted to us, and not to themselves, for 
all the happiness they enjoy. For our 
pleasure, and not their own, they sweat 
under a cumbrous heap of finery ; for our 
pleasure, the lacqiiied train, the slow- 
parading pageant, with all the gravity of 
grandeur, moves in review : a single coat, 
or a single footman, answers all the ])ur- 
poses of the most indolent refinement as 
well ; and those who liavc twenty, may be 
said to keep one for their own pleasure, 
and the other nineteen merely for ours. 
vSo true is the observation of Confucius, 

^ “That we take greater pains to persuade 
others that we are happy, than in en- 
deavouring to think so ourselves.” 

But though this desire of being seen, ol 
being made the subject of discourse, and 
of supporting the dignities of an exalted 
station, be troublesome enough to the 
ambitious, yet it is well for society that 
there are men thus willing to exchange 
ease and safety for danger and a riband. 
We lose nothing by their vanity, and it 
would be unkind to endeavour to deprive 
a child of its rattle. If a duke or a 
duchess are willing to carry a long train 
for our entertainment, so much the worse 
for themselves ; if they choose to exhibit 
in public, with a hundred lacquies and 
manielukes in their equipage, for our enter- 
tainment, still so much the worse for them- 
selves ; it is the spectators alone who give 
and receive the pleasure ; they only are 
the sweating figures that swell the pageant. 
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A mandarine, wlio took much pride in 
appearing with a number of jewels on 
e\’eiy part of his robe, was once accosted 
by an old sly bonze, who, following him 
through several streets, and bowing often 
to the ground, thanked him for his jewels. 

What does the man mean cried the 
mandarine. “Friend, I never gave thee 
any of my jewels.”— •“ No,” replied the 
other ; “ but you have let me look at 
them, and that is all the use you can make 
of them yourself; so there is no difference 
between us, except that you have the 
trouble of watching them, and that is 
an employment I don’t much desire.” — 
Adieu. 

LETTER LXV 


Though not very fond of seeing a pageant 
myself, yet I am generally pleased with 
being in the crowd which sees it : it is 
amusing to observe the effect which such 
a spectacle has upon the variety of faces ; 
the pleasure it excites in some, the envy 
in others, and the wishes it raises in all. 
With this design I lately went to see the 
entry of a foreign ambassador, resolved to 
make one in the mob, to shout as they 
shouted, to fix with earnestness upon the 
same frivolous objects, and participate for 
a while the pleasures and the wishes of 
the vulgar. 

Struggling here for some time, in order 
to be first to see the cavalcade as it passed, 
some one of the crowd unluckily happened 
to tread upon my shoe, and tore it in such 
a manner, that I was utterly unqualified 
to march forward with the main body, 
and obliged to fall back in the rear. Thus 
rendered incapable of being a spectator of 
the show myself, I was at least willing to 
observe the spectators, and limped behind 
like one of the invalids which follow the 
march of an army. 

In this plight, as I was considering the 
eagerness that appeared on every face, 
how some bustled to get foremost, and 
others contented themselves with taking a 
transient peep when they could ; how 
some praised the four black servants that 
were stuck behind one of the equipages, 
and some the ribands that decorated the 


horses’ necks in another, my attention 
was called off to an object more extra- 
ordinary than any I had yet seen. A poor 
cobbler sat in his stall by the wayside, 
and continued to work, while the crowd 
passed by, without testifying the smallest 
share of euriosity. I own his want of 
attention excited mine ; and as I stood in 
need of liis assistance, I thought it best 
to employ a philosophic cobbler on this 
occasion. Perceiving my business, there- 
fore, he desired me to enter and sit down, 
took my shoe in his lap, and began to 
mend it with his usual indifference and 
taciturnity. 

“Ho%v, my friend,” said I to him, “can 
you continue to work, while all those fine 
things are passing by your door ? ” “ V ery 
fine they are, master, ” returned the cobbler, 
“for those that like them, to be sure; but 
what are all those fine things to me^ 
You don’t know wliat it is to be a cobbler, 
and so much the better for yourself. Y our 
bread is baked : you may go and see sights 
the whole day, and eat a warm supper 
when you come home at night ; but for 
me, if I should run hunting after all these 
fine folk, what should I get by my journey 
but an appetite, and, God help me ! I have 
too much of that at home already, without 
stirring out for it. Y our people, who may 
eat four meals a day and a supper at night, 
are but a bad example to such a one as I. 
No, master, as God has called me into this 
world in order to mend old shoes, I have 
no business with fine folk, and they no 
business with me.” I here interrupted 
him with a smile. “ See this last, master,” 
continues he, “and this hammer ; this last 
and hammer are the two best friends 
I have in this world ; nobody else will be 
my friend, because I want a friend. The 
great folks you saw pass by just now have 
five hundred friends, because they have no 
occasion for them: now, while I stick to 
my good friends here, I am very contented ; 
but when I ever so little run after sights 
and fine things, I begin to hate my work ; 
I grow sad, and have no heart to mend 
shoes any longer. ” 

This discourse only served to raise my 
curiosity to know more of a man whom 
nature had thus'formed into a philosopher. 
, I therefore insensibly led him into a history 
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of his adventures; “I have lived,” said ; 
he, wandering sort of a life now five ! 
and fifty years, here to-day, and gone to- ! 
morrow ; for it was my misfortune, when | 

I ' I was young, to be fond of changing.” — | 

I “You have been a traveller, then, I pre- j 

; sume,” interrupted — -“ I cannot boast 

f much of travelling, ” continued he, “for I | 

I have never left the parish in which I was : 

I born but three times in my life, that I can i 

remember; but then there is not a street 
' in the whole neighbourhood that I have 

I not lived in, at some time or another. 

When I began to settle and to take to my 
business in one street, some unforeseen 
misfortune, or a desire of trying my luck 
elsewhere, has removed me, perhaps a ' 
whole mile away from my former cus- 
tomers, while some more lucky cobbler 
■would come into my place, and make a 
handsome fortune among friends of my 
making : there was one who actually died 
in a stall that I had left worth seven pounds 
I seven shillings, all in hard gold, which he 

I had cpiilted into the waistband of his 

s breeches.” 

' I could not but smile at these migrations 

\ of a man by the fireside, and continued to 

i ask if he had ever been married. “Ay, 

5 that I have, master,” replied he, “for six- 

r teen long years ; and a weary life I had 

* of it. Heaven knows. My wife took it 

> into her head, that the only way to thrive 

; in this world was to save money ; so, 

I though our comings-in were but about 

i three shillings a week, all that ever she 

could lay her hands upon she used to hide 
away from me, though we were obliged to 
starve the whole week after for it. 

■ ! “ The iinst three years we used to quarrel 

about this every day, and I always got the 
, belter ; but she had a hard spirit, and still i 

, continued to hide as usual : so that I was | 

at last tired of quarrelling and getting the 
better, and she scraped and scraped at 
pleasure, till I was almost starved to death. 
Her conduct drove me at last in despair 
to the alehouse ; here I used to sit with 
people who hated home like myself, drank 
while I had money left, and ran in score 
when anybody would trust me ; till at last 
the landlady coming one day with a long 
bill when I was from home, and putting 
it into my wife’s hands, the length of it 


effectually broke her heart. I searched 
the whole stall, after she was dead, for 
money; but she had hidden it so effectually, 
that, with all my pains, I could never find 
a farthing.” 

By this time my shoe was mended, and 
satisfying the poor artist for his trouble, 
and rewarding him besides for liis infor- 
mation, I took my leave, and returned 
home to lengthen out the amusement his 
conversation afforded, by communicating 
it to my friend. — Adieu. 

LETTER LX VI. 

From Lien Chi Aliaugi io Hingpo, hy ike way 
of Moscotu. 

Generosity, properly applied, will sup- 
ply every other external advantage in life, 
but the love of those we converse with; 
it will procure esteem, and a conduct re- 
sembling real affection ; but actual love is 
the spontaneous production of the mind ; 
no generosity can purchase, no rewards 
increase, nor no liberality continue it : the 
very person who is obliged has it not in 
his power to force his lingering affections 
upon the object he should love, and volun- 
tarily mix passion with gratitude. 

Imparted fortune and well-placed libe- 
rality may procure the l')enefactor good- 
will, may load the person obliged with 
the sense of the duty he lies under to 
retaliate ; thi.s is gratitude, and sim]')le 
gratitude, untinctured with love, is all the 
return an ingenuous mind can bestow for 
fomier benefits. 

But gratitude and love are almost oppo- 
site affections. Love is often an involim- 
taiy passion placed upon our companions 
without our consent, and frequently con- 
ferred without our previous esteem. We 
love some men, we know not why ; our 
tenderness is naturally excited in, all their 
concerns ; we excuse their faults with the 
same indulgence, and approve their virtues 
with the same applause, with which we 
I consider our own. While we entertain 
I the passion, it pleases us; we cherish it 
j with delight, and give it up with reliic- 
! tance ; and love for love is all the reward 
I we expect or desire. 

I Gratitude, on the contrary, is never 
i conferred but where there have been pre- 
' vious endeavours to excite it. W e consider 
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it as a debt, and oiir spirits wear a load ' 
till we have discharged the obligation. 
Every acknowledgment of gratitude is a 
circumsiancc of humiliation, and some are 
found to submit to frequent mortifications 
of this kind, proclaiming what obligations 
they ow^e, merely because they think it in 
some measure cancels the debt. 

Thus love is the most easy and agree- 
able, and gratitude the most humiliating, 
affection of the mind. We never reflect 
on the man we love without exulting in 
our choice, while he w'ho has bound us to 
him by benefits alone rises to our idea as 
a person to whom w^e have in some 
measure forfeited our freedom. Love and 
gratitude are seldom, therefore, found in 
the same breast without impairing each 
other. We may tender the one or the 
other singly to those we converse with, 
but cannot command both together. By 
attempting to increase, we diminish them j 
the mind becomes bankrupt under too 
large obligations ; all additional benefits 
lessen every hope of future return, and shut 
up every avenue that leads to tenderness. 

Tn all our connections with society, 
therefore, it is not only generous, but 
prudent, to appear insensible of the value 
of those favours we bestow, and endeavour 
to make the obligation seem as .slight as 
possible. Love must be taken by strata- 
gem, and not by open force. We should 
seem ignorant that w’e oblige, and leave 
the mind at full liberty to give or refuse 
its affections ; for constraint may indeed 
leave the receiver still grateful, but it will 
certainly produce disgust. 

If to procure gratitude be our only aim, 
there is no great art in making the ac- 
quisition ; a benefit conferred demands a 
just acknowledgment, and we have a right 
to insist upon our due. 

But it w’ere much more prudent to 
forego our right on such an occasion, and 
exchange it, if we can, for love. We re- 
ceive but little advantage from repeated 
protestations of gratitude, but they cost 
him very much from whom we exact 
them in return. Exacting a grateful 
acknowledgment is demanding a debt by 
which the creditor is not advantaged, and 
the debtor pays with reluctance. 

As Mencius,, the philosopher, was 


travelling in pursuit of wisdom, night 
overtook him at the foot of a gloomy 
mountain, remote from the habitations of 
men. Here, as he was straying, while 
rain and thunder conspired to make .soli- 
tude still more hideous, he perceived a 
hermit’s cell, and approaching, asked for 
shelter. “Enter,” cries the hermit in a 
severe tone ; “ men deserve not to be 
obliged, but it would be imitating their 
ingratitude to treat them as they deserve. 
Come in ; examples of vice may some- 
times strengthen us in the ways of virtue.” 

After a frugal meal, which consisted of 
roots and tea, Mencius could not repress 
his curiosity to know why the hermit had 
retired from mankind, the actions of wliom 
taught the truest lessons of wisdom. 
“Mention not the name of man,” cries 
the hermit wfith indignation ; “ here let 
me live retired from a base ungrateful 
world ; here among the beasts of the 
I forest I .shall find no flatterers. The lion 
1 is a generous enemy, and the dog a faith- 
' fill friend ; but man, base man, can poison 
the bowl, and smile while he presents it.” 

; — “ You have been used ill by mankind ?” 
j interrupted the philosopher shrewdly. 

! “ Ye.s,” returned the hermit, “on inan- 
I kind I have exliausted my whole fortune; 
and this staff, and that cup, and those 
roots, are all tliat I have in return.” — 
“Did you bestow your fortune, or did 
you only lend it?” returned Mencius. — 
“ I bestowed it undoubtedly, ” replied the 
other ; “ for where were the merit of being 
a money-lender ? ” — “Did they ever own 
that they received it?” still- adds the 
philosopher. — “A thousand times,” cries 
the hermit ; “ they every day loaded me 
with professions of gratitude for obliga- 
tions received, and solicitations for future 
favours.” — “If, then,” .says Mencius, 
smiling, “ you did not lend your fortune 
in order to have it returned, it is unjust 
to accuse them of ingratitude ; they owned 
themselves obliged ; you expected no 
more, and they certainly earned each 
favour by frequently acknowledging the 
obligation. ” The hermit was struck with 
the reply, and surveying his guest with 
I emotion, — “ I have heard of the great 
Mencius, and you certainly are the man. I 
I am now fourscore years old, but still a child 
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in wisdom. Take me back to tlie school 
of man, and educate me as one of the 
most ignorant and the youngest of your 
disciples.” 

Indeed, my son, it is better to have 
friends in our passage through life, than 
gratefal dependants ; and as love is a more 
wdlling, so it is a more lasting, tribute 
than extorted obligation. As we are 
uneasy when greatly obliged, gratitude 
once refused can never after be recovered. 
The mind that is base enough to disallow 
the just return, instead of feeling any 
uneasiness upon recollection, triumphs in 
its new acquired freedom, and in some 
measure is pleased with conscious baseness. 

Very different is the situation of dis- 
agreeing friends. Their separation pro- 
duces mutual uneasiness. Like that 
divided being in fabulous creation, their 
sympathetic souls once more desire their 
former union ; the joys of both are imper- 
fect ; their gayest moments tinctured wdth 
uneasiness ; each seeks fon the smallest 
concessions to clear the way to a wished- 
for explanation; the most trifling acknow- 
ledgment, the slightest accident, serves to 
effect a mutual reconciliation. 

But instead of -pursuing the thought, 
permit me to soften the severity of advice 
by an European story, which will fully 
illustrate my meaning. 

A fiddler and his wife, who had rubbed 
through life, as most couples usually do, 
sometimes good friends, at others not 
quite so well, one day happened to have 
a dispute, which was conducted with be- 
coming spirit on both sides. The wife 
was sure she was right, and the husband 
was resolved to have his own way. What 
was to be done in such a case? The 
quarrel grew worse by explanations, and 
at last the fury of both rose to such a 
pitch, that they made a vow never to 
sleep together in the same bed for the 
future. This was the most rash vow that 
could be imagined, for they were still 
friends at bottom, and, besides, they had 
but one bed in the house. However, 
resolved they were to go through with 
it, and at night the fiddle-case was laid 
in the bed between them, in order to make 
a separation. In this manner they con- 
tinued for three weeks; every night the 


fiddle-case being placed as a barrier to 
divide them. 

By this time, however, each heartily 
repented of their vow ; their resentment 
was at an end, and their love began to 
return ; they wished the fiddle-case away, 
but both had too much spirit to begin. 
One night, however, as they were both 
I lying awake, with the detested fiddle-case 
I between them, the husband happened to 
I sneeze, to which the wife, as is usual in 
I such cases, bid God bless him. “ Ay, 
i but,” returns the husband, “w^oman, do 
! you say that from your heart ? ’’-““In- 
deed I do, my poor Nicholas,” cries his 
wife ; “ I .say it with all my heart. ” — “ If 
so, then,” says the husband, “we had as 
good remove the fiddle-case.” 

LETTER LXVII, 

i To the same. 

\ Books, my son, while they leach us to 
I respect the interests of others, often make 
1 us unmindful of our own ; while they in- 
i struct the youthful reader to grasp at 
I social happiness, he grows miserable in 
I detail, and, attentive to universal harmony, 
j often forgets that he himself has a part to 
i sustain in the concert. I dislike, therefore, 
j the philosopher who describes the incon- 
; veniences of life in such pleasing colours 
j that the pupil grows enamoured of dis- 
i tress, longs to try the charms of poverty, 

, meets it without dread, nor fears its incon- 
I veniences till he severely feels them, 

; A youth who has thus spent his life 
' among books, new to the world, and 
; unacquainted with man but by philoso- 
! phic information, may be considered as a 
I being whose mind is filled with the vulgar 
j errors of the wise; utterly unqualified for 
I a journey through life, yet confident of 
I his own skill in the direction, he sets out 
with confidence, blunders on with vanity, 
and finds himself at last Undone. 

He first ha.s learned from books, and 
then lays it down as a maxim^ that all 
mankind are virtuous or vicious in ex- 
cess ; and he has been long taught to 
detest vice, and love virtue. Warm, 
i therefore, in attachments, and steadfast in 
! enmity, he treats every creature as a friend 
[ or foe ; expects from those he loves un- 
02 
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erring integrity, and consigns his enemies 
to the reproach of wanting every virtue. 
On this principle he proceeds ; and here 
begin his disappointments. Upon a 
closer inspection of human nature he per- 
ceives that he should have moderated his 
friendship, and softened his severity ; for 
he often finds the excellencies of one part 
of mankind clouded with vice, and the 
faults of the other brightened with virtue ; 
he finds no character so sanctified that 
has not its failings, none so infamous but 
has somewhat to attract our esteem ; he 
beholds impiety in lawm, and fidelity in 
fetters. 

He now, therefore, but too late, pei*- 
ceives that his regards should have been 
more cool, and his hatred less violent; 
that the truly wise seldom court romantic 
friendships with the good, and avoid, if pos- 
sible, the resentment even of the wicked : 
every moment gives him fresh instances 
that the bonds of friendship are broken, 
if drawn too closely, and that those whom 
he has treated with disrespect more than 
retaliate the injury ; at length, therefore, 
he is obliged to confess, that he has declared 
war upon the vicious half of mankind, 
without being able to form an alliance 
among the virtuous to espouse his quarrel. 

Our book-taught philosopher, however, 
is now too far advanced to recede; and 
though poverty be the just consequence 
of the many enemies his conduct has 
created, yet he is resolved to meet it 
without shrinking. Philosophers have de- 
scribed poverty in most charming colours, 
and even his vanity is touched in think- 
ing that he shall show the world, in him- 
self, one more example of patience, forti- 
tude, and resignation. “Come, then, O 
Poverty ! for what is there in thee dreadful 
to the Wise? Temperance, Health, and 
Frugality walk in thy train ; Cheerfulness 
and Liberty are ever thy companions. 
Shall any be ashamed of thee, of whom 
Cincinnatus was not ashamed ? The run- 
ning brook, the herbs of the field, can 
amply satisfy nature ; man wants but 
little, nor that little long. Come, then, 
O Poverty, while kings stand by and gaze 
with admiration at the true philosopher’s 
■resignation.” 

The goddess appears ; for Poverty ever 


comes at the call : but, alas ! he finds her 
by no means the charming figure books 
and his warm imagination had painted. 
As when an Eastern bride, whom her 
friends and relations had long described 
as a model of perfection, pays her first visit, 
the longing bridegroom lifts the veil to see 
a face he had never seen before ; but in- 
stead of a countenance blazing with beauty 
like the sun, he beholds deformity shooting 
icicles to his heart : such appears Poverty 
to her new entertainer; all the fabric of 
enthusiasm is at once demolished, and a 
thousand miseries rise up on its ruins, 
while Contempt, with pointing finger, is 
foremost in the hideous procession. 

The poor man now finds that he can 
get no kings to look at him while he is 
eating ; he finds that, in proportion as he 
grows poor, the world turns its back upon 
him, and gives him leave to act the philo- 
sopher in'^all the majesty of solitude. It 
might be agreeable enough to play the 
philosopher while we are conscious that 
mankind are spectators ; but what signifies 
wearing the mask of sturdy contentment, 
and mounting the stage of restraint, when 
not one ereature will assist at the exhibi- 
tion? Thus is he forsaken of men, while 
his fortitude wants the satisfaction even 
of self-applause; for either he does not 
feel his present calamities, and that is 
natural insensibility ; or he disguises his 
feelings, and that is dissimulation. 

Spleen now begins to take up the man : 
not distinguishing in his resentments, he 
regards all mankind with detestation, and 
commencing man-hater, seeks solitude to 
be at liberty to rail 

It has been said, that he who retires to 
solitude is either a beast or an angel. The 
censure is too severe, and the praise un- 
merited ; the discontented being who re- 
tires from society is generally some good- 
natured man, who has begun life without 
experience, and knew not how to gain it 
in his intercourse with mankind. '—Adieu. 

LETTER LXVIII. 

From Lien Chi AUangi io Fjtm Hoam, First 

President of the Ceremonial Acade7ny at 

Pekm in China. 

I FORMERLY acquainted thee, most grave 
Fum, with the excellence of the English 
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in the art of healing. The Ghinese boast | but, for my part, before I was a week in 
their skill in pulses, the Siamese their bo- I town, I had learned to bid the whole 
tanical knowledge, but the English adver- j catalogue of disorders defiance, and was 
tising physicians alone of being the great | perfectly acquainted with the names and 
restorers of health, the dispensers of youth, 1 the medicines of every great man, or great 
and the insurers oflongevity. I can never | woman, of them all 
enough admire the sagacity of this Conn- | But as nothing pleases curiosity more 
try, for the encouragement given to the | than anecdotes of the great, however mi- 
professors of this art : with what indulgence ■ mite or trifling, I must present you, inade- 
does she foster up those of her own growth, | quate as my abilities are to the subject, 
and kindly cherish those that come from j •with some account of those personages 
abroad ! Like a skilful gardener, she in- ^ who lead in this honourable profession, 
vites them from every foreign climate to | The first upon the list of glory is Doctor 
herself. Here every great exotic strikes | Richard Rock, F.U.N. This great man, 
root as soon as imported, and feels the | short of stature, is fat, and waddles as he 
genial beam of favour ; while the mighty | Avalks. He always wears a white three- 
metropolisjlike onevastmagnificentdung- 'tailed wig nicely combed, and frizzed 
hill, receives them indiscriminately to her - upon each cheek; sometimes he carries a 
breast, and supplies each with more than ! cane, but an hat never. It is indeed very 
native nourishment. ! remarkable, that this extraordinary per- 

In other countries the physician pretends ; sonage should never -wear an hat ; but so it 
to cure disorders in the lump : the same . is, he never wears an hat. He is usually 
doctor who combats the gout in the toe, | drawn at the top of his own bills, sitting 
shall pretend to prescribe for a pain in the i in his arm-chair, holding a little bottle 
head; and he -who at one time cures a ^ between his finger and thumb, and sur- 
consumption, shall at another give drugs j rounded with rotten teeth, nippers, pills, 
for a dropsy. How’ absurd and ridiculous ! packets, and gallipots. No man can 
this is being a mere jack-of-all-lrades. Is : promise fairer nor better than he ; for, as 
the animal machine less com]‘)licated than , heobseiTcs, “ Be your disorder never so far 
a brass pin? Not less than ten different ! gone, be imder no uneasiness, make yoiir- 
hands are required to make a pin; and • self quite easy: I can cure you.” 
shall the body be set right by one single j The next in fiime, though by some 
operator? i reckoned of equal pretensions, is Doctor 

The English are sensible of the force , Timothy Franks, F.O.G.JL, living in a 
of this reasoning : they have, therefore, place called the Old Bailey. As Rock is 
one doctor for the eyes, another for the ; remarkably squab, his great rival, Franks, 
toes; they have their sciatica doctors, i is as remarkably tall He was bom in 
and inoculating doctors ; they have one the year of the Christian era 1692, and 
doctor who is modestly content with is, while I now write, exactly sixty-eight 
t securing them from bug-bites, and five > years, three months, and four days old. 
hundred who prescribe for the bite of mad Age, however, has no ways impaired his 
dogs. ; usual health and vivacity : I am told he 

The learned are not here retired, with generally walks with his breast open, 
vicious modesty, from public view ; for , This gentleman, who is of a mixed repu- 
, every dead wall is covered with their tation, is particularly remarkable for a 

names, their abilities, their amazing cures, ' becoming assurance, which carries him 
^ and places of abode. P'ew patients can gently through life; for, except Doctor 
escape falling into their hands, unless Rock, none are more blessed with the 
blasted by lightning, or struck dead with advantages of face than Doctor Franks, 
some sudden disorder. It may sometimes And yet the great have their foibles as 
happen, that a stranger who does not un- well as the little. I am almost ashamed 
derstand English, or a countryman who to mention it : let the foibles of the great 
cannot read, dies, witliout ever liearing of rest in peace: yet I must impart the whole 
the vivifying drops or restorative electuary; j to my friend; These two great men are 
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actually now at variance : yes, my dear 
Fum Hoam, by tlie head of our grandfather, 
they are now at variance like mere men, 
mere common mortals ! The champion 
Rock advises the -world to beware of bog- 
trotting quacks, while Franks retorts the 
wit and the sarcasm (for they have both a 
world of wit) by fixing on his rival the 
odious appellation of Dumplin Dick. He 
calls the serious Doctor Rock Dumplin 
Dick ! Head of Confucius, what profana- 
tion ! Dumplin Dick ! AVhat a pity, ye 
powers, that the learned, who were born 
mutually to assist in enlightening the world, 
should thus differ among themselves, and 
make even the profession ridiculous ! 
Sure the world is wide enough, at least for 
two groat personages to figure in : men 
of science sliould leave controversy to the 
little world below them; and then we 
might see Rock and Franks walking to- 
gether hand in hand, smiling onward to 
immortality. 

Next to these is Doctor Walker, pre- 
parator of his own medicines. This gen- 
tleman is remarkable for an aversion to 
quacks; frequently cautioning the public 
to be careful into what hands they commit 
their safety ; by which he would insinuate, 
that if they do not employ him alone, they i 
must be undone. His public spirit is I 
equal to his success. Not for himself, i 
but his country, is the gallipot prepared, ' 
and the drops sealed up, with proper 
directions fur any part of the town or : 
country : all this is for his country’s good ; 
so that lie is now grown old in the 
practice of physic and virtue ; and, to 
use his own elegance of expres.sion, “There 
ivS not such another medicine a.s his in the ! 
world again.” 

This, my friend, is a formidable trium- 
virate ; and yet, formidable as they are, 

I am resolved to defend the honour of 
Chinese physic against them all. I have 
made a vow to summon Doctor Rock to 
a solemn disputation in all the mysteries 
of the profession, before the face of every 
Thilomalh student in astrology, and mem- 
ber of the learned societies. I adhere to 
and venerate the doctrines of old Wang- ‘ 
shu-ho. In the very teeth of opposition 
I will maintain, “That the heart is the 
son of the liver, which has the kidneys for 


I its mother, and the stomach for its wife.” 

I I have, therefore, drawn up a disputation 
challenge, which is to be sent speedily, to 
this effect i-”- 

“ I, lien Chi Altangi, D. N. R. H., native 
of lionan in China, to Richard Rock, 

I F. U.N. , native of Garbage Alley, in Wap- 
I ping, defiance. Though, sir, I am perfectly 
! sensible of your importance, though no 
; stranger to your studies in the paths of 
I nature, yet there may be many things in 
: the art of physic with wliich you are yet 
' unacquainted. I know full well a doctor 
: thouart, great Rock, and so ami. Where- 
I fore I challenge, and do hereby invite, you 
to a trial of learning upon hard problems 
and knotty physical points. In this de- 
bate we will calmly investigate the whole 
theory and practice of medicine, botany, 
and chemistry; and I invite all the Philo- 
maths, with many of the lecturers in medi- 
cine, to be present at the dispute, which, 
1 hope, will be carried on with due de- 
corum, with proper gravity, and as befits 
men of erudition and science, among each 
other. But before we meet face to face, 
I would thus publicly, and in the face of 
the whole world, desire you to answer me 
one question ; I a.sk it with the same ear- 
nestness with which you have often soli- 
cited the public ; answer me, I say, at 
once, without having recourse to your 
physical dictionaiy, — Which of those three 
disorders incident to the human body is 
the most fatal, the syncope^ pm-eiithesis^ or 
apoplexy? I beg your reply may be as 
public as this my demand. I am, as 
hereafter may be, your admirer or your 
rival.” — Adieu. 

LETTER LXIX. 

To the same. 

Indulgent Nature seems to have ex- 
empted this island from many of those 
epidemic evils which are so fatal in other 
parts of the world. A want of rain but 
for a few days beyond the expected season 
in Ghina spreads famine, desolation, and 
terror over the whole country ; the winds 
that blow from the brown bosom of the 
western desert are impregnated with death 
in every gale ; l>ut in this fortunate land 
of Britain the inhabitant courts health in 


i 



every breeze, and the husbandman ever 
sows in joyful expectation. 

But though tbe nation be exempt from 
real evils, think not, my friend, that it is 
more happy on this account than others. 
They are afflicted, it is true, with neither 
famine nor pestilence, but then there is a 
disorder peculiar to the country, which i 
every season makes strange ravages among ; 
them ; it spreads with pestilential rapidity, 
and infects almost every rank of people ; 
what is still more strange, the natives have 
no name for this peculiar malady, though 
well known to foreign physicians by the 
appellation of epidemic terror. 

A season is never known to pass in 
which the people are not visited by this 
cruel calamity in one shape or another ; 
seemingly different, though ever the same : 
one year it issues from a baker’s shop in 
the shape of a sixpenny loaf ; the next, it 
takes the appearance of a comet with a 
fiery tail ; a third, it threatens like a flat- 
bottomed boat ; and a fourth, it carries con- 
sternation at the bite of a mad dog. Tbe 
people, when once infected, lose their relish 
for happiness, saunter about with looks of 
despondence, ask after the calamities of 
the day, and receive no comfort but in 
heightening each other’s distress. It is in- 
significant how remote or near, how weak 
or powerful, the objects of terror may 
be ; when once they resolve to fright and 
be frighted, the merest trifles sow conster- 
nation and dismay : each proportions his 
fears, not to the object, but to the dread 
he discovers in the countenance of others ; 
for when once the fermentation is begun, 
it goes on of itself, though the original 
cause be discontinued which first set it in 
motion. 

A dread of mad dogs is the epidemic 
terror which now prevails ; and the whole 
nation is at present actually groaning 
under the malignity of its influence. The 
people sally from their houses with that 
circumspection which is prudent in such 
as expect a mad dog at every turning. 
The physician publishes his prescription, 
the beadle prepares his halter, and a few 
of unusual bravery arm themselves with 
boots and buff gloves, in order to face the 
enemy if he should offer to attack them. 
In short, the whole people stand bravely 


upon their defence, and seem, by their 
present spirit, to show a resolution of 
'being tamely bit by mad dogs any longer. 

Their manner of knowing whether a 
dog be mad or no somewhat resembles 
the ancient European custom of trying 
witches. The old woman suspected 
tied hand and foot, and thrown into the 
water. If she swam, then she was in- 
stantly carried off to be burnt for a witch ; 
if she sunk, then indeed she was acquitted 
I of the charge, but drowned in the experi- 
I nient. In the same maimer, a crowd 
! gather round a dog saspected of madness, 

I and they begin by teasing the devoted 
; animal on every side : if he attempts to 
I stand upon the defensive and bite, then 
! he is unanimously found guilty, for “ a mad 
I dog always snaps at everything if, on 
I the contrary, he strives to escape by rim- 
! ning away, then he can expect no com- 
' passion, for “ mad dogs always run straight 
i forward before them. ” 

! It is pleasant enough for a neutral being 
I like me, -who have no .share in these ideal 
I calamities, to mark the stages of this 
I national disease. The terror at first feebly 
; enters with a disregarded story of a little 
I dog, that had gone through a neighbouring 
i village, that was thought to lie mad 
; several that had seen him. The next 
: account comes, that a mastiff ran through 
a certain town, and had bit five geese, 
which immediately ran mad, foamed at the 
bill, and died in great agonies soon after. 
Then conies an affecting history of a little 
boy bit in the leg, and gone down to be 
dipt in the salt water. When the people 
have sufficiently shuddered at that, they 
are next congealed with a frightful account 
of a man who was said lately to have died 
from a bite he had received some years 
before. This relation only prepares the 
way for another still more hideous, as how 
the master of a fiimily, with seven small 
children, were all bit by a mad 
and how the poor father first perc- 
infection by calling for a draught of water, 
where he saw the lapdog swimming in the 
cup. 

When epidemic terror is thus once ex- 
cited, every morning conies loaded with 
some new disaster : as in stories of ghosts 
each loves to hear the account, though it 
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only serves to make him uneasy, so here 
each listens with eagerness, and adds to 
the tidings new circumstances of peculiar, 
horror. A lady, for instance, in the 
country, of very w^eak neiwes, has been 
frighted by the barking of a dog ; and this, 
alas ! too frequently happens. The story 
soon is improved and spreads, that a mad 
dog had frighted a lady of distinction. 
These circumstances begin to grow terrible 
before they have reached the neighbouring 
village, and there the report is, that a 
lady of quality was bit by a mad mastiff. 
This account every moment gathers new 
strength, and grows more ■ dismal as it 
approaches the capital ; and by the time 
it has arrived in town the lady is described, 
with wild eyes, forming mouth, running 
mad upon all-fours, barking like a dog, 
biting her servants, and at last smothered 
between two beds by the advice of her 
doctors ; while the mad mastiff is in the 
meantime ranging the whole country over, 
slavering at the mouth, and seeking whom 
he may devour. 

IVIy landlady, a good-natured woman, 
but a little credulous, w’aked me some 
mornings ago before her usual hour, with 
horror and astonishment in her looks: she 
desired me, if I had any regard for my 
safety, to keep within ; for a few days ago 
so dismal an accident had happened, as to 
put all the world upon their guard. A 
mad dog down in the country, she assured 
me, had bit a farmer, who soon becoming 
mad, ran into his own yard, and bit a fine 
brindled cow ; the cow' quickly became as 
mad as the man, ].')egau to foam at the 
mouth, and raising herself up, w^alked 
about on her hind legs, sometimes barking 
like a dog, and sometimes attempting to 
talk like the farmer. U pon examining the 
grounds of this story, I found my landlady 
had it from one neighbour, who had it 
from another neighbour, who heard it from 
veiy good authority. 

Were most stories of this nature tho- 
roughly examined, it would be found that 
numbers of such as have been said to suffer 
were no way injured ; and that of those 
who have been actually bitten, not one in 
an hundred was bit by a mad dog. Such 
accounts in general, therefore, only serve 
to make the people miserable by false 


terrors, and sometimes fright the patient 
into actual phrenzy by creating those very 
symptoms they pretended to deplore. 

But even allowing three or four to die 
in a season of this terrible death {and four 
is probably too large a concession), yet 
still it is not considered, how many are 
preserved in their health and in their pro- 
perty by this devoted animars services. 
The midnight robber is kept at a distance ; 
the insidious thief is often detected ; the 
healthful chase repairs many a worn consti- 
tution ; and the poor'man finds in his dog 
a willing assistant, eager to lessen his toil, 
and content with the smallest retribution. 

A dog,” says one of the English poets, 
“ is an honest creature, and I am a friend 
to dogs.” Of all the beasts that graze the 
lawm or hunt the forest, a dog is the only 
animal that, leaving his fellows, attempts 
to cultivate the friendship of man : to man 
he looks in all his necessities with a speak- 
ing eye for assistance ; exerts for him all 
the little service in his power with cheer- 
fulness and pleasure ; for him bears famine 
and fatigue with patience and resignation j 
no injuries can abate his fidelity ; no distress 
induce him to forsake his benefactor : stu- 
dious to please, and fearing to offend, he 
is still an humble steadfast dependant ; and 
in him alone fawning is not flattery. How 
unkind, then, to torture this faithful crea- 
ture, who has left the forest to claim the 
protection of man ! how ungrateful a re- 
turn to the tnisty animal for all his services 1 
I — Adieu. 

I LETTER LXX. 

; Lien Chi Altangi to Hingpo^ by the way 
\ of Moscow. 

The Europeans are themselves blind, who 
describe Fortune without sight. No first- 
rate beauty ever had finer eyes, or saw 
more clearly : they who have no other 
trade but seeking their fortune, need never 
hope to find her ; coquette-like, she flies 
from her close pursuers, and at last fixes 
on the plodding mechanic, wdio stays at 
home, and minds his business. 

1 am amazed how men call her blind, 
when, by the company she keeps, she seems 
so very discerning. Wherever you see a 
gaming-table, be very sure Fortune is not 
there ; wherever }'oii see an house with the 
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doors open, be very sure Fortune is not tain: while his mill stood and went, he was’ 
there ; when you see a man whose pocket- sure of eating ; and his frugality was such, 
holes are laced with gold, be satisfied that he every day laid some money by, 
Fortune is not there; wherever you see whichhe would at intervals count and con- 
a beautiful woman good-natured and template with much satisfaction. Vet still 
obliging, be convinced Fortune is never hisacquisitionswerenot equal tohisdesires; 
there. In short, she is ever seen accom- he only found himself above want, whereas 
panying industry, and as often trundling a he desired to be possessed of affluence, 
wheelbarrow as lolting in a coach and six. One day, as he was indulging these 
If you would make Fortune your friend, wishes, he was informed that a neighbour 
or, to personize her no longer, if you desire, of his had found a pan of money under 
my son, to be rich, and have money, be ground, having dreamed of it three nights 
more eager to save than acquire : when running before. These tidings were dag- 

Here ■. 
from 
lings, 

are, and secure all you can get without while neighbour Hunks only goes quietly 
stirring. When you hear that your neigh- to bed, and dreams himself into thousands 
hour has picked up a purse of gold in the before morning. Oh that I could dream 
.street, never run out into the same street, like him ! with what pleasure would I dig 
looking about you in order to pick up such round the pan ; how slily would I carry it 
another ; or when you are informed that home ; not even my wife should see me ; 
he has made a fortune in one branch of and then, oh, the pleasure of thrusting one’s 
„ business, never change your own in order hand into a heap of gold up to the elbow I ” 
to be his rival. Do not desire to be rich Such reflections only served to make the 
all at once ; but patiently add farthing to millerunhappy; he discontinued his former 
faithing. Perhaps you despise the petty assiduity ; he was quite disgusted with 
sum ; and yet they who want a farthing, small gains, and his customers began to 
and have no friend that will lend them it, forsake him. Every day he repeated the 
think farthings very good things. Whang, wish, and every night laid himself down in 
the foolish miller, when he wanted a order to dream. Fortune, that was for a 
farthing in his distress, found that no friend long time unkind, at last, however, seemed 
would lend, because they knew he wanted, to smile upon his distresses, and indulged 
j Did you ever read the story of Whang in him with the wished -for vision. lie 
our books of Chinese learning? he who, dreamed, that under a certain part of the 
j despising small sum.s, and grasping at all, foundation of his mill there was concealed 

j; lost even what he had. a monstrous pan of gold and diamonds, 

j; Whang, the miller, was naturally Iniried deep in the ground, and covered 

h avaricious; nobody loved money better with a large flat stone. He rose up, thanked 
I than he, or more respected those that had the stars that were at last pleased to take 

■ it When people would talk of a rich pity on his sufferings, and concealed his 

man in company, Whang would say, I good luck from every person, as is usual 

know him very well ; he and I have been in money dreams, in order to have the 
long acquainted ; he and I are intimate ; vision repeated the two succeeding nights, 
he stood for a child of mine : but if evei' a by which he should be certain of its 

poor man was mentioned, he had not the veracity. His wishes in this also were 

least knowledge of the man ; he might be answered ; be still dreamed of the same 

very well for aught he knew ; but he was pan of money, in the very same place, 

not fond of many acquaintances, and loved Now, therefore, it was past a doubt : so, 
to choose his company. up early the third morning, he 

Whang, however, with all his eagerness for repairs alone, with a mattock in his hand, 
riches, was in reality poor ; he had nothing to the mill, and began to undermine that 
but the profits of his mill to support him ; part of the wall which the \ision directed, 
but though these were small, they were cer- The first omen of success that he met Was 


people say, Money is to be got here, and gers to the heart of poor Whang, 
money is to be got there, take no notice ; am I,” says he, “toiling and moiling 
mind your own business j stay where you morning till niglitforafewpaltiwfartl 
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a broken mug ; digging still deeper, he 
turns up a house tile, quite new and entire. 
At last, after much digging, he came to the 
broad flat stone, but then so large, that it 
was beyond one man’s strength to remove 
it. “ Here,” cried he, in raptures, to him- 
self, “ here it is ! under this stone there is 
room for a very large pan of diamonds 
indeed ! I must e’en go home to my wife, 
and tell her the whole affair, and get her to 
assist me in turning it up.” Away there- 
fore he goes, and acquaints his wife with 
every circumstance of their good fortune. 
Her raptures on this occasipn may easily 
be imagined ; she flew round his neck, 
and embraced him in an agony of joy : but 
those transports, however, did not delay 
their eagernes.s to know the exact sum ; 
retuniing, therefore, speedily together to 
the place where Whang had been digging, 
there they found — not indeed the expected 
treasure, but the mill, their only support, 
undermined and fallen.— Adieu. 

LETTER LXXI. 

From Lien Chi Aliangi to Fum Hoam, First 
President of the Ceremonial Academy at 
Pekin in China. 

The people of London are as fond of 
walking as our friends at Pekin of riding ; 
one of the principal entertainments of the 
citizens here in summer is to repair about 
nightfall to a garden not far from town, 
where they walk about, show their best 
clothes and best faces, and listen to a con- 
cert provided for the occasion. 

I accepted an invitation a few evenings 
ago from my old friend, the Man in Black, 
to be one of a party that was to sup there ; 
and at the appointed hour waited upon 
him at his lodgings. There I found the 
company assembled, and expecting my 
arrival Our party consisted of my friend, 
in superlative finery, his stockings rolled, 
a black velvet waistcoat, which was for- 
merly new, and a gray wig combed down 
in imitation of hair ; a pawnbroker’s widow, 
of whom, by the by, my friend was a 
professed admii*er, dressed out in green 
damask, with three gold rings on eveiy 
finger ; Mr. Tibbs, the second-rate beau 
I have formerly described ; together with 
his lady, in flimsy silk, dirty gauze instead 
of linen, and an hat as big as an umbrella* 


Our first difliculty was in settling how 
we should set out. Mrs. Tibbs had a 
natural aversion to the w^ater, and the 
widow, being a little in flesh, nswarmly 
protested against walking ; a coach was 
therefore agreed upon; which being too 
small to carry five, Mr. Tibbs consented 
to sit in his wife’s lap. 

In this manner, therefore, we set forward, 
being entertained by the way with the 
bodings- of Mr. Tibbs, who assured us he 
did not expect to see a single creature 
for the,, evening above the degree of a 
cheesemonger ; that this was the last night 
of the gardens, and that consequently 'we 
should be pestered with the nobility and 
gentr)^ from Thames Street and Crooked 
Lane ; with several other prophetic ejacu- 
lations, probably inspired by the uneasiness 
of his situation. 

The illuminations began before we 
arrived, and I must coiffess, that upon 
entering the gardens I found every sense 
overpaid with more than expected pleasure : 
the lights everywhere glimmering through 
the scarcely moving trees — the full-bodied 
concert bursting on the stillness of the 
night — the natural concert of the birds, in 
the more retired part of the grove, vying 
with that which was formed by art— the 
company gaily dressed, looking satisfaction 
— and the tables spread with various deli- 
cacies, — all conspired to fill my imagina- 
tion with the visionary happiness of the 
Arabian lawgiver, and lifted me into an 
ecstasy of admiration. “ Head of Con- 
fucius,” ciied I to my friend, “this is 
fine ! this unites raral beauty with courtly 
magnificence ! if we except the virgins of 
immortality, that hang on every tree, and 
may be plucked at every desire, I do not 
see how this falls short of Mahomet’s 
Paradise !” — “As for virgins,” cries my 
friend, “it is true they are a fruit that do 
not much abound in our gardens here ; but 
if ladies, as*plenty as apples in autumn, 
and as complying as any Houri of them 
all, can content you, I fancy we have no 
need to go to heaven for Paradise. ” 

I was going to second his remarks, when 
we were called to a consultation by Mr. 
Tibbs and the rest of the company, to 
know in what manner we were to lay out 
the evening to the greatest advantage. 




I 



Mrs. Tibbs ' was for keeping the genteel | 
walk of the garden, where, she observed, | 
there was always the very best company ; ' 
the widow, on the contrary, who came but j 
once a season, was for securing a good j 
standing place to see the waterworks, j 
which she assured us would begin in less i 
than an hour at farthest : a dispute there- | 
fore began, and as it was managed between | 
two of very opposite characters, it threat- i 
ened to grow more bitter at every reply, i 
Mrs, Tibbs wondered how people could | 
pretend to know the polite world, who | 
had received all their rudiments of breeding | 
behind a counter : to which the other re- i 
plied, that though some people sat behind I 
counters, yet they could sit at the head of ; 
their own tables too, and carve three good : 
dishes of hot meat whenever they thought 
proper ; which was more than some people 
could say for themselves, that hardly knew 
a rabbit and onions from a green goose ; 
and gooseberries. 

It is bard to say where this might have 
ended, had not the husband, who probably 
knew the impetuosity of his wife’s dis- 
position, proposed to end the dispute by 
adjourning to a box, and try if there was 
anything to be had for supper that was 
supportable. To this we all consented ; 
but here a new distress arose: Mr. and 
Mrs. Tibbs ‘\vouki sit in none but a genteel 
box — a box where they might see and be 
seen— one, as they expressed it, in the very 
focus of public view; but such a box 
was not easy to be obtained, for though 
we were perfectly convinced of our own 
gentility, and the gentility of our appear- 
ance, yet we found it a difficult matter to 
pershade the keepers of the boxes to be of 
our opinion ; they chose to reserve genteel 
boxes for what they judged more genteel 
company. 

At last, however, we were fixed, though 
somewhat obscurely, and supplied with 
the usual entertainment of tlie place. 
The widow found the supper excellent, 
but Mrs. Tibbs thought everything detest- 
able. “Come, come, my dear,” cries the 
husband, by way of consolation, “ to i)e 
sure we caii’t find such dressing here as we 
have at Lord Crump’s or Lady Crimp’s ; 
but, for Vauxhall dressing, it is pretty 
good : it is not their victuals, indeed, I 


find fault with, but their wine ; their wine, ” 
cries he, drinking off a glass, “indeed, is 
most abominable.” 

By this last contradiction the widow 
was fairly conquered in point of polite- 
ness. She perceived now that she had 
no pretensions in the world to taste ; her 
very senses were vulgar, since she had 
praised detestable custard, and smacked at 
wretched wine ; she was therefore content 
to yield the victory, and for the rest of the 
night to listen and improve. It is true, 
she would now and then forget herself, 
and confess she was pleased ; but they soon 
brought her back again to miserable refine- 
ments She once praised the painting of 
the box in which we were sitting, but was 
soon convinced that such paltry pieces 
ought rather to excite lioiTor than satis- 
faction : she ventured again to commend 
one of the singers, but Mrs. Tibbs soon let 
her know, in the style of a connoisseur, 
that the singer in question had neither 
ear, voice, nor judgment, 

Mr. Tibbs, now willing to prove that 
his wife’s pretensions to music were just, 
entreated her to favour the company wdth 
a song; but to this she gave a positive 
denial — “for you know* very well, my 
dear,” says she, “that I am not in voice 
to-day, and when one’s voice is not equal 
to one’s judgment, what signifies singing? 
besides, as there is no accompaniment, it 
would be but spoiling music.” All these 
excuses, however, were overruled by the 
rest of the company, who, though one 
would think they already had music enough, 
joined in the entreaty. But particularly 
the widow, now willing to convince the 
company of her breeding, pressed so 
I warmly, that she seemed detemiined to 
I take no refusal. At last, then, the lady 
1 complied, and after humming for some 
j minutes, began with such a voice, and such 
; affectation, as, I could perceive, gave but 
; little satisfaction to any except her hus- 
I band. He sat with rapture in his eye, and 
; beat time with his hand on the table. 

You must observe, my friend, that it is 
' the custom of this country, when a lady or 
I gentleman happens to sing, for the com- 
! pany to sit as mute and motionless as statues. 

, Every feature, every limb, must seem to 
I correspond in fixed attention ; and while 
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the song continues, they are to remain in 
a .stale of universal petrifaction. In this 
mortifying situation we had continued for 
some time, listening to the soiig, and look- 
ing with tranqiiillity, when the master of 
the box came to inform us, that the water- 
works were going to begin. At this 
information I could instantly perceive the 
widow bounce from her seat; but correct- 
ing herself, she sat down again, repressed 
by motives of good breeding. Mrs. T ibbs, 
who had seen the waterworks an hundred 
times, resolving not to be interrupted, con- 
tinued her song -without any share of 
mercy, nor had the smallest pity on our 
impatience. The wido\v’s face, I own, 
gave me liigli entertainment ; in it I could 
plainly read the struggle she felt between 
good breefling and curiosity : she talked 
of the waterworks the whole evening 
before, and seemed to have come merely 
in order to see them ; but then she could 
not bounce out in the very middle of a song, 
for tliat would be forfeiting all pretensions 
to high life, or high-lived company, ever 
after. Mrs. Tibbs, therefore, kept on 
singing, and we continued to listen, till 
at last, when the song was just concluded, 
the waiter came to inform us that the 
water- work.s were over. 

The waterworks over ! ” cried the 
widow ; “ the waterworks over already I 
that’s impossible ! they can’t be over so 
.soon ! “ It is not my business,” replied 

the fellow, “ to contradict your ladyship ; 
ril run again and see.” He went, and 
soon returned with a confirmation of the 
dismal tidings. No ceremony could now 
bind my friend’s disappointed mistress. 
She testified her displeasure in the openest 
manner ; in short, .she now began to find 
fault in turn, and at last insisted upon 
going home, jifst at the time that Mr. 
and Mrs. Tibbs assured the company that 
the polite hours were going to begin, and 
that the ladies would instantaneously be 
entertained with the horns.-— Adieu. 

LETTER LXXII. 

To the sa vie. 

Not far from this city lives a poor tinker, 
who has educated seven sons, all at this 
very time in arms, and lighting for their 


country; and what reward do you think 
has the tinker from the state for such 
important services ? None in the world. 
His sons, when the war is over, may 
probably be whipped from ])arish to parish 
as vagabonds, and the old man, when 
past labour, may die a prisoner in some 
house of correction. 

, Such a worthy subject in China would 
be held in universal reverence; his ser- 
vices would be rewarded, if not with 
dignities, at least with an exemption from 
labour; he would take the left hand at 
feasts, and mandarines themselves u-ould 
be proud to show their submission. The 
English laws punish vice ; the Chinese 
laws do more, — they reward virtue. 

Considering the little encouragement 
given to matrimony here, I am not sur- 
prised at the discouragement given to 
propagation. Would you believe it, my 
dear Fivm Hoam, there are laws made 
which even forbid the people’s marrying 
each other ! By the head of Confucius, ^ 
I jest not ; there are such laws in being 
here; and yet their lawgivers have never 
been instructed among the Hottentots, 
nor imbibed their principles of equity 
from the natives of Anamaboo. 

There are laws which ordain, that no 
man shall marry a woman against her 
own consent. This, though contrary to 
what v-e are taught in Asia, and though 
in some measure a clog upon matrimony, 

I have no great olqcction to. There are 
laws which ordain, that no woman .shajl 
man-}'’ against her father and mother’s 
consent, unle.'^s arrived at an age of 
maturity ; by u-liich is understood, those 
years when women with us are generally 
past child-bearing. This must be a clog 
upon matrimony, as it is more difficult for 
the lover to please three than one, and 
much more difficult to please old people 
than young ones. The la-vvs ordain, that 
the consenting couple shall take a long 
time to consider before they marry ; this 
is a very great clog, because people love 
to have all ra.sh actions clone in a hurry. 

It is ordained, that all marriages shall be 
proclaimed before celebration : this is a 
severe clog, as many are asliamed to have 
, their marriage made public, froin motives 
i of vicious modesty, and many afraid, from 
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views of temporal interest. It is ordained, ! 
that there is nothing sacred in the cere- ; 
mony, ]>ut that it may be dissolved, to all ! 
intents and purposes, by the authority of j 
any civil magistrate. And yet, opposite . 
to this, it is ordained, that the priest shall j 
be paid a large sum of money for granting 
his sacred permission. 

Thus you see, my friend, that matri- 
mony here is hedged round with so many ; 
obstructions, that those who are willing ' 
to break through or surmount them must | 
be contented if at last they find it a bed ; 
of thorns. Tlie law's are not to blame, 1 
for they have deterred the people from j 
engaging as much as they could. It is, ! 
indeed, become a very serious affair in | 
England, and none but serious })eople are ' 
generally found willing to engage. The 
young, the gay, and the beautiful, who ! 
have motives of passion only to induce 
them, are seldom found to embark, as 
those inducements are taken away ; and 
*^none but the old, the ugly, and the mer- 
cenary, are seen to unite, who, if they | 
have any posterity at all, will probably | 
be an ill-favoured race like themselves. 

What gave rise to those law's might 
have been some such accidents as these. 
It sometimes hap]‘iened that a miser, who 
had spent all his youth in scraping up 
money to give his daughter such a fortune 
as might get her a mandarine luisliand, , 
found liis e.vpectations disapiiointed at ! 
last, by her running away with his foot- ' 
man : this must e been a sad shock to 
the poor disconsolate parent, to see his 
poor daughter in a one-horse chaise, when 
he had designed her for a coach and six. 
What a stroke I'rom Providence ! to see 
his dear money go to enrich a beggar ; 
all nature cried out at the profanation. 

It sometimes happened, also, that a 
lady, who had inherited all the titles and 
all the nervous complaints of nobility, 
thought fit to impair her dignity, and 
mend her constitution, by marrying a 
farmer : this must have been a sad shock 
to her inconsolable relations, to see so fine 
a flower snatched from a flourishing 
family, and planted in a dunghill j this 
was an absolute inversion of the first 
principles of things. 

In order, therefore, to prevent the 


great from being thus contaminated by 
vulgar alliances, the obstacles to matri- 
mony have been so contrived, that the 
rich only can marry amongst the rich ; 
and the poor, who would leave celibacy, 
must be content to increase their poverty 
with a wife. Thus have their laws fairly 
inverted the inducements to matrimony. 
Kature tells us, that beauty is the proper 
allurement of those who are rich, and 
money of those who are poor ; but things 
here are so contrived, that the rich are 
invited to marry by that fortune which 
they do not want, and the poor have no 
inducement but that beauty which they 
do not feel. 

An equal diffusion of riches through 
any country ever constitutes its happiness. 
Great wealth in the possession of one 
stagnates, and extreme poverty with 
another keeps him in unambitious indi- 
gence ; but the moderately rich are 
generally active : not too far removed 
from poverty to fear its calamities, nor 
too near extreme wealth to slacken the 
nerve of labour, they remain still between 
both in a state of continual fluctuation. 
How impolitic, therefore, are those laws 
which promote the accumulation of wealth 
among the rich ; more impolitic still, in 
attempting to increase the depression on 
poverty. 

Bacon, the English philosopher, com- 
pares money to manure. ‘‘ If gathered in 
heaps,” says he, “ it does no good ; on 
i the contrary, it becomes offensive. But 
; being spread, though never so thinly, 

: over the surface of the earth, it enriches 
' the whole country.” Thus the wealth a 
I nation possesses must expatiate, or it is 
; of no benefit to the puldic; it becomes 
j rather a grievance, where matrimonial 
! laws thus confine it to a few. 

; But this restraint upon matrimonial 
' community, even considered in a physical 
I light, is injurious. As those who rear up 
; animals take all possible pains to cro.ss 
, the strain, in order to improve the breed ; 

: so in those countries where marriage is 
' most free the inhabitants are found every 
age to improve in stature and in beauty ; 
on the contrary, where it is confined to a 
casie^ a iHdet or an /iorle^ as among the 
Gaours, the Jews, or the Tartars, each 
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division soon assumes a family likenep, 
and eveiy tribe degenerates into peculiar 
deformity. Hence it may he easiiy in- 
ferred, that if the niandaniies here are 
resolved only to marry among each otlie^ 
they will soon produce a posterity with 
mandarine faces ; and we sliall see tlie 
heir of some honourable family scarce 
equal to the abortion of a country farmer. 

These are a few of the obstacles to 
marriage here, and it is certain they b^^^e, 
in some measure, ahswered the end, tor 
celibacy is both frequent and fashionable. 
Old bachelors appear abroad without a 
mask, and old maids, my dear hum 
Hoam, have been absolutely known to 
ogle. To confess in friendship, if I were 
an Englishman I fancy I should be ari 
old bachelor myself ; 1 should never find 
courage to run through all the adventures 
prescribed by the law. I could submit 
to court my mistress herself upon reason- 
able terms, but to court her father, her 
mother, and a long tribe of cousins, aunts, 
and relations, and then stand the butt of 
a whole country church, — I would as 
soon turn tail, and make love to her 

grandmother. r n . 

I can conceive no other reason for tlius 
loading matrimony with so many prohi- 
bitions, unless it be that the country was 
thought already too populous, and this 
was found to be the most eifectual means 
of thinning it. If this was the motive, 

I cannot but congratulate the wise pro- 
jectors on the success of their scheme. 

‘‘ Hail, O ye dim-sighted politicians, ye 
weeders of men ! ’Tis yours to clip the 
wing of industry, and convert Hymen to 
a broker. ’Tis yours to_ behold small 
objects with a microscopic eye, but to 
be blind to those which require an extent 
of vision. ’Tis yours, O ye discernep of 
mankind ! to lay the line between society, 
and weakeq tliat force by dividing, which 
should bind' with united vigour.^ Tis 
yours to introduce national real distress, 
in order to avoid the imaginary distresses 
of a few. Your actions can he justified 
by an hundred reasons like truth ; they 
can be opposed by but a few reasons, and 
those reasons are true.” — Farewell. 


WORLD. 


j LETTER LXXin. 

From Lien Chi Alinngi to IHn^po, by the way 
i ofMoscoiv. 

ACxE, that lessens the enjoyment of life, 
increases our desire of living. I hose 
• dangers which, in the vigour of youth, we 
had learned to despise, assume new teirois 
as we grow old. Our caution inci easing 
as our years increase, fear becomes at last 
! the prevailing passion of the mind; and 
! the small remainder of life is taken up 
I in useless efforts to keep off our end, or 
i provide for a continued existence. 

1 Strange contradiction in our nature, and 
I to which even the wise are liable ! If I 
: should judge of that part of life which hes 
before me by that which I have aheady 
’ seen, the prospect is hideous. Experience 
^ tells me, that my past enjoyments h^e 
brought no real felicity ; and sensation 

■ assures me, that those I have felt are 
’ stronger than those which m*e yet to come. 

i Yet experience and sensation in vain pei-.,^^if; 
^ siiade ; hope, more powerful than either, 

^ dresses out the distant prospect m fancied 
I beauty ; some happiness in long perspec- 
' live still beckons me to pursue and, like 
a losing gamester, every new disappoint- 
ment increases my ardour to continue the 

. Whence, my friend, this increased love 
I of life, which grows upon us with our 
' years ? whence comes it, that we thus make 

■ cj-reater efforts to preserve our existence 
^ at a period when it becqffles scarcely worth 
: the keeping ? Is it that nature, attentive to 
^ the preservation of mankind, increases our 
i wishes to live, while she lessens our enjoy- 
' ments ; and, as she robs the senses of every 

pleasure, equips imagination in the spoil? 
Life would be insupportable to an old man, 
who, loaded with infirmities, feared death 
no more than in the vigour of manhood : 
the numberless calamities of decaying 
nature, and the consciousness of surviving 
I every pleasure, would at once induce him, 

! with his own hand, to terminate the scene 
‘ of misery; but, happily, the contempt of 
death forsakes him at a time when only it 
could be prejudicial ; and life acquires an 
imaginary value, in proportion as its leal 
value is no more. . 

Our attachment to every object around 
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us increases, in general, from the length 
of our acquaintance with it. “ I would 
not choose,” says a French philosopher, 

“ to see an old post pulled up, with which 
I had been long acquainted. ’ ’ A mind 
long habituated to a certain set of objects 
insensibly becomes fond of seeing them, 
visits them from habit, and parts from 
them with reluctance; from hence pro- 
ceeds the avarice of the old in every kind 
of possession. They love the world and 
all that it produces ; they love life and all 
its advantages ; not because it gives them 
pleasure, but because they have known it 

Chinvang the Chaste, ascending the 
throne of China, commanded that all who 
were unjustly detained in piison during 
the preceding reigns should be set free. 
Among the number who came to thank 
their deliverer on this occasion there ap- 
peared a majestic old man, who, falling 
at the emperor’s feet, addressed him as 
^follows : — “ Great father of China, behold 
' a wretch, now eighty-live years old, who 
was shut up in a dungeon at the age of 
twenty-two. I was imprisoned, though a 
stranger to crime, or without being even 
confronted by my accusers. I ha\'e now 
lived in solitude and darkness for more 
than fifty years, and am grown familiar 
with distress. As yet, dazzled with the 
splendour of that sun to which you have 
restored me, I have been wandering the 
streets to fin d some friend that would assist, 
or relieve, or remember me; but my 
'■ friemls, my family, and relations are all 
(lead, and X am forgotten. Permit me, 
then, O Chinvang, to wear out the wretched 
remains of life in my former prison : the 
walls of my dungeon are to me more 
pleasing than the most splendid palace ; I 
have not long to live, and shall be unhappy 
except I spend the rest of my days where 
my youth was passed, — in that pri.son from 
which you were pleased to release me.” 

The old man’s passion for confinement 
is similar to that we all have for life. We 
are habituated to the prison, we look round 
with discontent, are displeased with the 
abode, and yet the length of our captivity 
only increases our fondness for the cell. 
The trees we have planted, the houses we 
have built, or the posterity we have be- 


gotten, all serve to bind us closer to earth, 
and embitter our parting. Life sues the 
young like a new acquaintance ; the com- 
panion, as yet unexhausted, is at once 
instructive and amusing: its company 
pleases; yet, for all this, it is but little 
regarded. To us who are declined in years 
life appears like an old friend; its jests 
have been anticipated in former conversa- 
tion ; it has no new story to make us smile, 
no new improvement with which to sur- 
prise, yet still we love it ; destitute of every 
enjoyment, still we love it, husband the 
wasting treasure wdth increased frugality, 
and feel all the poignancy of anguish in the 
fatal separation. 

Sir Philip Mordaunt was young, beau- 
tiful, sincere, brave, an Englishman. He 
had a complete fortune of his own, and the 
love of the king his master, \vhich was 
equivalent to riches. Life opened all her 
treasure before him, and promised a long 
succession of future happiness. lie came, 
tasted of the entertainment, but was dis- 
gusted even in the beginning. He pro- 
fessed an aversion to living ; was tired of 
walking round the same circle ; had tried 
every enjoyment, and found them all grow 
weaker at every repetition. “ If life be in 
youth so displeasing,” cried he to himself, 

“ what will it appear when age comes on ? 
if it be at present indifferent, sure it will 
then be execrable.” This thought em- 
bittered every reflection ; till at last, with 
all the serenity of perverted reason, he ■ 
ended the debate with a pistol ! Had this 
self-deluded man been apprised, that ex- 
istence grows more desiraXde to us the 
longer we exist, he would have then faced 
old age without shrinking, he would have 
boldly dared to live, and served that society 
by his future assiduity, which he basely 
injured by his desertion. — Adieu. 

LETTER LXXIV. 

From Lien Cki Aliangi io Fnm Hoamt First 

President of the Ceremonial Academy at 

Pekin in China, 

In reading the newspapers here I have 
reckoned up not less than twenty -flve great 
men, seventeen very great men, and nine 
very extraordinary men, in less than the 
compass of half a year. “These,” said 
the gazettes, “ are the men that posterity 
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are to gaze at with admiration ; these the 
names that fame will be employed in hold- 
ing up for the astonishment of siicceeding 
ages.” Let me see — forty-six great men 
in half a year amount to just ninety-two 
in a year. I wonder how posterity -will 
be able to remember them all, or whether 
the people, in future times, will have any 
other business to mind, but that of getting 
the catalogue by heart. 

Does the mayor of a corporation make 
a speech ? he is instantly set down for a 
great man. Does a pedant digest his com- 
monplace book into a folio? he quickly 
becomes great. Does a poet string up 
trite sentiments in rhyme? he also be- 
comes the great man of the hour. How 
diminutive soever the object of admiration, 
each is followed by a crowd of still more 
diminutive admirers. The shout begins 
in his train; onward he marches to im- 
mortality ; looks back at the pursuing 
crowd with self-satisfaction ; catching all 
the oddities, the whimsies, the absurdities, | 
and the littlenesses of conscious greatness, 
!)y the way. 

I was yesterday invited by a gentleman 
to dinner, who promised that our enter- 
tainment should consist of a haunch of 
venison, a turtle, and a great man. I came 
according to appointment. The venison 
was fine, the turtle good, but the great 
man insupportable. The moment I ven- 
tured to speak, I wms at once contradicted 
with a snap. I attempted, by a second 
and a third assault, to retrieve my lost 
reputation, but wns still beat back ivith 
confusion, I was resolved to attack him 
once more from entrenchment, and turned 
the conversation upon the government of 
China: but even here he asserted, snapped, 
and contradicted as before. “ Heavens,” 
thought I, ** this man pretends -to know 
China even better than myself ! ” I looked 
round to see who w^as on my side; but 
every eye wms fixed in admiration on the 
great man: I therefore at last thought 
proper to sit silent, and act the pretty gen- 
tleman during the ensuing conversation. 

When a man has once secured a circle i 
of admirers, he may be as ridiculous here 
as he thinks proper ; and it all passes for 
elevation of sentiment or learned absence. 
If he transgresses the common forms of 


breeding, mistakes even a teapot for a to- 
bacco-box, it is said that his thoughts are 
fixed on more important objects : to speak 
and to act like the rest of mankind, is to 
be no greater than they. There is some- 
thing of oddity in the very idea of great- 
ness; for w^e are seldom astonished at a 
thing veiy much resembling oiirselves. 

When the Tartars make a Lama, their 
first care is to place him in a dark corner 
of the temple : here he is to sit half con- 
cealed from view, to regulate the motion 
of his hands, lips, and eyes ; but, above 
all, he is enjoined gravity and silence. 
This, how^ever, is but the prelude to his 
apotheosis: a set of emissaries are des- 
patched among the people, to cry up his 
piety, gravity, and love of raw flesh ; the 
people take them at their word, approach 
the Lama, now become an idol, with the 
most humble prostration; he receives their 
addresses wdthoiit motion, commences a 
god, and is ever after fed by his priests « 
wdth the spoon of immortality. The same’^ 
receipt in this country serves to make a 
great man. The idol only keeps close, 
sends out his little emissaries to be hearty 
in his praise ; and straight, whether states- 
man or author, he is set dowm in the list 
of fame, continuing to be praised while it 
is fashionable to praise, or wfliile he pru- 
dently keeps his minuteness concealed 
from the public. 

I have visited many countries, and have 
1>een in cities without number, yet never 
did I enter a townnvhicli could not produce 
ten or tw’elve of those little great men; all 
fancying themselves knowm to the rest of 
the world, and complimenting each other 
upon their extensive reputation. It is 
amusing enough wflien two of these domes- 
tic prodigies of learning mount the stage 
of ceremony, and give and take praise 
from each other. I have been present 
when a German doctor, for having pro- 
nounced a panegj'ric upon a certain monlq 
w^as thought the most ingenious man in 
the world ; till the monk soon after divided 
this reputation by returning the compli- 
ment; by which means they both marched 
off with universal applause. 

The same degree of undevserved adulation 
that attends our great man while living, 
often also follows him to the tomb. It 
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frequently happens that one of his little | 
admirers sits down, big witli the important 
subject, and is delivered of the history of 
his life and writings. This may probably 
be called the revolutions of a life between j 
the fireside and the easy chair. In this 
we learn the year in which he was born, ; 
at what an early age he gave symptoms i 
of uncommon genius and application, to- 
gether with some of his smart sayings, ' 
collected by his aunt and mother while yet 
but a boy. The next book introduces him 
to the university, where we are informed 
of his amazing progress in learning, his | 
excellent skill in darning stockings, and | 
his new invention for papering books, 
to save the covers. He next makes his i 
appearance in the republic of letters, and i 
publishes his folio. Now the colossus is j 
reared; his works are eagerly bought i 
up by all the purchasers of scarce books. ! 
Tile learned societies invite him to be- i 
come a member : he disputes against some 
*'Toreigaerwith a long Latin name, conquers 
in the controversy, is complimented by 
several authors of gravity and importance, 
is excessively fond of egg-sauce witli his 
pig, becomes president of a literary club, 
and dies in tiie meridian of his glory, j 
Happy they who thus have some little 
faithful attendant, who never forsakes 
them, but prepares to wrangle and to praise 
against every opposer; at Once ready to 
increase their pride while living, and their 
character when dead! For you and I, 
my friend, who have no humble admirer 
thus to attend us ; we, who neither are, 
nor never will be, great men, and who do 
not much care ivhether we are great men 
or no ; at least let us strive to be honest 
men, and to have common sense. — Adieu. 

LETTER LXXV. 

Ta the sa me. 

There are numbers in this city who live 
by writing new books ; and yet there are 
thousands of volumes in every large library 
unread and forgotten. This, upon my 
arrival, was one of those contradictions 
which I was unable to account for. “ Is 
it possible,” said I, “that there should be 
any demand for new books, before those 
already published are read ? Can there be 


so many employed in producing a com- 
modity with which the market is already 
overstocked — and with goods also better 
than any of modern manufacture ? ” 

What at first view appeared an incon- 
sistence, is a proof at once of this peojde’s 
wisdom and refinement. Even allowing 
the works of their ancestors belter written 
than theirs, yet those of the moderns ac- 
quire a real value, by being marked with 
the impression of the times. Antiquity 
has been in the possession of others ; the 
present is our own: let us first, therefore, 
learn to know what belongs to ourselves, 
and then, if wo, have leisure, cast our re- 
flections back to the reign of Slionou, who 
governed twenty thousand years before the 
creation of the moon. 

The volumes of antiquity, like medals, 
may very well serve to amuse the curious ; 
but the works of the moderns, like the 
current coin of a kingdom, are much better 
for immediate use : tlie former are often 
prized above their intrinsic value, and kept 
with care; the latter seldom pass for more 
than they are wortli, and arc often siil.)ject 
to the merciless hands of sweating critics 
and clipping compilers: the works of anti- 
cpiity arc ever praised, lliose of the moderns 
read: the treasures of our ancestors have 
our esteem, and we boast the passion ; 
those of contemporary genius engage our 
heart, although we Idiisli to own it. The 
visits we pay the former resemble those we 
pay the great, — the ceremony is troiiblc- 
j some, and yet such as we would not choose 
; to forego: our acquaintance with modern 
; books is like sitting with a friend,-— our 
‘ pride is not liattered in the interview, but 
'■ it gives more internal satisfaction. 

I In proportion as society refines, new 
I books must ever become more necessary, 

I Savage rusticity is reclaimed by oral admo- 
; nition alone ; but the elegant excesses of 
: refinement are best corrected by the still 
' voice of studious inquiry. In a polite age 
' almost every person becomes a reader, and 
I receives more instruction from the press 
, than tlie pulpit. The preaching bonze 
' may instruct the illiterate peasant ; but 
nothing less than the insinuating address 
of a fine writer can win its way to an, heart 
' already relaxed in all the effeminacy of 
i refinement Books are necessary to cor- 

‘ F 
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rect the vices of the polite ; but those vices 
are ever changing, and the antidote should 
be changed accordingly— -should still be 
new. 

Instead, therefore, of thinking the num- 
ber of new publications here too great, I 
could wish it still greater, as they are the 
most useful instruments of reformation. 
Every country must be instructed either by 
writers or preachers ; but as the number 
of readers increases, the number of hearers 
is proportionally diminished ; the writer 
becomes more useful, and the preaching 
bonze less necessary. 

Instead, therefore, of complaining that 
writers are overpaid, when their works 
procure them a bare subsistence, I should 
imagine it the duty of a state, not only to 
encourage their numbers, but their industry. 
A bonze is rewarded with immense riches 
for instructing only a few, even of the 
most ignorant of the people ; and sure the 
poor scholar should not beg his bread, 
who is capable of instructing a million. 

Of all rewards, I grant, the most pleas- 
ing to a man of real merit is fame ; but a 
polite age, of all times, is that in which 
scarcely any share of merit can acquire it. 
What numbers of fine writers in the latter 
empire of Rome, when refinement was 
carried to the highest pitch, have missed 
that fame and immortality which they had 
fondly arrogated to themselves! How 
many Greek authors, who wrote at that 
period when Constantinople was the re- 
fined mistress of the empire, now rest, 
either not printed or not read, in the libra- 
ries of Europe I Those who came first, 
while either state as yet was barbarous, 
carried all the reputation away. Authors, 
as the age refined, became more numerous, 
and their numbers destroyed their fame. 
It is but natural, therefore, for the writer, 
when conscious that his woi'ks will not 
procure him fame hereafter, to endeavour 
to make them turn out to his temporal 
interest here. 

Whatever be the motives which induce 
men to write, whether avarice or fame, 
the country becomes most wise and happy 
in which they most serve for instructors. 
The countries where sacerdotal instruction 
alone is permitted remain in ignorance, 


superstition, and hopeless slavery. In 
England, where there are as many new 
books published as in all the rest of Europe 
together, a spirit of freedom and reason 
reigns among the people ; they have been 
often known to act like fools; they are 
generally found to think like men. 

The only danger that attends a multi- 
plicity of publications is, that some of 
them may be calculated to injure rather 
than benefit society. But where writers 
are numerous, they also serve as a check 
upon each other; and perhaps a literary 
inquisition is the most terrible punish- 
ment that can be conceived to a literary 
transgressor. 

! But, to do the English justice, there are 
but few offenders of this kind ; their pub- 
lications, in general, aim either at mending 
the heart, or improving the common weal. 
The dullest writer talks of virtue, and 
liberty, and benevolence, with esteem; 
tells his true story, filled with good and 
wholesome advice ; warns against slaveiy,.^? 
bribery, or the bite of a mad dog ; and 
dresses up his little useful magazine of 
knowledge and entertainment at least 
with a good intention. The dunces of 
France, on the other hand, who have less 
encouragement, are more vicious. Ten- 
! der hearts, languishing eyes, Leonora in 
love at thirteen, ecstatic transports, stolen 
blisses, are the frivolous subjects of their 
frivolous memoirs. In England, if a 
bawdy blockhead thus breaks in on 
the community, he sets his whole frater- 
; nity in a roar ; nor can he escape, even 
I though he should fly to nobility for 
! shelter. 

Thus, even dunces, my friend, may 
make themselves useful. But there are 
others, whom nature has blessed with 
talents above the rest of mankind ; men 
capable of thinking with precision, and 
impressing their thought with rapidity ; 
beings who diffuse those regards upon 
mankind, which others contract and settle 
upon themselves. These deserve eveiy 
j honour from that community of which 
; they are more peculiarly the children ; 
i to such I would give my heart, since to 
I them I am indebted for its humanity. — 
j Adieu. 
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LETTER LXXVL 

From Hingpp to Lien Cki Aitangi, hy the way 
o/ Moscozv. 

I STILL remain at Terki, where I have 
received that money which was remitted 
here in order to release me from captivity. 
My fair companion still improves in my 
esteem j the more I know her mind, her 
beauty becomes more poignant: she 
appears charming, even among the 
daughters of Circassia. 

Yet, were I to examine her beauty with 
the art of a statuary, I should find num- 
bers here that far surpass her ; nature 
has not granted her all the boasted 
Circassian regularity of feature, and yet 
she greatly exceeds the fairest of the 
country in the art of seizing the affections. 
“ Whence,” have I often said to myself, 
«this resistless magic that attends even 
moderate charms ? Though I regard the 
beauties of the country with admiration, 

^ every interview weakens tlie impression ; 
but the form of Zelis grows upon rny 
imagination — I never behold her without 
an increase of tenderness and respect. 
Whence this injustice of the mind, in 
preferring imperfect beauty to that which 
nature seems to have finished with care ? 
Whence the infatuation that he whom 
a comet could not amaze, should be 
astonished at a meteor ?” When reason 
was thus fatigued to find an answer, my 
imagination pursued the subject, and this 
was the result. 

I fancied myself placed between two 
landscapes, this called the Region of 
Beauty, and that the Valley of the Graces : 
the one adorned with all that luxuriant 
nature could bestow ; the fruits of various 
climates adorned the trees— the grove 
resounded with music — the gale breathed 
perfume— every charm that could arise 
from symmetry and exact distribution 
were here conspicuous, — the whole offer- 
ing a prospect of pleasure without end. 
The Valley of the Graces, on the other 
hand, seemed by no means so inviting; the 
streams and the groves appeared just as 
they usually do in frisquented countries : 
no magnificent parterres, no concert in 
the grove, the rivulet was edged with 
weeds, and the rook joined its voice to 


that of the nightingale. All was simplicity 
and nature. 

The most striking objects ever first 
allure the traveller. I entered the Region 
of Beauty with increased curiosity, and 
promised myself endless satisfaction in 
being introduced to the presiding goddess. 

I perceived several strangers, who entered 
with the same design ; and what surprised 
me not a little was, to see several others 
hastening to leave this abode of seeming 
felicity. 

After some fatigue, I had at last the 
honour of being introduced to the god- 
dess who represented Beauty in person. 
She w'as seated on a tlirone, at the foot 
of which stood several strangers, lately 
introduced like me, all regarding her 
form in ecstasy. 

“ Ah, what eyes ! what lips ! how clear 
her complexion ! how perfect her shape ! ” 
At these exclamations Beauty, with 
downcast eyes, would endeavour to 
counterfeit modesty, but soon again look- 
ing round as if to confirm every spec- 
tator in his favourable sentiments : some- 
times she w'oiild attempt to allure us l)y 
smiles; and at intervals would bridle 
back, in order to inspire us with respect 
as well as tenderness. 

This ceremony lasted for some time, 
and had so much employed our eyes that 
we had forgot all tliis while that the 
goddess was silent. We soon, however, 
began to perceive the defect. “What,” 
said we, among each other, “ are wc to 
have nothing but languishing airs, soft 
looks, and inclinations of the head? 
Will the goddess only deign to satisfy 
our e}’'es?” Upon this, one of the com- 
pany stepped up to present her with some 
fruits he had gathered by the way. She 
received the present most sweetly smiling, 
and with one of the whitest hands in the 
world, but still not a word escaped her lips. 

I now found that my companions grew 
weary of their homage ; they went off one 
by one, and resolving not to be left 
behind, I offered to go in my turn, when, 
just at the door of the temple, I was 
called back by a female whose name was 
Pride, and who seemed displeased at the 
behaviour of the company. “ Where are 
you hastening?’* said she to me wath an 
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rect the vices of the pt>lite ; but those vices 
are ever changing, and the antidote should 
be changed accordingly— should still be 
new. 

Instead, therefore, of thinking the num- 
ber of new publicalioiiK here too great, I 
could wish it still greater, as they are the 
most useful instruments of reformation. 
Every country must be instructed either by 
writers or preachers : but as the number 
of readers increases, the number of hearers 
is proportionally diminished ; the writer 
becomes more useful, and the preaching 
bon7.e less necessary. 

Instead, therefore, of complaining that 
writers are overpaid, when their works 
procure them a bare subsistence, I should 
imagine it the duty of a state, not only to 
encourage their numbers, but their industry. 
A bonze is rewarded with immense riches 
for instructing only a few, even of the 
most ignorant of the people ; and sure the 
poor scholar should not beg his bread, 
who is capable of instructing a million. 

Of all rewards, 1 grant, the most pleas- 
ing to a man of real merit is fame ; but a 
polite age, of all times, is that in which 
scarcely any share of merit can acquire it. 
What numbers of fine writers in the latter 
empire of Rome, when refinement was 
carried to the highest pitch, have missed 
that fame and immortality which they had 
fondly arrogated to themselves! How 
many Greek authors, who wrote at that 
perifjit when Constantinople was the re- 
fined mistress of the empire, now rest, 
either not printed or not read, in the libra- 
ries of Europe ! 'Chose who came first, 
while either state as yet was barbarous, 
carried all the reputation away. Authors, 
as the age refined, became more numerous, 
and their numbers destroyed their fame. 
It is but natural, therefore, for the writer, 
when conscious that his works will not 
procure him fame hereafter, to endeavour 
to make them turn out to his temporal 
interest here. 

Whatever be the motives which induce 
men to write, whether avarice or fame, 
the country becomes most wise and happy 
in which they most serve for instructors. 
The countrieVwdiere sacerdotal instruction 
alone is permitted remain in ignorance, 


superstition, and hopeless slavery. In 
England, where there are as many new' 
books published as in all the rest of Europe 
together, a spirit of freedom and reason 
reigns among the people : they have been 
often known to act like fools ; they are 
generally found to think like men. 

The only danger that attends a multi- 
plicity of publications is, that some of 
them may be calculated to injure rather 
than benefit society. But where writers 
are numerous, they also serve as a check 
upon each other j and perhaps a literary 
inquisition is the most terrible punish- 
ment that can be conceived to a literary 
transgressor. 

But, to do the English justice, there are 
but few offenders of this kind ; their pub- 
lications, in general, aim either at mending 
the heart, or improving the common weal. 
The dullest writer talks of virtue, and 
liberty, and benevolence, with esteem; 
tells his true story, filled wdth good and 
w'holesome advice ; w'arns against slavery,^' 
bribery, or the bite of a mad dog; and 
dresses up his little useful magazine of 
knowledge and entertainment at least 
with a good intention. The dunces of 
France, on the other hand, w'ho have less 
encouragement, are more vicious. Ten- 
der hearts, languishing eyes, I^eonora in 
love at thirteen, ecstatic transports, stolen 
blisses, are the frivolous subjects of their 
frivolous memoirs. In England, if a 
baw'dy blockhead thus breaks in on 
the community, he sets his w'hole frater- 
nity in a roar ; nor can he escape, even 
though he should fly to nobility for 
shelter. 

Thus, even dunces, my friend, may 
make themselves useful. But there are 
others, whom nature has blessed wdth 
talents above the rest of mankind ; men 
capable of thinking with precision, and 
impressing their thought with rapidity ; 
beings who difluse those regards upon 
mankind, which others contract and settle 
upon themselves. These deserve every 
honour from that community of which 
they are more peculiarly the children; 
to such I w'oiild give my heart, since to 
them I am indebted for its humanity. — 
Adieu, 




w 

I 


THE CITIZEhT OF THE IVORLD. 


211 


\ 

( 

I 

f 

1 


that of the nightingale. All was simplicity 
LETTER LXXVI. and nature. 

From Hingpo to Lien Cki Altangi, hy the rvay The most striking objects ever first 
of Moscow. allure the traveller. I entered the Region 

I STILL remain at Terki, where I have of Beauty with increased curiosity, and 
received that money which was remitted promised myself endless satisfaction in 
here in order to release me from captivity, being introduced to the presiding goddess. 
My fair companion still improves in my I perceived several strangers, who entered 
esteem ; the more I know her mind, her with the same design ; and what surprised 
beauty becomes more poignant : she me not a little was, to see several others 
appears charming, even among the hastening to leave tliis abode of seeming 
daughters of Circassia. felicity. 

Yet, were I to examine her beauty with j After some fatigue, I had at last the 
the £irt of a statuary, I should find num- j honour of being introduced to the god- 
bers here that far surpass her ; nature | dess who represented Beauty in person, 
has not granted her all the boasted i She was seated on a throne, at the foot 
Gircassian regularity of feature, and yeti of which stood several strangers, lately 
she greatiy exceeds the fairest of the | introduced like me, all regarding her 
country in the art of seizing the affections, i form in ecstasy. 

Whence,” have I often said to myself, | “ Ah, what eyes 1 what lips ! how clear 

“this resistless magic that attends even i her complexion ! how ])erfect licr shape !” 
moderate charms ? Though I regard the | At these exclamations Beauty, with 
beauties of tlie country with admiration, I downcast eyes, would endeavour to 
-H every interview weakens the impi*ession ; ■ coimterfeit modesty, but soon again look- 
but the form of Zelis grows u]3on my : ing round as if to confirm every spec- 
imagination — I never behold her without ■ tator in his favourable sentiments : some- 
an increase of tenderness and respect. I times she would attempt to allure us by 
Whence this injustice of the mind, ini smiles; and at intervals would bridle 
preferring imperfect Ideality to that wbich ; back, in order to inspire us v’ith respect 
nature seems to have finished with care? I as well as tenderness. 

Whence the infatuation that he whom I This ceremony lasted for some time, 
a comet could not amaze, should be ! and had so much employed our eyes that 
astonished at a meteor ? ” When reason j we had forgot all this while that the 
was thus fatigued to find an answer, my ' goddess was silent. We soon, however, 
imagination pursued the subject, and this ; began to perceive the defect. “ What,” 
■was the result. ^ said we, among each other, “ are we to 

I fancied myself placed between two i have nothing but languishing airs, soft 
landscapes, this called the Region of ; looks, and inclinations of the head? 
Beauty, and that the Valley of the Graces :: Will the goddess only deign to satisfy 
the one adorned with all that luxuriant our eyes?” Upon this, one of the com- 
nature could bestow ; the fruits of various pany stepped up to present her with some 
climates adorned the trees— the grove fruits he had gathered by the way. She 
resounded with music — the gale breathed , received the present most sweetly smiling, 
perfume— every charm that could arise and with one of tlie whitest hands in the 
from symmetry and exact distribution world, but still not a word escaped her lips, 
were here conspicuous, — the whole offer- ^ I now found that my companions grew 
ing a prospect of pleasure without end. weary of their homage ; they went off one 
The Valley of the Graces, on the other by one, and resolving not to be left 
hand, seemed l)y no means so inviting ; the behind, I offered to go in my turn, when, 
streams and the groves appeared just as just at the door of the temple, I was 
they usually do in frequented countries : called back by a female whose name was 
no magnificent parterres, no concert in ; Pride, and who seemed displeased at the 
the grove, tlie rivulet was edged with . behaviour of the company. “ Where are 
weeds, and the rook joined its voice to you hastening?” said she to me with an 
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angrv air; “the goddess of Beauty is 
here,"”™* I have been to visit her, 
madam,” replied T, “and find her more 
beautiful even than report liadmade her.” 
— “ And why then will you leave her ? ” 
adfled the female. -—“I have seen her 
long enough,” returned I ; “ I have got 
all her features by heart. Her eyes are 
-still the same. Her nose is a very fine one, 
but it is still just such a nose now as it 
was half an hour ago : could she throw a 
little more mind into her face, perhaps I 
should be for wishing to have more of her 
company. “ Wliat signifies, ” replied 
my female, “ whether she has a mind or 
not? has she any occasion for a mind, so 
formed as she is by nature? If she had 
a cojmnon face, indeed, there might be 
some reason for thinking to improve it ; 
but when features arc already perfect, 
every alteration would but impair them. 
A fine fiice is already at the point of per- 
fection, and a fine lady should endeavour 
to keep it so : the impression it would 
receive from thought would but disturb 
its whole economy.” 

To this speech I gave no rejdy, but 
made the best of my way to the Valley of 
tlie Graces. Here I found all those who 
before had been my companions in the 
Region of Beauty, now upon the same 
errand. 

As we entered the valley, the prospect 
insensibly seemed to improve ; we found 
everything so natural, so domestic, and 
pleasing, that our minds, which before 
were congealed in admiration, now relaxed 
into gaiety and good-humour. We had 
designed to pay our respects to the pre- 
siding goddess, hut she was nowhere to 
be found. One of our companions 
asserted that her temple lay to the right, 
another to the left, a third insisted that it 
was straight before us, and a fourth, that 
we had left it behind. In short, we 
found everything familiar and charming, 
but could not determine where to seek for 
the Grace in person. 

In this agreeable incertitude we passed 
several hours, and though very desirous 
of finding the goddess, by no means 
impatient of the delay. Every part of 
the valley presented some minute beauty, 
which, without offeiing itself, at once 


stole upon the soul, and captivated us 
with the charms of our retreat. Still, 
however, we continued to search, and 
might still have continued, had we not 
been interrupted by a voice, whidi, 
though we could not see fi'om udience it 
came, addressed us in this manner : — “ If 
you would find the goddess of Grace, seek 
her not under one form, for she assumes 
a thousand. Ever changing under the 
eye of inspection, her variety, rather than 
her figure, is pleasing. In contemplating 
her beauty, the eye glides over every 
perfection with giddy delight, and capable 
of fixing nowhere, is charmed witli tlic 
whole. She is now ContcmiDlation with 
I solemn look, again Com]5assion with 
liumid eye ; she now sj^arkles ^vith joy, 
soon every feature speaks distress ; her 
looks at times invite onr approach, at 
others repress our presumption : the gotl- 
dess cannot be properly called beautiful 
under any one of these forms, but by com- 
bining them all she becomes irresistibly 
pleasing.” — Adieu. 

LETTER LXXVII. 

Fj'oin Lien C/ii A to Fum Hoani, First 
President of the Ceremonial Academy at 
Pekin in China. 

The shops of London are as well furnished 
as those of Pekin. Those of London 
have a picture hung at their door, inform- 
ing the passengers what they have to sell, 
as those at Pekin have a board to assure 
the buyer that they have no intent to 
cheat him. 

I was this morning to buy silk for a 
nightcap. Immediately upon entering 
the mercer’s shop, the master and his 
two men, with wigs plastered with powder, 
appeared to ask my commands. They 
were certainly the civillest people alive ; 
if I but looked, they flew to the place 
where I cast my eye ; every motion of 
mine sent them running round tlie whole 
shop for my satisfaction. I informed 
them that I wanted what was good, and 
they showed me not less than forty pieces, 
and each was better than the former, the 
prettiest pattern in nature, and the fittest 
in the world for nightcaps. “My very 
good friend,” said I to the mercer, “you 
must not pretend to instruct me in silks ; 
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I know these in particular to be no better lord, it is at once rich, tasty, and quite 
than your mere flimsy bungees.”— “ That the thing.” — “ I am no lord,” interrupted 
may be,” cried the mercer, who, I after- I beg pardon,” cried lie; “but be 

wards found, had never contradicted a pleased to remember, when you intend 

man in his life : “I cannot pretend to say buying a morning gown, that you had an 

but they may ; but I can assure you, my offer from me of something worth money. 

Lady Trail has had a sack from this piece Conscience, sir, conscience is my way of 

this very morning.”— “ But, friend,” said dealing; you may buy a morning g"own 

I I, ‘though my lady has chosen a sack now, or you may stay till they become 

from it, I see no necessity that I should deai'er and less fashionaljle ; but it is not 

wtjar it for a nightcap. ” — ‘ ‘ That may be, ” my business to advise. ” In short, most 

i returned he again ; “yet what becomes reverend Fum, he persuaded me to buy a 

■ a pretty lady, will at any time look well morning gown also, and would probably 

^ on a handsome gentleman.” This short have persuaded me to have bought half 

] compliment was thrown in so very season- the goods in his shop, if I had stayed 

i ably upon my ugly face, that even though long enough, or was furnished with siif- 

I disliked the silk, I desired him to cut ficient money. 

me off the pattern of a nightcap. Upon returning home, I could not help 

While this business was consigned to reflecting, with some astonishment, how 

his journeymen, the master himself took this very man, with such a confined edu- 

down some pieces of silk still finer than cation and capacity, was yet capable of 

any I liad yet seen, and spreading them turning me as he thought proper, and 

before me, “There,” cries he, “there’s moulding me to his inclinations. 1 knew 

I * beauty ; my Lord Snakeskin has bespoke he was only answering his own purposes, 
I the fellow to this for the birthnight this even wliile he attempted to appear so- 

very morning ; it would look charmingly | licitous aliout mine : yet, by a voluntary 

in waistcoats.” — “But I don’t want a j infatuation, a sort of passion, compounded 

; waistcoat,” replied 1. “Not want a ! of vanity and good-nature, I walked into 

waistcoat !” returned the mercer : “then ; the snare with my eyes open, and put 

I would advise you to buy one ; when ? myself to future pain in order to give him 

t waistcoats are wanted, you may depend , immediate pleasure. The wisdom of the 

upon it they will come dear. Always ■ ignorant someu-hal resembles the instinct 

buy before you want, and you are sure to ' of animals; it is diffused in but a very 

be well used, as they say in Cheapside.” ' narrow sphere, but within that circle it 

There was so much justice in his advice, : acts with vigour, uniformity, and success, 

that I could not refuse taking it ; besides, j — Adieu. 


the silk, which was really a good one, 
increased the temptation ; so I gave orders 
for that too. 


LETTER LXXVIIL 


'To the same. 


As I was waiting to have my bargains j From my former accounts you may be 
measured and cut, which, I know not 1 apt to fancy the English the most ridicu- 
how, they executed but slowly, during the I loiis people under the sun. They are 
interval the mercer entertained me with i indeed ridiculous; yet every other nation 
the modern manner of some of the no- in Europe is equally so ; each laughs at 
bility receiving company in their morning each, and the Asiatic at all. 
gowns. “ Perhaps, sir,” adds he, “you I may upon another occasion point 
have a mind to see what kind of silk is out what is most slrikingly absurd in 
universally worn.” Without waiting for other countries; I .shall at j>resent confine 
my reply, he spreads a piece before me, ! myself only to France. 'Phe first national 


which might be reckoned ]:)eautiful even j peculiarity a traveller meets upon entering 
in China. “If the nobility,” continues : that kingdom is an odd sort of staring 
lie, “ were to know I sold this to any j vivacity in every eye, not excepting even 
under a Right Uonourable, T should cer- ; the children; the people, it seems, have 
tainly lose their custom ; you see, my [ got it into their heads, that they have 
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— - ^ I wlnf beautv 1 0 "vvlicit taste! RIoit 

niturc wit than others, and so ’,®^/^vhat grandeur ! was ever any 

order hr look smart. ^ i , m-g ourselves’ we are the nation 

I know not how it happen^ of ’ of men and all the rest no better than 

like a hag at app^irVonno, i ferent dish Jfrom a nettle-top, .seven from 

some measure, they nevei appeal yoiin , ^ ^nd twice as many from a 

so it may be equally f J ! frot°s haunches : these eat prettily enough 

actually think themselves never ok , , » ^ 

gentle miss shall prepare for I overload the 

fniests at slaty, shall hobble a rig^oo ; l„3f\vi h crudities. They seldom 


stoniJ^li witli crudities.^ They seldom 
dine under seven hot dishes : it is ti ut, 
indeed, with all this magnificence, they 
seldom spread a cloth before the guests ; 
but in that I cannot be angry with them, 
since those who have got no linen on 
their backs may very well be excused for 
wanting it upon their tables, _ 

Even religion itself loses its solemniiy 
among them. Upon their roads, at about^ 


(luests itb - -j 

when she can scarce walk out without 
a cratch; she shall affect the girl, play 
her fan and her eyes, and talk of senti- 
ments, bleeding hearts, and expiring for 
love, when actually dying with age. Like 
a departing philosopher, she attempts to 
make her last moments the most brilliant 
of her life. . , ^ 

Their civility to strangers is what they 

which, with the 
, _ ..„.^e frequently 

■''Tj ^ i lighted my pipe. Instead of the Virgin, 

Another instance of this people’s breed- ! yiu are sometimes presented^ with a cm- 
iniT I must not forget. An Englishman | cifix, at other times with a wooden wSavioui , 
w^Jull imfs^^kht. native out in 

company of foreigners, where he was su^ spear nails, pmceis, «^oi, 

that imne understood him; a travelling ! bees -wax, i 

1 rottentot himself would be silent if ac- these images, I have been told, came dow n 
(jiiainted only with the language of liis : from heaven; if so, m heaven they lia\t 
country; but a Frenchman shall talk to I but bungling workmen. ^ 
y<m whether you understand his language | In passing tlirough their towns you 
or not ; never troubling his head whether i frequently see the men sitting at the doors 
vou have learned French, still he keeps i knitting stockings, while the care ^ot culti- 
ip the conversation, fixes his eye full in i vating the ground and pruning the vines 
nc-i-c n tiT/Miconfl I klls to the woiTien. This is. perhaps, tne 



your face, and asks a thousand questions, 
which he answers himself, for want of a 
more satisfactory reply. 

But their civility to foreigners is not 
half so great as their admiration of them- 
selves. Everything that belongs to them 
. and their nation is great, magnificent be- 
yond expression, quite romantic! every 
garden is a paradise, every hovel a palace, 
and every woman an angel. They shut 


o " " -o f 

falls to the women. This is, perhaps, the 
reason why the fair sex are granted some 
peculiar privileges in this country; par- 
ticularly, when they can get horses, of 
riding without a side-saddle. 

But I begin to think you may find this 
description pert and dull enough ; perhaps 
it is so ; yet, in general, it is the manner 
in which the F rench usually describe 
foreigners ; and it is but just to force a part 


and every woman an angel, iney snut i loreigners ; anciiiis out just luiutcc u. pun. 
dieir eyes dose, throw their mouths wide | of that ridicule back upon them, which 
open, and cry out in a rapture, “ Sacrel i they attempt to lavish on others. — Adieu. 
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LETTER LXXIX. 

Te the same. 

The two theatres which serve to amuse i 
the citizens here are again opened for j 
the winter. The mimetic troops, different 
from those of the state, begin their cam- j 
paign when all the others quit the field; | 
and at a time when the Europeans cease 
to destroy each other in reality, they are 
entertained with mock battles upon the 
stage. 

The dancing master once more shakes j 
his quivering feet ; the carpenter prepares 
his paradise of pasteboard; the hero re- 
solves to cover his forehead with brass, 
and the heroine begins to scour up her 
copper tail, preparative to future opera- 
tions ; in short, all are in motion, from 
the theatrical letter carrier, in yellow 
clothes, to Alexander the Great that 
stands on a stool. 

Both houses have already commenced 
hostilities. War, open war, and no quarter 
received or given ! Two singing women, 
like heralds, hare begun the contest ; the 
whole town is divided on this solemn oc- 
casion ; one has the finest pipe, the other 
the finest manner;, one curtsies to the 
ground, the other salutes the audience 
with a smile; one comes on with modesty ’ 
which asks, the other with boldness which 
extorts, applause ; one wears powder, the 
other has none ; one has the longest waist, 
but the other appears most easy : all, all 
is important and serious; the town as yet 
perseveres in its neutrality; a cause of 
such moment demands the most mature 
delil>eration ; they continue to exhibit, 
and it is very possible this contest may 
continue to please to the end of the season. 

But the generals of either army have, 
as I am told, several reinforcements to 
lend occasional assistance. If they pro- 
duce a pair of diamond buckles at one 
house, we have a pair of eyebrows that 
can match them at the other. If we out- 
do them in our attitude, they can overcome 
us by a shrug ; if we can bring more 
children on the stage, they can bring more 
guards in red clothes, who strut and 
shoulder their swords to the astonishment 
of every spectator. 

They tell me here, that people frequent 


the theatre in order to he instructed as 
well as amused. I smile to hear the 
assertion. If I ever go to one of their 
playhouses, what with trumpets, hallooing 
behind the stage, and bawling upon it, I 
am quite dizzy before the performance is 
over. If I enter the house Avith any senti- 
ments in my head, I am sure to have 
none going away, the whole mind being 
filled with a dead march, a funeral pro- 
cession, a cat-call, a jig, or a tempest 

There is, perhaps, nothing more easy 
than to write properly for the English 
theatre ; I am amazed tliat none are 
apprenticed to the trade. Tlie author, 
W'hen well acquainted with tlie value of 
thunder and lightning ; when versed in 
all the mystery of scene-shifting and trap- 
doors ; wdien skilled in the proper periods 
to introduce a wire-walker or a waterfall ; 

I w’hen instructed in every actor’s peculiar 
I talent, and capable of adapting his speeches 
' to the supposed excellence; when tlms 
^ instructed, he knows all that can give a 
modern audience pleasure. One player 
shines in an exclamation, another in a 
groan, a third in a horror, a fourth in a 
start, a fifth in a smile, a sixth faints, and 
a seventh fidgets round the stage with 
peculiar vivacity; that piece, therefore, 
will succeed best, where each has a proper 
opportunity of shining : the actor’s busi- 
ness is not so much to adapt himself to 
the p>oet, as the poet’s to adapt himself to 
the actor. 

The great secret, therefore, of tragedy- 
i writing at present is a perfect acquaint- 
ance with theatrical ah’s and oh’s ; a 
certain number of these, interspersed Avith 
gods ! toidures ! racks 1 and damnation I 
shall distort eA^ery actor almost into con- 
vulsions, and draAV tears from CA^ery spec- 
tator ; a proper use of these will infallibly 
fill the AA^ole house Avith applause. But, 

I above all, a Avhining scene must strike 
most forcibly. I Avould advise, from my 
I present knoAvledge of the audience, the 
: tAA^o faA^ourite players of the toAvn to intro- 
duce a scene of this sort in every play. 
ToAA^ards the middle of the last act I 
‘ Avould ha\"e them enter Avith Avild looks 
i and outspread arms : there is no necessity 
I for speaking, they are only to groan at 
I each other ; they must A'ary the tones of 
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exckniatioii and despair through thewhole offenders to escape rathei than load any 
tlieatriral gamut, wring their figures into with a punishment disproportioned to the 
cnxUT shape of distress, and, when their crime. ^ ^ 

calan;iti,-s have drawn a proper quantity Thus it is the glory of an Englishman, 
oftonrs from the sympathetic spectators, that he is not only governed by laws, but 
they may go off 'in dumb solemnity at that these are also tempered by mercy ; a 
dinerciit doors, clapping their hands, or country restrained by severe law-yand 
slapping their pocket'holes : this, which those, too, executed with seventy (as in 
may be calletl a tragic pantomime, will Japan), is under the most teiuble species 
answer every purpose of moving the of tyranny ; a royal tyrant is generally 
passions as well as words could have done, dreadful to the great, but nunieious penal 
and it must save those expenses which go laws grind every rank ot people, and 
to revvard an author, chiefly those least able to lesist oppies* 

All modern plays that would keep the sion,-— the poor. ^ 
audience alive must be conceived in this It is very possible thus for a people to 
manner ; and, indeed, many a modern become slaves to laws of their own enact- 
plav is made up on no other plan. This ing, as the Athenians were to those of 
is the merit that lifts up the heart, like Draco. “It might first happen,” says the 
Oj'»iiim, into a rapture of insensibility, and historian, “ that men with peculiar talents 
can dismiss the mind from all the fatigue for villainy attempted to evade the ordi- 
of thinking: this is the eloquence that nancesalreadyestablishedj their practice.s, 
shines in many a long-forgotten scene, therefore, soon brought on a new law 
which has lieen reckoned excessively fine levelled against them ; but the same 
upon acting; this the lightning that flashes | degree of cunning which had taught the 
no less iiiThe hyperbolicartyrant, who knave to evade the former statutes, taught 
breakfasts on the wind, than in little him to evade the latter also ; he flew to 
Norval, as harmless as the babe unborn, new shifts, while justice pursued with new 
—Adieu. ordinances ; still, however, he kept his 

^ ^ ^ T V vv ^ proper distance, and whenever one crime 

LEi lEK LAaX. I was judged penal by the state, he left 

To the same. i committing it, in order to practise some 

I ii.WE always regarded the spirit of I unforbidden species of villainy. Thus the 
mercy which appears in the Chinese laws ; criminal against whom the threatenings 
with admiration. An order for the exe- | were denounced always escaped free, 
culion of a criminal is carried from court | while the simple rogue alone felt the 
by slow journey.s of six^miles a day, but a : rigour of justice. In the meantime, penal 
pardon is sent clown wdth the most rapid | laws became numerous ; almost every 
dispatch. If five sons of the same father | person in the state, unknowingly, at 
l)e guilty of tlie same offence, one of them j different times offended, and was every 
is forgiven, in order to continue the family, moment subject to a malicious prosecu- 
and comfort his aged parents in their tion.” In fact, penal laws, instead of 
decline. ^ preventing crimes, are generally enacted 

Similar to tliis, there is a spirit of mercy after the commission ; instead of repress- 
brcatlies through the laws of England, ing the growth of ingenious villainy, 
winch some erroneously endeavour to only multiply deceit, by putting it upon 
suppress ; the laws, however, seem unwill- j new shifts and expedients of practisin<T 
ing to punish the offender, or to furnish | with impunity. ^ 

the officers of justice with eveiy means of I Such laws, therefore, resemble the 
acting with seventy. Those who arrest ; guards which are sometimes imposed 
ciebtors are denied the use of arms ; the j upon tributary princes, apparently, in- 
mghtly watch is permitted to repress the , deed, to secure them from danger, but, in 
Oiwders of_ the drunken citizens only ' reality, to confirm their captivity, 
with clubs ; justice, m such a case, seems ! Penal laws, it must be allowed, secure 
to tilde her terrors, and permits some 1 property in a state, but they also diminish 
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personal security in the same proportion : 
there is no positive law, how ecjiiitable 
soever, .that may not be sometimes capable 
of injustice. When a law enacted to 
make theft punishable with death happens 
to be equitably executed, it can at best 
only guard our possessions ; but whenj 
by favour or ignorance, justice pro- 
nounces a wrong verdict, it then attacks 
our lives, since, in such a case, the whole 
community suffers with the innocent vic- 
tim : if, therefore, in order to secure the 
effects of one man, I should make a law 
which should take away the life of 
another, in such a case, to attain a smaller 
good, I am guilty of a greater evil ; to 
secure society in the possession of a bauble, 
I render a real and valuable possession 
precarious. And indeed the experience 
of every age may serve to vindicate the 
assertion. No law could be more just 
than that called lcs(d majestatis^ when 
Rome was governed l>y emperors : it 
was but reasonable, that every conspiracy 
against the administration should be 
detected and punished : yet what terrible 
slaughters succeeded in consequence of 
its enactment ! proscriptions, stranglings, 
poisonings, in almost every family of 
distinction; yet all done in a legal w'ay, — 
eveiy criminal had his trial, and lost his 
life by a majority of witnesses. 

And such will ever be the case, where 
punishments are numerous, and wdiere a 
weak, vicious, but above all, where a 
mercenary magistrate is concerned iin 
their execution : such a man desires to 
see penal laws increased, since he too 
frequently has it in his power to turn 
them into instruments of extortion ; in 
such hands, the more laws, the wider 
means, not of satisfying justice, but of 
satiating avarice. 

A mercenary magistrate, who is re- 
warded in proportion, not to his integrity, 
but to the nixmber he convicts, must be a 
person of the most imblemished character, 
or he will lean on the side of cruelty; 
and when once the work of injustice is 
begun, it is impossible to tell how far it 
, will proceed. It is said of the hycena, 
that, naturally, it is no way ravenous ; but 
when once it has tasted human flesh, it 
becomes the most voracious animal of the 


forest, and continues to persecute man- 
kind ever after. A corrupt magistrate 
may be considered as a human hymna : he 
begins, perhaps, by a private snap, he goes 
on to a morsel among friends, he proceeds 
to a meal in public, from a meal he ad- 
vances to a surfeit, and at last sucks blood 
like a vampire. 

Not into such hands should the admi- 
nistration of justice be entrusted, but to 
those who know hoxv to reward as w'ell as 
to punish. It w’as a fine saying of Nangfu 
the emperor, who, being told that his 
enemies had raised an insurrection in one 
of the distant provinces, ‘‘Come, then, 
my friends,” said he, “follow me, and I 
promise you that we shall quickly destroy 
them.” He marched forward, and the 
rebels submitted upon his approacli. All 
noxv thought that he would take the most 
signal revenge, but were surprised to see 
the captives treated with mildness and 
humanity. “ How ! ” cries his first minis- 
ter, “is this the manner in which you 
fulfll your promise *? your royal U’ord was 
given that your enemies sltould be de- 
stroyed, and behold you have pardoned 
all, and even caressed some!” — “I pro- 
mised,” replied the emperor with a 
generous air, “ to destroy my enemies ; I 
have fulfilled my word, for see they are 
enemies no longer ; I have made friends 
of them.” 

This, could it always succeed, were the 
tnie method of destroying the enemies of 
a state; well it were, if rewards and 
mercy alone could regulate the common- 
■wealth : but since punishments are some- 
times necessary, let them at least be 
rendered terrible, by being executed but 
seldom ; and let Justice lift her sword 
rather to terrify than revenge. — Adieu, 

LETTER LXXXI. 

To the same. 

I HAVE as yet given you but a short 
and imperfect de.scription of the ladies of 
I England. Woman, my friend, is a subject 
j not easily understood, even in China ; 

; what, therefore, can be expected from my 
j knowledge of the sex, in a countr)’’ where 
I they are universally allowed to be riddles, 

J and I but a stranger ? 
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"^l^^ifessatmthri was afraid to begin to patch up their tails eight or ten times 
the description, lest the sex should un- in a season. This unnecessary consump- 
dergo some new revolution before it was tion may introduce poveity heie, but then 
finished • and my picture should thus we shall be the richer for it in China, 
become old before it could well be said The Man in Black, who is a professed 
to have ever been new. To-day they are enemy to this manner of ornamenting the 
lifted upon stilts ; to-morrow they lower tail, assures me there are numberless 
their heels, and raise their heads : their inconveniences attending it, and that a 
clothes at one time are bloated out with lady dressed up to the fashion is as much 
whalebone; at present they have laid a cripple as any in Nankin. But his 
their hoops aside, and are become as slim chief indignation is levelled at those who 
as mermaids. All, all is in a state of con- dress in this manner, without a proper 
tinual fluctuation, from the mandarine’s fortune to support it. He assures me, 
wife who rattles through the street in her that he has known some who would have 
chariot, to the humble sempstress who a tail though they ^vanted a petticoat; 
clatters over the pavement in iron-shod and others, w^ho, without any other pre- 
pattens. tensions, fancied they became ladies 

What chiefly distinguishes the sex at merely from the addition of three super- 


present is the train. As a lady’s quality 
or fashion was once detennined here by 
the circumference of her hoop, both are 
now measured hy the length of her tail. 
Women of moderate fortunes are con- 


fluous yards of ragged silk. “ I know a 
thrifty good woman,” continues he, ‘Svho, 
thinking herself obliged to carry a train 
like her betters, never walks from home 
without the uneasy apprehension of u'ear- 


tented with tails moderately long ; but ing it out too soon ; every excursion she 
ladies of true taste and distinction set no makes gives her new anxiety ; and her 
bolmds to their ambition in this particular, train is every bit as importunate, and 
I am told the lady mayoress, on days of wounds her peace as much, as tlie bladder 
ceremony, carries one longer than a bell- we sometimes see tied to the tail of a cat.” 
wether of Bantam, whose tail, you know, Nay, he ventures to afiirm, that a train 
is trundled along in a wheelbarrow. may often bring a lady into the most 

Sun of China, what contradictions do critical circumstances: “for, should a 
we find in this strange world ! not only rude fellow,” says he, “ offer to come up 
the people of different countries think in to ravish a kiss, and the lady attempt to 
opposition to each other, but the inhabi- avoid it, in retiring she must necessarily 
tants of a single island are often found tread upon her train, and thus fall fairly 
inconsistent with themselves. Would upon her back; by which means, every 
you liclievo it ? this very people, my one knows — her clothes may be spoiled. ” 
Finn, wlio are so fond of seeing their The ladies here make no scruple to 
women with long tails, at the same time, laugh at the smallness of a Chinese 
dock their horses to the very mmp I slipper ; but I fancy our wives in China 

liut you may easily guess, that I am no would have a more real cause of laughter, 
ways displeased with a fashion which could they but see the immoderate length 
tends to increase a demand for the com- of an European train. Head of Confucius ! 
modities of the East, and is so very bene- to view a human being crippling herself 
ficial to the country in which I was bora, with a great unwieldy tail for our divcr- 
Nothing can be better calculated to sion. Backward she cannot go, forward 
increase the price of silk than the present she must move but slowly ; and if ever 
manner of dressing. A lady’s train is she attempts to turn round, it must be in 
not bought but at some expense, and a circle not smaller than that described 
after it has swept the public walks for a by the wheeling crocodile, when it would 
very few evenings, is fit to be worn no face an assailant. And yet to think that 
lOT^er ; more silk must be bought in all this confers importance and majesty » 
order to repair the breach, and some to think that a lady acquires additionai 
ladies of peculiar economy are thus found respect from fifteen yards of trailing 
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taffety! I cannot contain— lia ! ha ! ha! barbarian as to the native of a crowded 
this is certainly a remnant of European commonwealth ; or when the other en- 
barbarity : the female Tartax-, dressed in deavours to banish them as prejudicial to 
sheep skins, is in far more convenient all society, even from populous states as 
di'apery. Their own writex*s have some- 'well as from the inhabitants of the wilder- 
times inveighed against the absurdity of ness, they are both wrong ; since that know- 
this fashion ; but perhaps it has never been ledge which makes the happiness of a 
ridiculed so well as upon the Italian rehned Em*opean, would be a torment to 
theatre, where Pasquariello being engaged | the precarious tenant of an Asiatic wihh 
to attend on the Countess of Feimambroco, j Let me, to prove this, transport the 
haviixg one of his hands enqdoyed in | imagination for a moment to the midst of 
carrying her muff, and the other her j a forest in Siberia. There we behold the 
lapdog, he beai's Ixer train majestically i inhabitant, poor indeed, but equally fond 
along, by sticking it in the waistband of | of happiness with the most refined p>hilo- 
his breeches. — x\dieu. ! sopher of China. The earth lies iincul- 

! tivated and uninhabited for miles around 


LETTER LXXXII. 

To ihe same. 

A DISPUTE has for some time divided the 
philosophers of Europe : it is debated I 
whether arts and sciences are more service- i 
able or prejudicial to mankind? They | 
who maintain the cause of literature ei> ! 
deavour to prove their usefulness from the 
impossibility of a large number of men 
subsisting in a small tract of country with- 
out them ; from the pleasure which attends 
the acquisition ; and from the iniluence 
of knowledge in promoting practical 
morality. 

They who maintain the oppo.site opinion 
display the happiness and innocence of 
those uncultivated nations who live with- 
out learning ; urge the numerous vices 
which are to be found only in polished 
society ; enlarge upon the oppression, the 
cruelty, and the blood which must neces- 
sarily be shed, in order to cement civil 
society ; and insist upon the happy equality 
of conditions in a barbarous state, pre- 
ferable to the unnatural subordination of a 
more refined constitution. 

This dispute, which has already given 
so much employment to speculative indo- 
lence, has been nxanaged with much ardour, 
and (not to suppress our sentiments) with, 
but little sagacity. They who insist that 
the sciences are useful in refined society 
are certainly right, and they who maintain 
that barbarous nations are more happy 
without them are right also : but when 
one side, for this reason, attempts to pi'ove 
tl’ 'm as universally useful to the solitary 


him : his little family and he the sole and 
undisputed possessors. In such ch*cum- 
stanccs nature and reason will induce him 
to prefer a himtei'’s life to that of culti- 
vating the earth. He will certainly adhere 
to that manner of living which is carried 
on at the smallest expense of laboin*, and 
that food which is most agreeable to the 
appetite ; he will prefer indolent, though 
pi'ecarious, luxury to a laborious, though 
pei'inanent, competence ; and a knowledge 
of his own liappiness will determine him to 
persevere in native barbarity. 

In like manner, his happiness will in- 
cline him to bind himself by no law : laws 
are made in order to secure present pro- 
perty ; but he is possessed of no property 
wliich he is afraid to lose, and desires no 
more than will be sufficient to sustain him ; 
to enter into compacts with others, would 
be undergoing a voluntaiy obligation with- 
out the expectance of any reward. He 
and his countiymen ai-e tenants, not rivals, 
in the same inexhaustible forest ; the in- 
creased possessions of one by no means 
diminish the expectations arising from 
equal assiduity in another ; there is no 
need of laws, therefore, to repre3.s ambi- 
tion, where there can be no mischief at- 
tending its most boundless gi'atification. 

Our solitary Siberian will, in like man- 
ner, find the sciences not only entirely use- 
less in directing his practice, but disgusting 
even in speculation. In every contem- 
plation our curiosity must be first excited 
by the appearances of things, before our 
reason undergoes the fatigue of investi- 
gating the causes. Some of those appear- 
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arices are produced by experiment, others 
by minute inquiry ; some arise from a 
knowledge of foreign climates, and* others 
from an intimate study of our own. But 
there are few objects, in comparison, which 
present themselves to the inhabitant of a 
barbarous country ; the game he hunts, 
or the transient cottage he builds, make 
up the chief objects of his concern ; his 
curiosity, therefore, must be proportion- ■ 
ably less ; and if that is diminished, the | 
reasoning faculty will be diminished in ! 
proportion. ^ i 

Besides, sensual enjoyment adds wings | 
to curiosity. We consider few objects with ; 
ardent attention, but those which have , 
some connexion with our wishes, our ' 
pleasures, or our necessities. A desire of 
enjoyment first interests our passions in 
the pursuit, points out the object of inves- | 
tigation, and reason then comments where 
sense has led the way. An increase in 
the number of our enjoyments, therefore, ; 
necessarily produces an increase of scientific 
research : but in countries where almost ■ 
every enjoyment is wanting, reason tliere ' 
seems destitute of its great inspirer, and 
speculation is the business of fools when 
it becomes its own reward. 

The barbarous Siberian is too wise, 
therefore, to exhaust his time in quest 
of knowledge, wdiich neither curiosity ; 
prompts nor pleasure impels him to pursue. ' 
When told of the exact admeasurement of 
a degree upon the equator at Quito, he i 
feels no pleasure in the account; when 
informed that such a discovery tends to 
promote navigation and commerce, he 
finds liimself no way interested in either. ; 
A disc<>very which some have pursued 
at the liazard of their lives, affects him | 
with neither astonishment nor pleasure. : 
He is satisfied with thoroughly understand- , 
ing the few objects which contribute to his ' 
own felicity ; he knows the properest places i 
where to lay the snare for the sable, and 
discerns the value of furs with more than 
European sagacity. More extend edkno^v- 
ledge would only serve to render him 
unhappy ; it mighty lend a ray to show I 
him the misery of his situation, but could i 
not guide him in his efforts to avoid it. I 
Ignorance is the happiness of the poor. | 
The misery of being endowed with ' 


sentiments above its capacity of fruition 
is most admirably described in one of the 
fables of Lokman, the Indian moralist. 
*'An elephant that had been peculiarly 
semceable in fighting the battles of Wist- 
now was ordered by the god to wish for 
whatever he thought proper, and the desire 
should be attended with immediate grati- 
fication. The elephant thanked his bene- 
I factor on bended knees, and desired to be 
1 endowed with the reason and the faculties 
: of a man. Wistnow^ was sOrry to hear the 
I foolish request, and endeavoured to dis- 
' suade him from his misplaced ambition ; 

; but finding it to no purpose, gave him at 
, last such a portion of wisdom, as could 
' correct even the Zendavesta of Zoroaster, 
The reasoning elephant went away re- 
joicing in his new acquisition ; and though 
' his body still retained its ancient form, he 
’ found his appetites and passions entirely 
' altered. lie first considered, that it would 
; not only be more comfortable, but also 
more becoming, to wear clothes ; but iin- 
; happily he had no method of making them 
' liimself, nor had he the use of speech to 
demand them from others; and this was 
the first time he felt real anxiety. He 
soon perceived how much more elegantly 
men were fed than he ; therefore he began 
to loathe his usual food, and longed for 
; those delicacies which adorn the tables of 
' princes : but here again he found it im- 
possible to be satisfied, for though he could 
i easily obtain fiesh, yet he found it impos- 
sible to dress it in any degree of perfection. 
In short, every pleasure that contributed 
to the felicity of mankind served only to 
; render him more miserable, as he found 
^ himself utterly deprived of the power of 
enjoyment. In this manner he led a re- 
pining, discontented life, detesting himself, 
and displeased with his ill-judged ambi- 
tion; till at last his benefactor, \Vistno\v, 
taking compassion on his forlorn situation, 
restored him to the ignorance and the hap- 
piness which he was originally formed to 
enjoy,” 

No, my friend, to attempt to introduce 
the sciences into a nation of wandering 
barbarians, is only to render them more 
miserable than ever nature designed they 
should be. A life of simplicity is best 
fitted to a state of solitude. 
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The great lawgiver of Russia attempted 
to improve the desolate inhabitants of 
Siberia, by sending among them some of 
the politest men of Europe. The conse- 
quence has shown, that the country was as 
yet unfit to receive them; they languished 
for a time, with a sort of exotic malady ; 
every day degenerated from themselves, 
and at last, instead of rendering the country 
more polite, they conformed to the soil, 
and put on barbarity. 

No, my friend, in order to make the 
sciences useful in any country, it must first 
become populous ; the inhabitant must go 
through the different stages of hunter, 
shepherd, and husbandman ; then, when 
property becomes valuable, and conse- 
quently gives cause for injustice — then, 
when laws are appointed to repress injury, 
and secure possession — when men, by the 
sanction of those laws, become possessed of 
superfiuity— when luxury is thus intro- 
duced, and demands its continual supply, 
— then it is that the sciences become 
necessary and useful ; the state then cannot 
subsist without them ; they must then be 
introduced, at once to teach men to draw 
the greatest possible quantity of pleasure 
from circumscribed possession, and to re- 
strain them within the bounds of moderate 
enjoyment. 

The sciences are not the cause of luxury, 
but its consequence; and this destroyer 
thus brings with it an antidote which resists 
the virulence of its own poison. By assert- 
ing that luxury introduces the sciences, we 
assert a truth ; but if, with those who 
reject the utility of learning, we assert 
that the sciences also introduce luxury, 
we shall be at once false, absurd, and 
ridiculous. — Adieu. 

LETTER LXXXIII. 

Ft'cm Lim Chi Alimigi to Hingpo, hy the way 
qf M oscow. 

You are now arrived at an age, my son, 
when pleasure dissuades from application ; 
but rob not, by present gratification, all 
the succeeding period of life of its happi- 
ness. Sacrifice a little pleasure at first to 
the expectance of greater. The study of 
a few years will make the rest of life 
completely easy. 

But instead of continuing the subject 


I myself, take the following instructions, 

; borrowed from a modern philosopher of 
China. “ He who has begun his fortune 
by study, \vill certainly confirm it by per- 
severance. The love of books damps the 
passion for pleasure; and when this passion 
is once extinguished, life is then cheaply 
supported : thus a man being possessed of 
more than he wants, can never be subject 
to great disappointments, and avoids all 
I those meannesses which indigence some- 
' times unavoidably produces. 

{ “ There is unspeakable pleasure attend- 

I ing the life of a voluntary student. The 
I first time I read an excellent book, it is to 
I me just as if I had gained a new friend: 

I when I read over a book I have perused 
I before, it resembles the meeting with an 
{ old one. We ought to lay hold of every 
incident in life for improvement, the trifling 
as well as the important. It is not one 
diamond alone which gives lustre to 
another; a common coarse stone is also 
employed for that purpose. Thus I ought 
to draw advantage from the insults and 
! contempt I meet with from a worthless 
! fellow. His brutality ought to induce 
I me to self-examination, and correct every 
I blemish that may have given rise to his 
! calumny. 

I “Yet with all the pleasures and profits 
I which are generally produced l)y learning, 

: parents often find it difficult to induce 
; their children to study. They often seem 
i dragged to what wears the appearance of 
i application. Thus, being dilatory in the 
; beginning, all future hopes of eminence 
; are entirely cut off. If they find themselves 
I obliged to write two lines more polite 
; than ordinary, their pencil then seems as 
i heavy as a mill-stone, and they spend ten 
I years in turning two or three periods with 
I propriety. 

I “ These persons are most at a loss when 
I a banquet is almost over; the plate and 
I the dice go found, that the number of little 
: verses, which each is obliged to repeat, 
j maybe determined by chance. The booby, 
i when it comes to his turn, appears quite 
■ stupid and insensible. The company 
divex’t themselves with his confusion ; and 
! sneers, winks, and whispers are circulated 
I at his expense. As for him, he opens a 
I pair of large heavy eyes, stares at all about 
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him, and even offers to join in the laugh, 
without ever considering himself as the 
burden of all their good humour. 

“But it is of no importance to read 
much, except you be regular in your read- 
ing. If it be interrupted for any consider- 
alde time, it can never be attended with 
proper improvement. There are some 
who study for one day with intense appli- 
cation, and repose themselves for ten days 
after. But wisdom is a coquette, and must 
be courted with unabating assiduity. 

“ It was a saying of the ancients, that 
a man never opens a book without reaping 
some advantage by it. I say with them, 
that every book can serve to make us more 
expert, except romances, and these are no 
better than instniments of debaiicbery. 
They are dangerous fictions, where love 
is the ruling passion. 

“ The most indecent strokes there pass 
for turns of wit ; intrigue and criminal 
liberties for gallantry and politeness. As- 
signations, and even villainy, are put in 
.such strong lights, as may inspire even 
grown men with the strongest passion ; 
how much more, therefore, ought the 
youth of either sex to dread them, whose 
reason is so weak, and whose hearts are 
so .susceptible of passion ? 

“ To slip in by a back-door, or leap a 
wall, are accomplishments that, when 
handsomely set oft, enchant a young heart. 
It is true, the plot is commonly wound up 
by a marriage, concluded with the consent 
of parents, and adjusted by eveiy ceremony 
prescribed by law. But as in the body 
of the work there are many passages that 
offend good morals, overthrow laudable 
customs, violate the laws, and destroy the 
duties most essential to society, virtue is 
thereby exposed to the most dangerous 
attacks. 

“ But, say some, the authors of these 
romances have nothing in view, but to 
represent vice punished, and virtue re- 
warded. Granted. But will the gi-eater 
number of readers take notice of these 
punishments and rewards? Are not theii* 
minds carried to something else? Can it 
l)e imagined that the art with which the 
author inspires the love of virtue can over- 
come that crowd of thoughts which sway 
them to licentiousness? 'To be able to 


inculcate virtue by so leaky a vehicle the 
author must be a philosopher of the first 
rank. But in our age we can find but few 
first-rate philosophers. 

“Avoid such performances where vice 
assumes the face of virtue ; seek wisdom 
and knowledge, without ever thinking you 
have found them. A man is wise, while 
he continues in the pursuit of wisdom ; 
but when he once fancies that he has found 
the object of his inquiry, he then becomes 
a fool. Learn to pursue virtue from the 
man that is blind, who never makes a step 
without first examining the ground with 
his staff. 

“The world is like a vast sea ; mankind 
like a vessel sailing on its tempestuous 
bosom. Our prudence is its sails, the 
; sciences serve us for oars, good or bad 
I fortune are the favourable or contrary 
I winds, and judgment is the rudder; with- 
I out this last the vessel is tossed by every 
j billow, and will find shipwreck in eweiy 
i breeze. In a word, obscurity and indi- 
j gence are the parents of vigilance and 
i economy ; vigilance and economy of riches 
' and honour ; riclies and lionour of pride 
. and luxury ; pride and luxury of impurity 
; and idleness; and inipurity and idleness 
i again produce indigence and obscurity, 
i Such are the revolutions of life.” — Adieu. 


1 LETTER LXXXIV. 

I Frovt Lien Chi Altaiigi to Fttm Hoanii First 
I President of the Ceremonial Academy at 
\ Pekm in China. 

I I FANCY the character of a poet is in every 
; country the same: fond of enjoying the 
I present, careless of the future; his con- 
j versation that of a man of sense, his actions 
those of a fool ; of fortitude able to stand 
unmoved at the bursting of an earthquake, 
yet of sensibility to be affected by the 
breaking of a teacup. Such is his cha- 
racter, which, considered in every light, 
is the very opposite of that which leads to 
riches. 

The poets of the West are as remark- 
able for their indigence as their genius, 
and yet, among the numerous hospitals 
designed to relieve the poor, I have heard 
of but one erected for the benefit of de- 
cayed authors. This was founded by Pope 
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Urban VIII., and called The Retreat 
OF THE Incurables ; intimating, that it 
was equally impossible to reclaim the 
patients who sued for reception from 
poverty or from poetry. To be sincere, I 
were I to send you an account of the lives j 
of the Western poets, either ancient or | 
modern, I fancy you would think me | 
employed in collecting materials for a ; 
history of human wretchedness. | 

Homer is the first poet and beggar of ] 
note among the ancients : he was blind, | 
and sung his ballads about the streets; I 
but it is observed, that his mouth was 
more frequently filled with verses than 
with bread. Plautus, the comic poet, was 
better off,— he had two trades; he was a 
poet for his diversion, and helped to turn a 
mill in order to gain a livelihood. Terence 
was a slave ; and Boethius died in a gaol. 

Among the Italians, Paulo Borghese, 
almost as good a poet as Tasso, knew 
fourteen different trades, and yet died be- 
cause he could get employment in none. 
Tasso himself, who had the most amiable 
character of all poets, has often been 
obliged to borrow a crown from some 
friend, in order to pay for a month’s sub- 
sistence i he has left us a pretty sonnet, 
addressed to his cat, in which he begs the 
light of her eyes to write by, being too 
poor to afford himself a candle. But 
Bentivoglio, poor Bentivoglio ! chiefly 
demands our pity. PI is comedies will 
last with the Italian language : he dissi- 
pated a noble fortune in acts of charity 
and benevolence ; but, falling into misery 
in his old age, was i*efused to be admitted 
into an hospital which he himself had 
■erected.'",'/''. 

In Spain, it is said, the great Cervantes 
died of hunger; and it is certain that the 
famous Camoens ended his days in an 
hospital. 

If we turn to France, we shall there find 
even stronger instances of the ingratitude 
of the public. Vaugelas, one of the poli- 
test writers and one of the honestest men 
of his time, was surnamed the Owl, from 
his being obliged to keep within all day, 
and venture out only by night, through 
fear of his creditors. His last will is 
very remarkable. After having bequeathed 
all his worldly substance to the discharg- 


I ing his debts, he goes on thus : “But, as 
I there still may remain some creditors 
' unpaid, even after all that ! have shall be 
disposed of, in such a case it is my last 
will, that my body should be sold to the 
surgeons to the best advantage, and that 
the purchase should go to the discharging 
those debts which I ow^e to society ; so 
that if I could not, wliile living, at least 
wdien dead I may be useful.” 

Cassandre was one of the greatest ge- 
niuses of his time, yet all his merit could 
not procure him a bare subsistence. 
Being by degrees driven into an hatred 
of all mankind, from the little pity he 
found amongst them, he even ventured 
at last ungratefully to impute his calami- 
ties to Providence. In his last agonies, 
when the priest entreated him to rely 
on the justice of Heaven, and ask mercy 
from him that made him,— “If God,” 
replies he, “has shown me no justice 
here, what reason have I to expect any 
from him hereafter?” But being an- 
swered, that a suspension of justice w’as 
no argument that should induce us to 
doubt of its reality, — “Let me entreat 
you,” continued his confessor, “by all 
that is dear, to be reconciled to God, 
your father, your maker, and friend.”- — 
“No,” replied the exasperated wretch, 
“ you know the manner in which he left 
me to live ; and,” pointing to the straw 
on w’hich he w’as stretched, “you see the 
manner in wdiich he leaves me to die ! ” 

But the sufferings of the poet in other 
countries isnothing when compared to his 
distresses here ; the names of Spenser and 
Otway, Butler and Dryden, are everyday 
mentioned as a national reproach : some 
of them lived in a state of precarious indi- 
gence, and others literally died of hunger. 

At present the few* poets of England 
no longer depend on the great for sub- 
sistence ; they have now* no other patrons 
but the public, and the public, collectively 
considered, is a good and a generous 
master. It is, indeed, too frequently miS" 
taken as to the merits of every candidate 
for favour; but to make amends, it is 
never mistaken long. A performance, 
indeed, may be forced for a time into 
reputation, but, destitute of real merit, it 
. soon sinks j time, the touchstone of what 
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is truly valuable, will soon discover the sing the same song ; and, what is still 
fraud, and an author should never arro- more insupportable, to make us pay lor 
gate to himself any share of success, till hearing. ' _ ^ 

his works have been read at least ten years If they be for war, for my part, I should, 
with satisfaction. advise them to have a public congi ess, and 

A man of letters at present, w^hose w^orks there fairly squall at each other. What 
are valuable, is perfectly sensible of their signifies sounding the trumpet of denance 
value. Every polite member of the com- at a distance, and calling in the town to 
munity, by buying what he writes, con- fight their battles? I would have them 
tributes to reward him. The ridicule, come boldly into one of the most open and 
therefore, of living in a garret might have frequented streets, face to face, and there 
been wit in the last age, but continues try their skill in quavering, 
such no longer, because no longer true. However this may be, resolved I ^ am 
A writer of real merit now may easily be that they shall not touch one single piece 
rich, if his heart be set only on fortune j of silver more of mine. Though I have 
and for those who have no merit, it is but | ears for music, thanks be to Heaven, they 
fit that such should remain in merited ! are not altogether ass’s ears. What! Polly 
obscurity. He may now refuse an invita- | and the Pickpocket to-night, Polly and the 
tion to dinner, witliout fearing to incur i Pickpocket to-morrow night, and Polly 
his patron’s displeasure, or to starve by j and the Pickpocket again 1 1 want patience, 
remaining at home. He may now venture | I’ll hear no more. My soul is out of tune ; 
toappearincompany with just such clothes I all jarring discord and confiision. Rest, 
as other men generally wear, and talk even j rest, ye dear three clinking shillings in my 
to princes with all the conscious superiority i pocket’s bottom ; the music you make is 
of wisdom. Thougli he cannot boast of more harmonious to my spirit, than catgut, 
fortune here, yet he can bravely assert the rosin, or all the nightingales that ever 
dignity of independence. — Adieu. chirruped in petticoats ! 

But what raises my indignation to the 
_ , T YY vv greatest degree is, that this piping does 

i i.^AAAV. not only pester me on the stage, but is my 

lo the same. punishment in private conversation. Wliat 

I HAVE interested myself so long in all the i is it to me, whether the “fine pipe” of the 
concerns of this people, that I am almost j one or the “great manner” of the other 
become an Englishman; I now begin to j be preferable? what care I, if one has a 
read with pleasure of their taking towns | Ixjtter top or the other a nobler bottom ? 


or gaining battles, and secretly wish dis- 
appointment to all tile enemies of Britain. 


how am 1 concerned, if one sings from the 
.stomach or the other sings with a snap? 


Yet still my regard to mankind fills me Yet, paltry as these matters are, they make 
with concern for their contentions. I could a subject of debate wherever I go; and 
wish to see the disturbances of Europe this musical dispute, especially among the 
once more amicably adjusted : 1 am an fair sex, almost always ends in a very 
enemy to nothing in this good world but unmusical altercation, 
war; I hate fighting between rival states ; vSure the spirit of contention is mixed 
T hate it between man and man ; I hate with the very constitution of the people ! 
fighting even between women ! _ Divisions among the inhabitants of other 

^ I already informed you that, while countries arise only from their higher con- 
Europe was at variance, we were also ' cerns, but subjects the most contemptible 


threatened from the stage with an irrecon- 
cilable opposition, and that our singing 
women were resolved to sing at each other 
to the end of the season. 0 my friend, 
those fears were just ! They are not only 
determined to sing at each other to the 
end of the season,, but, what is worse, to 


pe made an affair of party here ; the spirit 
is carried even into their amusements. 
The very ladies, whose duty should seem 
to allay the impetuosity of the opposite 
sex, become themselves party champions, 
engage in the thickest of the fight, scold 
at each other, and show their courage, even 
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at the expense of their lovers and their 
beauty. 

There are even a numerous set of poets 
who help to keep up the contention, and 
write for the stage. Mistake me not; I 
do not mean pieces to be acted upon it, 
but panegyrical verses on the performers, 

' — for that is the most universal method of 
writing for the stage at present. It is the 
business of the stage poet, therefore, to 
watch the appearance of every new player 
at his own house, and so come out next 
day with a flaunting copy of newspaper 
verses. In tliese, nature and the actor 
may be set to run races, the player always 
coming oif victorious ; or nature may mis- 
take him for herself ; or old Shakespeare 
may put on his winding-sheet, and pay him 
a visit; or the tuneful Nine may strike up 
their harps in his praise; or, should it 
happen to be an actress, Venus, the beau- 
teous queen of love, and the naked Graces, 
are ever in waiting : the lady must be her- 
self a goddess bred and born ; she must — 
but you shall have a specimen of one of 
these poems, which may convey a more 
precise idea. 

O71 seeing Mrs. perform hi the cha 7 'acte 7 ‘ 

of . 

To you, bright fair, the Nine address their lays. 
And tune my feeble voice to sing thy praise. 
The heartfelt power of every charm divine, 
Who can withstand their all-commanding shine ? 
See how she moves along with every grace. 
While soul-brought tears steal down each shining 
face ! 

She speaks,-— ’tis rapture all and nameless bliss ! 
Ye gods ! what transport e’er compared to this I 
As when in Paphian groves the Queen of Love, 
With fond complaint, addressed the listening 
Jove, 

^Twas joy and endless blisses all around, 

And rocks forgot their hardness at the sound. 
Then, first, at last e’en Jove was taken in. 

And felt her charms, without disguise, within. 

And yet think not, my friend, that I 
have any particular animosity against the 
champions wlio are at the head of the 
present commotion ; on the contrary, I 
could find pleasure in the music, if served 
up at proper intervals ; if I heard it only 
on proper occasions, and not about it 
wherever I go. In fiict, I could patronize 
them both ; and as an instance of my con- 
descension in tliis pariicular, they may 
come and give me a song at my lodgings, 


on any evening when I am at leisure, pro- 
vided they keep a becoming distance, and 
stand, while they continue to entertain me, 
with decent humility at the door. 

You perceive I have not read the seven- 
teen books of Chinese ceremonies to 110 
pinq^ose. , I know the proper share of re- 
spect due to every rank in society. Stage- 
players, fire-eaters, singing women, dancing 
clogs, wild beasts, and wire-walkers, as 
their efforts are exerted for our amusement, 
ought not entirely to be despised. The 
laws of eveiy country shouhl allow them 
to play their tricks at least with impunity. 
They should not be branded with the igno- 
minious appellation of vagabonds ; at least 
they deserve a rank in society equal to the 
nij-'stery of barbers or undertakers, and, 
could my influence extend so fnr, they 
should be allowed to earn even forty or 
fifty pounds a year, if eminent in their 
profession. 

I am sensible, however, that you will 
censure me for profusion in this res])ect, 
bred up as you are in the narrow j:)rejudices 
of Eastern frugality. YTni will imdoulH- 
edly assert, that such a stipend is too great 
for so useless an employment. Yet how 
will your surprise increase, when told that, 
though the law holds them as vagabonds, 
many of them earn more than a ihousand 
a year ! You are amazed. There is cause 
for amazement. A vagabond with a thou- 
sand a year is indeed a curiosity in nature ; 
a wonder far surpassing the flying fish, 
petrified crab, or travelling lobster. How- 
ever, from my great love to the profession, 
I would wdiHngly have them divested of 
their contempt, and part of their finery : 
the law should kindly take them under the 
wing of protection ; fix them into a cor- 
poration, like that of the barbers; and 
abridge their ignominy and their pensions. 
As to their abilities in other respects, X 
would leave that entirely to the public, who 
are certainly, in this case, the properest 
judges — whether tliey despise them or no. 

Y’es, my Fum, I w-ould abridge their 
pensions. A theatrical warrior, who con- 
ducts the battles of the stage, should be 
cooped lip with the same caution as a 
bantam cock that is kept for fighting. 
When one of those auimahs is token from 
its native dunghil,!, we retrench it both in 
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the quantity of its food and the number 
of its seraglio; players should in the 
same manner he fed, not fattened; they 
should be permitted to get their bread, 
l)Ut not eat the people’s bread into the 
bargain ; and, instead of being permitted 
to keep four mistresses, in conscience they 
■ should be contented only with two. 

Were stage-players thus brought into 
boumls, perhaps we should find their 
admirers less sanguine, and consequently 
less ridiculous, in patronising them. We 
should be no longer struck wdth the ab- 
surdit/ of seeing the same people, whose 
valour makes siicli a figure abroad, apo- 
stroj'dnzing in the praise of a bouncing 
blockhead, and wrangling in the defence 
of a copper-tailed actress at home. 

1 shall conclude my letter with the sen- 
sible admonition of Me the philosopher : 
“ You love harmony,” says he, “ and are 
charmed with music. 1 do not blame you 
fur hearing a fine voice when you are in 
your closer, with a lovely parterre under 
your eye, or in the night time, while 
jjerhaps the moon diffuses her silver rays, 
but is a man to carry this passion so far as 
to let a company of comedians, musicians, 
and singers, grow rich upon his exhausted 
fortune? If so, he resembles one of those 
dead bodies, whose brains the embahner 
has picked out through its ears.”— Adieu. 

LETTER LXXXVL 


Of all the places of amusement where 
gentlemen and ladies are entertained, I 
have not l:»een yet to visit Newmarket. 
This, 1 am told, is a large field, where, 
u[>ou certain occasions, three or four 
iiorses are brought together, then set 
a-ranning,_ ami tliat horse whicli runs 
swiftest wins the wager. 

This is reckoned a very polite and 
fashionable amusement here, much more 
followed by the nobility than partridge 
fighting at Java, or paper kites in Mada- 
gascar : several of the great here, I am 
told, understand as much of farriery as 
their grooms ; and a horse .with any 
share of merit can never want a patron 
among the nobility. 

We have a description of this enter- 


tainment almost every day in some of the 
gazettes, as for instance: On such a clay 
the Give and Take Plate was run for 
between his Grace’s Crab, his Lordship’s 
Periwinkle, and Scpiire Smackem’s Sla- 
merkin. All rode their own horses. 
There was the greatest concourse of no- 
bility that has been known here for several 
seasons. The odds were in favour of 
Crab in the beginning; but Slamerkin, 
after the first heat, seemed to have the 
match hollow : however, it was soon seen 
that Periwinkle improved in wind, whicli 
at last turned out accordingly; Crab was 
run to a standstill, Slamerkin was knocked 
up, and Periwinkle was brought in with 
universal applause.” Thus, you see, 
Periwinkle received universal applause, 
and, no doubt, his Lordship came in fur 
some share of that praise wliich was so 
liberally bestowed upon Periwinkle. Sun 
of China ! how glorious must the senator 
' appear in his cap and leather breeches, 
his whip crossed in his mouth, and thus 
coming to the goal, amongst tlie shouts 
of grooms, jockeys, pimps, stable-bred 
dukes, ancl clegracled generals ! 

From the description of this princely 
amusement now transcribed, and from 
the great veneration I have for the cha- 
racters of its principal promoters, I make 
no doubt but I shall look upon a horse- 
race with becoming reverence, predisposed 
as I am by a similar amusement, of which 
I have lately been a spectator; for just 
, now I happened to have an opportunity 
of being present at a cart race. 

Whether this contention between three 
carts of different parishes was promoted 
by a subscription among the nobility, 
or whether the grand jury, in council 
assembled, had gloriously combined to 
encourage plaiistral merit, I cannot take 
upon me to determine ; but certain it is, 
the whole was conducted with the utmost 
regularity and decoioim, and the company, 
which made a brilliant appearance, were 
univei-sally of opinion, that the sport was 
high, the running fine, and the riders 
influenced by no bribe. 

It was run on the road from London 
to a village called Brentford, between a 
turnip-cart, a dust-cart, and a dung-cart ; 
each of the owners condescending to 
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mount, and be his own driver. The odds 
at starting were, Dust against Dung, -five 
to four; but, after half a mile’s going, the 
knowing ones found themselves ail on 
the wrong side, and it was Turnip against 
the held, brass to silver. 

Soon, however, the contest became 
more doubtful; Turnip indeed kept the 
way, but it was perceived that Dung had 
better bottom. The road re-echoed with 
the shouts of the spectators. “ Dung 
against Turnip ! Turnip against Dung!” 
was now the universal cry; neck and 
neck ; one rode lighter, but the other had 
more judgment* I could not but par- 
ticularly observe the ardour with which 
the fair sex espoused the cause of the 
different riders on this occasion : one was 
cliarmed with the unwashed beauties of 
Dung; another was captivated with the 
patibulary aspect of Turnip ; while, in 
the meantime, unfortunate gloomy Dust, 
who came w'hipping behind, was cheered 
by the encouragement of some, and pity 
of all. , I 

The contention now' continued for some ! 
time, without a possibility of determining , 
to whom victory designed the prize. The I 
winning post appeared in view, and he I 
who drove the turnip-cart assured him- ; 
self of suc'i^ss ; and successful lie might ' 
have been, had his liorse been as ambitious ' 
as he ; but upon approaching a turn from | 
the road, whicli led homewards, the horse | 
fairly stood still, and refused to move a 
foot farther. The dung-cart had scarce | 
time to enjoy this temporary triumph, ! 
when it was pitched headlong into a ditcli | 
by the way-side, and the rider left to ; 
wallow in congenial mud. Dust, in the | 
meantime, soon came up, and not being 1 
far from the post, came in, amidst the 1 
shouts and acclamations of all the spec- 
tators, and greatly caressed by all tlie 
quality of Brentford. Fortune was kind 
only to one, who ought to have been 
favourable to all ; each had peculiar merit, 
each laboured hard to earn the prize, and 
each richly deserved the cart he drove. 

I do not know whether tliis description 
may not have antici|iated that which I 
intended giving of Newmarket. I am 
told, there is little else to be seen even 
there. There n.ay be some minute dif- 


ferences in the dress of the spectators, but 
none at all in their undei\?tandings : the 
I quality of Brentford are as remarkable 
for politeness and delicacy as the breeders 
of Newmarket. The quality of Brentford 
drive their own carts, and the honoura]>le 
fraternity at Newmarket ride their own 
I horses. In short, the matches in one 
place are as rational as those in the other ; 
and it is more than probable, that turnips, 
dust, and dung are all that can l)e found 
to furnish out description in either. 

Forgive me, my friend ; but a person 
like me, bred up in a philosophic seclu- 
sion, is apt to regard perhaps with too 
much asperity those occurrence.s which 
sink man below his station in nature, and 
diminish the intrinsic value of humanity. 
— Adieu. 

LETTER LXXXVn. 

From Funt Hoam io Lien Chi Aiiaingi. 
You tell me the people of Europe are 
wise^; but where lies their wisdom? You 
say they are valiant too ; yet I have some 
reasons to doubt of their valour. They 
are engaged in war among eacli other, yet 
apply to the Russians, their neighbours 
and ours, for assi.stance. Cultivating such 
an alliance argues at once imprudence 
and timidity. All subsidies paid for such 
an aid, is strengthening the Russians, 
already loo powerful, and weakening the 
employers, already exhausted by intestine 
commotions. 

I cannot avoid beholding the Russian 
empire as the natural enemy of the more 
western parts of Europe; as an enemy 
already possessed of great sti*ength, and, 
from tlie nature of the government, every 
day threatening to become' more powerful. 
This extensive empire, which, both in 
Europe and Asia, occupies almost a third 
of the old world, was, about two centuries 
ago, divided into separate kingdoms and 
dukedoms, and, from such a division, con- 
sequently feeble. Since the times, how- 
I ever, of Johan Basilidesit has increased in 
I strength and extent ; and those untrodden 
I forests, those innumerable savage animals, 

: which formerly covered the face of tlte 
I country, are now removed, and colonies 
I of mankind planted in their room. A 
'.kingdom thus enjoying peace internally, 
Q2 
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possessed of an unbounded extent of do- 1 
minion, and learning the military art at ; 
the expense of others abroad, must every 
day grow more powerful : and it is pro- i 
bable we shall hear Russia, in future times, ’ 
as formerly, called the QJfictna Gentium. 

It was long the wish o*f Peter, their 
great monarch, to have a fort in some of 
the western parts of Europe : many of ^ 
his schemes and treaties were directed to j 
this end, but, happily for Europe, he j 
failed in them all A fort in the power | 
of this people would be like the possession j 
■ of a floodgate ; and whenever ambition, { 
interest, or necessity prompted, they might ; 
then be able to deluge the whole western | 
world with a barbarous inundation. i 

Believe me, my friend, I cannot sufii- j 
cieiitly contemn the politicians of Europe, | 
who thus make this powerful people arbi- 
trators in their quarrel The Russians 
are now at that period between refinement 
and barbarity, which seems most adapted 
to military achievement; and ifoncedhey j 
liaj>peM to get footing in the western parts 
of Europe, it is not the feeble efforts of 
tile sons of effeminacy and dissension tliat 
can serve to remove them. The fertile 
valley and soft climate will ever be suf- 
ficient inducements to draw whole myriads 
from their native deserts, the trackless 
wild, or snowy mountain. 

History, experience, reason, nature, 
expand the book of wisdom before the 
eyes of mankind, but they will not read. 
We have seen with terror a winged 
phalanx of famished locusts, each singly 
contemptible, but from multitude become 
hideous, cover like clouds the face of day, 
and threaten the whole world with ruin. 
We have seen them settling on the fertile 
plains of India and Egypt, destroying in 
an instant the labours and the hopes of i 
nations ; sparing neither the fruit of the ' 
earth nor the verdure of the fields, and , 
changing into a frightful desert landscapes I 
of once luxuriant beauty. We have seen ' 
' myriads of ants issuing together from the | 
southern desert, like a torrent whose ; 
source was inexhaustible, succeeding each j 
other without end, and renewing their ! 
destroyed forces with unwearied per* j 
severance, bringing desolation wherever 1 
they came, banishing men and animals, I 


and, when destitute of all subsistence, in 
heaps infecting the wilderness which they 
had made I Like these have been the 
migrations of men. When as yet savage, 
and almost resembling their brute partners 
in the forest, subject Tike them only to the 
instincts of nature, and directed by hunger 
alone in the choice of an abode, how ha\'e 
we seen whole armies starting wild at 
once from their forests and their dens! 
Goths, Huns, Vandals, Saracens, Turks, 
Tartars, myriads of men, animals in. 
human form, without country, without 
name, without, laws, overpowering by 
numbers all opposition, ravaging cities, 
oA^ertiirning empires, and, after having 
destroyed whole nations, and spread 
extensive desolation, how have we seen 
them sink oppressed by some new enemy 
more barbarous and even more unknown 
than they ! — Adieu. 

LETTER LXXXVIII. 

Fro7n Lien Chi Aliangi io Fnm Hoam, First 
President of the Ceremonial Acadettij' at 
Pekin in China. 

As the instruction of the fair sex in this 
country is entirely committed to the care 
of foreigners ; as their language masters, 
music masters, hair frizzers, and gover- 
nesses, are all from abroad, I had some 
intentions of opening a female academy 
myself, and made no doubt, as I was 
quite a foreigner, of meeting a favourable 
reception. 

In this I intended to instruct the 
ladies in all tlie conjugal mysteries ; 
wives should be taught the art of manag- 
ing husbands, and maids the skill of 
properly choosing them ; I would teacli 
a wife how far she might venture to l)e 
sick, without giving disgust ; she should 
be acquainted with the great benefits of 
the cholic in the stomach, and all the 
thorough - bred insolence of fashion ; 
maids should learn the secret of nicely 
distinguishing every competitor; they 
should be able to know the difference 
between a pedant and a scholar, a citizen 
and a prig, a squire and Iiis horse, a beau 
and his monkey ; but chiefiy, they should 
be taught the art of managing their smiles, 
from file contemptuous simper to the long 
laborious laugh. ** 
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But I have discontinued the project; 
for what would signify teaching ladies the 
manner of governing or choosing hus- 
bands, when marriage is at present so 
much out of fashion, that a lady is very 
well off who can get any husband at all? 
Celibacy now prevails in every rank of 
life ; the streets are crowded with old 
bachelors, and the houses with ladies 
who have refused good offers, and are 
never likely to receive any for the future. 

The only advice, therefore, I could 
give the fair sex, as things stand at 
present, is to get liusbands as fast as 
they can. There is certainly nothing in 
the whole creation, not even Babylon 
in ruins, more truly deplorable than a 
lady in the virgin bloom of sixty-three, or 
a battered unmarried beau, who squibs 
al)out from place to place, showing his 
pigtail wig and his ears. The one ap- 
pears to my imagination in the form of a 
double nightcap or a roll of pomatum, 
the other in the shape of an electuary or a 
box of pills. 

I would once more, therefore, advise 
the ladies to get husbands. I w^ould 
desire them not to discard an old lover j 
without very sufficient reasons, nor treat | 
the new with ill-nature till they know him 
false ; let not prudes allege the falseness ; 
of tlie sex, coquettes the pleasures of . 
long courtship, or parents the necessary ! 
preliminaries of penny for penny. I i 
have reasons that would silence even a j 
casuist in this particular. In the first j 
].ilace, therefore, I divide the subject into ! 
fifteen heads, and then sic argummioj% \ 
~-~But not to give you and myself the | 
spleen, be contented at present with an 
Indian tale. 

“ In a winding of the river Amidar, 
just before it falls into the Caspian Sea, 
there lies an island unfrequented by the 
inhabitants of the continent. In this 
seclusion, blest with all that wild unculti- 
vated nature could liestow, lived a princess 
and her two daughters. She had been 
wrecked upon the coast w^hile her children 
as yet were infants, who, of consequence, 
though grown up, were entirely un- 
acquainted with man. Yet, inexperienced 
as the young ladies were in the opposite 
sex, both early discovered symptoms, the 


one of prudery, the other of being a 
coquette. The eldest was ever learning 
; maxims of wisdom and. discretion from 
i her mamma, while the youngest employed 
; all her hours in gazing at her owm face in 
: a neighbouring fountain. 

I “ Their usual amusement in this solitude 
; was fishing : their mother had taught 
them all the secrets of the art ; she 
showed them which were the most likely 
I places to throw out the line, what baits 
‘ were most ])roper for the various seasons, 

: and the best manner to draw up the finny 
I prey, when they had hooked it. In this 
' manner they spent their time, easy and 
j innocent, till one day the princess, being 
i indisposed, desired them to go and catch 
I her a sturgeon or a shark for supjier, 

I which she fancied might sit easy on her 
I stomach. The daughters obeyed, and 
I clapping on a gold fish, the usual bait on 
I those occasions, went and sat upon one 
I of the rocks, letting the gilded liook glide 
down with the stream. 

“ On the opposite sliore, farther down, 
at the mouth of the river, lived a diver 
for pearls, a youth who, by long habit in 
his trade, was almost grown amphibious ; 
so that he could remain whole hours at 
the bottom of the water, without ever 
fetching breath. lie happened to be at 
that very instant diving when the ladies 
were fishing with the gilded hook. Seeing 
therefore the bait, which to him had the 
appearance of real gold, he was resolved 
to seize the prize ; but both his hands being 
already filled xvith pearl oy.sters, he found 
himself obliged tosnap at it with his mouth: 
the consequence is easily imagined; the 
hook, before unperceived, was instantly 
fastened in his jaw, nor could he, with 
all his efforts or his floundering, get 
free. 

“ ‘ Sister,’ cries the youngest princess, 
‘I have certainly caught a monstrous 
fish ; I never perceived anything struggle 
scat the end of my line before; come 
and help me to draw it in.’ They both 
now, therefore, assisted in fishing up the 
diver on shore ; hut notliing could equal 
, their siuprise on seeing him. ‘ Bless mv 
i eyes 1 ’ cries the prude, ‘ what have we got 
here ? this is a very odd fish, to be sure; 
I never saw anything in my life look so 
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nneer : wlmt eyes, what terrible claws, caught was a man-fish ; one of the most 
what a monstrous snout ! 1 have read of lame domestic animals m the woild. 
this monster somewhere before— -it cer- We could have let him run and p ay 
tainly must be a ianlang, that eats about the garden, and he would have 
women ; let us throw it back again into been twenty limes more enterlaming than 
the sea where we found it.’ squirrel or monkey. If that be all, 

“The diver, in the meantime, stood says the young coquette, we will hsh for 
upon the beach at the end of the line, him again. If that be all, 1 U hold three 
with the hook in his mouth, using every toothpicks to one pound of snutt, 1 catch 
art that he thought could best excite pity, him whenever I please. Accordingly 
and particularly looking extremely tender, they threw in their line once moie, but 
which is usual in such circumstances, with all their gilding, and paddling, and 
The coquette, therefore, in some measure assiduity, they could never after catch the 
influenced bv the innocence of his loolcs, diver. In this state of solitude and dis- 
ventured to 'contradict her companion. | appointment they continued for many 
‘Upon my word, sister,’ says she, ‘ I see years, still fishing, but witliout success ; 
nothing in the animal so very terrible as till at last the Genius of the place, in 
you are pleased to apprehend ; I think it pity to their distresses, changed the 
may servo well enough for a change, prude into a shrimp, and the coquette 
Always sharks, and sturgeons, and lob- into an oyster.”— Adieu, 
sters, and crawfish, make me quite sick. 

1 fancy a slice of this, nicely grilled, and 
dressed up with shrimp sauce, would be 

very pretty eating. I fancy mamma I am amused, my dear Fum, with the 
would like a bit with pickles above all labours of some of the learned here. One 
things in the world ; and if it .should not shall write you a whole folio on the dis- 
sit easy on her .stomach, it will be time section of a caterpillar ; another shall 
enough to discontinue it when found swell his works wdth a description of the 
disagreeable, you know. ’—‘Horrid!’ cries plumage on the wing of u butterfly; a 
the prude ; ‘ would the girl be poisoned ? third shall see a little world on a ])each 
I tell you it is a I have read leaf, and publish a book to describe what 

of it in twenty places. It is everywhere his readers might see more clearly in two 
described as being the most pernicious minutes, only by being furnished with eyes 
animal that ever infested tlie ocean. I and a microscope. 


am certain it is the most insidious ravenous 
creature in the worLI, and is certain 
destruction if taken internally.’ The 
youngest .sister was now therefore obliged 
to submit : both assi.sted in drawing the 
Iiook with some violence from the diver’s 
jaw ; and he, finding himself at liberty, 


I have frequently compared the under- 
standings of such men to their own glasses. 
Their field of vision is too contracted to 
take in the whole of any but minute 
objects ; they view all nature bit by bit ; 
now the proboscis, now theantennm, now 
the pinnae of— a flea. Now the polypus 


bent ln.s breast against the broad wave, comes to lu'eakfast upon a worm ; now it 
and disappeared in an instant. is kept up,- to see how long it will live 

“Just at this juncture the mother came without eating ; now it is turned inside 


down to the beach to know the cause of 


outward, and now it sickens and die.s. 


her daughters’ delay ; tliey told her every Thus they proceed, laborious in trifles, 
circumstance, describing the monster they constant in experiment, without one single 
had caught. The old lady was one of abstraction, by which alone knowledcrc 
the most di.screet women in the world ; may be ])roperly said to increase ; till at 
she was called the black-eyed princess, last their ideas, ever employed upon minute 
from two black eyes she had received in things, contract to the size of the climi- 
her youth, being a little addicted to boxing nutive object, and a single mite shall fill 
m her liquor. ‘ Alas, my children,’ cries the whole mind’s caixacity. 


she, ‘ what have you done ! the fish you 


e wiiole mind s capacity. 

Yet believe me, my friend, ridiculous cs 
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these men are to the world, they are set 
up as objects of esteem for each other. 
They have particiiiar places appointed for 
their meetings : in which one shows his 
cockle-shell, and is praised by all the 
society ; another produces his powder, 
makes some experiments that result ^ in 
nothing, and comes of( with admiration 
and applause ; a third comes out with the 
important discovery of some new process 
in the skeleton of a mole, and is set down 
as the accurate and sensible ; while one, 
still more fortunate than the rest, by pick- 
ling, potting, and preserving monsters, 
rises into unbounded reputation. 

The labours of such men, mislead of 
being calculated to amuse the public, are 
laid out only in diverti ng each other. The 
world becomes very little the better, or the 
wiser, for knowing what is the peculiar 
food of an insect, that is itself the food of 
another, which in its turn is eaten by a 
third ; but there are men who have studied 
themselves into a habit of investigating 
and admiring such minutim. To these 
such subjects are pleasing, as there are 
some who contentedly spend whole days 
in endeavouring to solve enigmas, or dis- 
entangle the puzzling sticks of children. 

But of all the learned, those who pretend 
to investigate remote antiquity have least 
to plead in their own defence, when they 
carry this passion to a faulty excess. They 
are generally found to supply by conjecture 
the want of record, and then by perse- 
verance are wrought up into a confidence 
of the truth of opinions which, even to 
themselves, at first appeared founded only 
in imagination. 

The Europeans have heard much of the 
kingdom of China : its politeness, arts, 
commerce, laws, and morals are, how- 
ever, but very imperfectly known among 
them. They have even now in their 
Indian warehouses numberless utensils, 
plants, minerals, and machines, of the use 
of which they are’ entirely ignorant; nor 
can any among them even make a probable 
guess for what they might have been de- 
signed. Yet, though this people be so 
ignorant of the present real state of China, 
the philosoplicrs I am describing have 
entered into long, learned, laborious dis- 
putes about what China was two thousand 


years ago. China and European happiness 
are but little connected even at this day ; 
but European happiness and China two 
thousand years ago have certainly no 
connexion at all. However, the learned 
have written on, and pursued the subject 
through all the labyrinths of antiquity; 
though the early dews and the taintedgale 
be passed away, though no footsteps re- 
main to direct the doubtful chase, yet still 
they run foimmixl, open upon the uncertain 
scent, and though in fact they follow 
nothing, are earnest in the pursuit. In 
this chase, however, iliey all take different 
ways. One, for example, confidently as- 
sures us, that Cliina was peopled by a 
colony from Eg)'pt. Sesost ri.s, lie observes, 
led his army as far as the Ganges ; there- 
fore, if he went so far, he might still have 
gone as far as China, which is bnt about 
a thousand miles from thence; therefore 
he did go to China; therefore Cliina was 
not peopled before he went there ; there- 
fore it was peopled by him. Besides, the 
Egyptians have pyramids ; the Chinese 
have, in like manner, their porcelain tower : 
the Egyptians used to light up candles 
upon every rejoicing; the Chinese have 
lanterns upon the same occasion; the 
Egyptians had their great river ; so have 
the Chinese. But what serves to put the 
matter past a doubt is, that the ancient 
kings of China and those of Egypt were 
called by the same names. The Emperor 
Ki is certainly the same with King A toes ; 
for, if we only change II into Z, and i 
into /oes, we shall have the name Atoes : 
and, with equal ease, Ivlencs may be proved 
to be the same with the Emperor Yu ; 
therefore the Chinese are a colony from 
Egypt. 

But another of the learned is entirely 
different from the last ; and he will have 
the Chinese to be a colony planted by 
Noah, just after tlie Deluge. First, from 
the vast similitude there is between the 
name of Fohi, the founder of the Chi- 
nese monarchy, and that of Noah, the pre- 
server of the human race: Noah, Fohi, 
— very like each other truly ; they have 
each but four letters, and only two of the 
four happen to differ. But, to strengthen 
the argument, Fohi, as the Chinese chro- 
nicle asserts, had no father. Noah, it is 
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true, liad a lathcM*, as tiic European Bible 
tells iis; but then, as this father was 
probaldy drowned in the flood, it is just 
the same as if he had no father at all ; 
therefore Noah and Fohi are the same. 
Just after tlie Hood the earth was covered 
with rnud ; if it was covered with mud, 
it must have been incrustated mud if 
it was incrustated, it was clothed with 
verdure: this was a fine unembarrassed 
road for Noah to fly from his wicked 
children j he therefore did fly fram them, 
and took a journey of two thousand miles 
for his own amusement ; therefore Noah 
and Fohi are the same. 

Another .sect of litcrali—for they all 
pass among the vulgar for very great 
scholars —assert, that the Chinese came 
neither from the colony of Sesostris, nor 
from Noah, hut are descended from Magog, 
Mesliec, and Tubal, and therefore neither 
Sesostris, nor Noah, nor Fohi, are the 
same. 

It is thus, my friend, that indolence 
assumes the airs of wisdom, and while it 
tosses the cup and ball with inhintine 
folly, desires the world to look on, and 
calls the stupid pastime philosophy and 
learning*. — Adieu. 

‘ LETTER XG. 

To the same. 

WllF.N the men of this country are once 
turned of thirty, they regularly retire every 
year, at proper intervals, to lie in of the 
.spleen. I’lie vulgar, unfurnished with the 
luvurious Comforts of tlie soft cushion, 
down i)ed, and easy chair, are obliged, 
when the fit is on tliein, to nurse it up 
by drinking, idleness, and ill humour. In 
such dispositions unhappy is the foreigner 
\vho happens to cross *them ; his long 
cldn, tarnished coat, or pinched hat, are 
sure to rccei\'e no quarter. If they meet , 
no foreigner, however, to fight with, they 
are, in such cases, generally content with 
lieating each other. 

The rich, as they Iiave more sensibility, 
are operated upon with greater violence 
by this disorder. Different from the poor, 
instead of becoming more insolent, they 
grt)w totally unfit for opposition, A 
general here, who would have faced a 


culverm when well, if the fit be on him, 
shall hardly find courage to snuff a candle. 
An admiral, who could have opposed a 
broadside without shrinking, shall sit 
whole days in his chamber, mobbed up 
in double nightcaps, shuddering at the 
intrusive breeze, and distinguishable from 
his wife only by his black beard and heavy 
eyebrows. 

In the country this disorder mostly 
attacks the fair sex ; in town it is most 
unfavourable to the men. A lady who 
has pined whole years amidst cooing doves 
and complaining nightingales, in rural 
retirement, shall resume ail her vivacity 
in one rii^t at a city gaming-table ; her 
husband, who roared, hunted, and got 
drunk at home, shall grow splenetic in 
town in proportion to his wife’s good 
humour. Upon their arrival in London, 
they exchange their disorders. In conse* 
quence of her parties and excursions, 
he puts on the furred cap and scarlet 
stomacher, and perfectly resembles an 
Indian husband, who, when his wife is 
safely delivered, permits her to ti'ansact 
business abroad, while he undergoes all 
j the formality of keeping his bed, and 
receiving all the condolence in her place. 

! But those who reside constantly in town, 

I owe this disorder mostly to the influence 
I of the weather. It is impossible to describe 
I what a variety of transmutations an east 
: wind shall produce ; it has been known 
i to change a lady of fashion into a parlour 
i couch ; an alderman into a plate of cus- 
tards ; and a dispenser of justice into a 
rat-trap. Even philosophers themselves 
are not exempt from its influence; it lias 
often converted a poet into a coral and 
bells, and a patriot senator into a dumb 
waiter. 

Some days ago I went to visit the 
Man in Black, and entered his house with 
that cheerfulness which the certainty of 
' a favoura])le reception always inspires. 
Upon opening the door of his apartment, 

I found him with the most rueful face 
imaginable, in a morning gown and flannel 
nightcap, earnestly employed in learning 
to blow the German flute. Struck with 
the absurdity of a man in the decline of 
life thus blowdng a\yay all his constitution 
and spirits, even wdtiiout the consolation 
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of being musical, I ventured to ask what j had been enriched by the price of Idood : 

could induce him to attempt learning so ‘And yet,’ cried I, ‘I have been sent into 

difficult an instrument so late in life? To this world, and am desired to call these 

this he made Tio reply, but groaning, and men my brothers !’ I read, that the very 

still holding the flute to his lips, continued man who led the condemned wretch to the 

to gaze at me for some moments very gallows, was he who falsely swore his 
angrily, and then proceeded to practise life away : ‘ And yet,’ continued I, ‘that 
his gamut as before. After having pro- perjurer had just such a nose, such lips, 
j duced a variety of the most hideous tones such hands, and such eyes, as Newton.’ 

in nature, at last turning to me, he de- I at last came to the account of the wretch 

manded, whether I did not think he had that was searched after robbing one of the 

made a surprising progress in two days? thief- takers of half-a-crown. Those of the 

“ You see,” continues he, “ I Ivave got the confederacy knew that he had got but that 
ambiisketT already; and as for fingering, single half-crown in the world; after a 
iny master tells me, I shall have that in a long search, therefore, which they knew 

few lessons more.” I was so much as- would be fruitless, and taking from him 

tonished with this instance of inverted the half-crown, which they knew was all he 

ambition, that I knew not what to reply ; had, one of the gang compassionately cried 

but soon discerned the cause of all his out, ‘Alas! poor creature, let him keep 

i absurdities : my friend was under a meta- all the rest he has got; it will do him 

! morphosis l)y the power of spleen, and service in Newgate, where we are sending 

J flute-blowing was unluckily become his him.’ This was an instance of such com- 

i adventitious passion. plicated guilt and hypocrisy, that I threw 

I In order, therefore, to banish his anxiety down the book in an agony of rage, and 

, imperceptibly, by seeming to indulge it, began to think with malice of all the 
I began to descant on those gloomy topics human kind. I sat silent for some minutes, 
by wfliich philosophers often get rid of and soon perceiving the ticking of my 

their own spleen, by communicating it: wat ch beginning to grow noisy and trouble- 

the wretchedness of a man in this life ; some, I quickly placed it out of hearing, 

the happiness of some wrought out of and strove to resume my serenity. But 

the miseries of others; the necessity that the watchman soon gave me a second 

!! wretches should expire under punishment, alarm. I had scarcely recovered from lids, 

! that rogues might enjoy affluence in tran- when my peace was assaulted by the wind 

quillity : 1 led him on from the inhumanity at my window ; and when that ceased to 

of the rich to the ingratitude of the beggar ; blow, I listened for death-watches in the 

from the insincerity of refinement to the ! wainscot. I now found my whole system 

^ flerceness of rusticity ; and at last had the ! discomposed. I strove to find a resource 

r good fortune to restore him to his usual in philosophy and reason ; but what could 

j serenity of temper, by permitting him to I oppose, or where direct my blow, when 

r-g* expatiate upon all the modes of human I could see no enemy to combat ? I saw 

^ misery. no misery approaching, nor knew any I 

‘‘ Some nights ago,” says my friend, had to fear, yet still I was miserable. 
** sitting alone by my fire, I happened to Morning came; I sought for tranquillity 

look into an account of the detection of a in dissipation, sauntered from one place of 

set of nren called the thief-takers. I read public resort to another, but found myself 

over the many hideous cruelties of those disagreeable to iny acquaintance, and 

haters of mankind, of their pretended ridiculous to others. I tried at different 

I friendship to wretches they meant to be- times dancing, fencing, and riding ; 

i tray, of their sending men out to rob, and I solved geometrical problems, shaped 

1 then hanging them. I could not avoid tobacco-stoppers, wrote verses, and cut 

: sometimes interrupting the narrative, by paper. At last I placed my affections on 

; crying out, ‘Yet these are men I’ As music, and find, that earnest employment, 

I went on, I was informed that tliey had if it cannot cure, at least will palliate every 

j lived by this practice several years, and ■ anxiety.” — Adieu. 
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" others. But in England the poor treat 

lEi lEK aLi. every occasion with 

To ihc same. more than savage animosity, and as if 

Ir is no unpleasing contemplation, to they were in a state of open ^-^7 
conrsidor the influence which soil and nature. Bi China, if tw’o j^rters shod 
climate have upon the disposition of the meet in a narrow street, they \vouid lay 
inhabitants, the animals, and vegetables down their burdens, make a thousand 
of different countries. That among the excuses to each other for the accidental 
brute creation is much more visible than interruption, and beg pardon on their 
in man, and that in vegetables more than knees ; if two men of the same occiipa- 
either. In some places those plants tion should meet here, they would first 
which are entirely poisonous at home lose begin to scold, and at last to beat each 
their deleterious cpmlity by being carried other. One would think they had miseries 
abroad : there are serpents in Macedonia enough resulting from penury and labour, 
so harmless as to he used as playthings not to increase them by ill-nature among 
for children ; and wc are told that, in themselves, and subjection to new penal- 
some parts of Fez, there are lions so very ties ; but such considerations never weigh 
timorixis as to be scared, though coming with them. 


in herds, liy tlie cries of women. 


But to recompense this strange absurdity, 


I know of no country where the in- they are in the main generous, brave, and 
fluence of climate and soil is more visible enterprising. They feel the slightest in- 
than in England \ the same hidden cause juries with a degree of ungoverned im- 
which gives courage to their dogs and patience, but resist the greatest calamities 
cocks, gives also a fierceness to their with surprising fortitude. Those miseries 
men. But chiefly this ferocity appears under which any other people in the world 
among tlic vulgar. The polite of every would sink, they have often showed they 
country pretty nearly resemble each were capable of enduring ; if accidentally 
other. Bui. as, in simpling, it is among cast upon some desolate coast, their per- 
the uiicuUivale<l productions of nature we severance is beyond what any other nation 
are to examine the characteristic differ- is capable of sustaining ; if imprisoned 
ences cf climate and soil, so in an esti- for crimes, their efforts to escape are 
mate of the genius of the people we greater than among others. The peculiar 
must look among tlic sons of unpolished strength of their prisons, when compared 
rusticity. The vulgar English, therefore, to those elsewhere, argues their hardi- 
may be easily distinguished from all the ness; even the strongest prisons I have 
rest t>f the world, by superior pride, im- ever seen in other countries would be 
patience, and a peculiar hardiness of soul, veiy insufficient to confine the untameable 
ik’riiaps no qualities in the world are spirit of an Englishman. In short, what 
more siisccptildc of a finer polish than man dares do in circumstances of danger, 
these; arlificial complaisance and easy an Englishman will. His virtues seem to 
deference being superinduced over these, sleep in the calm, and are called out only 
generally form a great character: some- to combat the kindred storm, 
thing nt once elegant and majestic ; affix- But the greatest eulogy of this people 
Ide, yet sincere. .Such in general arc is the generosity of their miscreants ; the 
the better sort ; but they who are left in tenderness, in general, of their robbers 


thing nt once elegant and majestic; affix- But the greatest eulogy of this people 
Ide, yet sincere. .Such in general arc is the generosity of their miscreants ; the 
the better sort ; but they who are left in tenderness, in general, of their robbers 
primitive rudeness arc tlie least disposed and highwayixien. Perhaps no people 
fur society with others, or comfort inter- can produce instances of the same kind, 
nally, of any people under the sun. where the desperate mix pity with in- 

The poor, indeed, of every countiy, justice ; still show that they understand 
are but little prone to treat each other a distinction in crimes, and even in 
with tenderness ; their own miseries are acts of violence, have still some tincture 
too ^apt to engi'oss all their pity ; and of remaining virtue. In every other 
perhaps, too, they give but little com- country robbery and murder go almost 
xmseration, as they find but little from always together ; here it seldom happens, 
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except upon ill-judged resistance or pur- | 
suit The banditti of other countries are j 
unmerciful to a supreme degree ; the | 
highwayman and robber here are gene- | 
rouS; at least in their intercourse among 
each other. Taking, therefore, my 
oj-)inion of the English from the virtues 
and vices practised among the vulgar, 
they at once present to a stranger all 
their faults, and keep their virtues up 
only for the inquiring eye of a philosopher. 

Foreigners are generally shocked at 
their insolence upon first coming among 
them : they hnd themselves ridiculed and 
insulted in every street ; they meet with 
none of those trifling civilities, so frequent 
elsewhere, which are instances of mutual 
good-will, without previous acquaintance ; 
they travel through the country, either 
too ignorant or too obstinate to cultivate 
a closer acquaintance ; meet every moment 
something to excite their disgust, and 
return liome to characterise this as the 
region of spleen, insolence, and ill-nature. 
In short England would be the last place 
in the world I would travel to by way of 
amusement, but the first for instruction. 

1 would choose to have others for my 
acquaintance, but Englishmen for my 
fiiends, 

LETTER XCII. 

To the same . 

The mind is ever ingenious in making 
its own distress. The wandering beggar, 
who has none to protect, or feed, or to 
shelter him, fancies complete happiness in 
labour and a full meal j take him from 
rags and want, feed, clothe, and employ 
him, his wishes now rise one step above 
his station ; he could be happy were he 
possessed of raiment, food, and ease. 
Suppose his wislics gratified even in these, 
liis prospects widen as he ascends ; ho 
finds himself in affluence and tranquillity, 
indeed, but indolence soon breeds anxiety, 
and he desires not only to be freed from 
pain, but to be possessed of ]^leasure : plea- 
sure is granted him, and this but opens 
his soul to ambition ; and ambition will be 
sure to taint his future liappiness, either 
with jealousy, disaj^pointment, or fatigue. 

But of all the arts of distress found out 
by man for his own torment, perhaps that 


of philosophic misery is most truly ridicu- 
lous; a passion nowhere carried to so 
extravagant an excess as in the country 
where I now reside. It is not enough to 
engage all the compassion of a philosopher 
here, that his own globe is harassed with 
wars, pestilence, or barbarity; he shall 
grieve for the inhabitants of the moon, if 
the situation of her imaginary mountains 
happens to alter ; and th*ead the extinction 
of the sun, if the spots on his surface 
happen to increase. One should imagine, 
that philosophy was introduced to make 
men happy ; but here it serves to make 
hundreds miserable. 

My landlady, some days ago, brought 
me the diary of a philosopher of this 
desponding sort who had lodged in tlie 
apartment before me. It contains the 
history of a life which seems to be one 
continued tissue of sorrow, apprehension, 
and distress. A single week will serve 
as a specimen of the whole ; — 

“ Monday. — In what a transient de- 
caying situation are we placed ; and what 
various reasons does philosophy furnish 
to make mankind unhappy 1 A single 
I grain of mustard shall continue to produce 
its similitude through numberless succes- 
sions ; yet what has been granted to this 
little seed, has been denied to our planetary 
.system : the mustard seed is still unaltered, 
but the system is growing old, and must 
quickly fall to decay. How terrible will 
I it be, when the motions of all the planets 
■ have at last become so irregular as to 
I need repairing ; when the moon shall fall 
j into fi'ightful paroxysms of alteration; 

I when the earth, deviating from its ancient 
: track, and with every other planet forget- 
! ting its circular revolutions, shall become 
I so eccentric, that unconfined by the laws 
I of system, it shall fly off into boundless- 
' space, to knock against some distant world, 

! or fall in upon the sun, either extinguish- 
i ing his light, or burned up l>y his flames 
; in a moment ! PerIia]:)S, while I write, 

; this dreadful change has begun. vShield 
me from universal ruin ! Yet idiot man 
; laughs, sings, and rejoices, in the very 
face of the sun, and seems no way touched 
with Ins situation. 

Tuesday.— W ent to bed in great 
! distress, awaked and was comforted by 
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cun-sitlering that this change was to happen 
at some indefinite time; and therefore, 
like death, the thouglits of it might easily 
be ])ornc. But there is a revolution, a 
fixed determined revolution, which must 
certainly come to pass; yet which, by 
good fortune, I shall never feel, except in 
my posterity. The obliquity of the equator 
with the ecliptic is now twenty minutes 
less tlian when it was observed two 
thousand years ago by Piteas. If this.be 
the case/ in six thousand the obliquity 
will be still less by an whole degree. This 
being supposed, it is evident that our 
eartli, as Ijouville has clearly proved, has 
a motion, by whicli the climates must 
necessarily change place, and in tlic space 
of one million of years England shall 
actually travel to the Antarctic pole. I 
shudder at the change I I low shall our 
unhappy grandchildren endure the hideous 
climate ! A million of years will soon be 
accomplished; they are Init a moment 
when compared to eternity; then shall 
our charming country, a.s I may say, in a 
moment of time, resemble the hideous 
wihlerncss of Nova Zembla. 

“ Wi'.nNKsnAY, — To-night, by my cal- 
culation, the long predicted comet is to 
make its first appearance. Heavens ! 
what terrors arc impending over our little 
dim speck of earth ! Dreadful visitation ! 
Are we to be scorched in its fires, or only 
smothered in the vapour of its tail ? That 
is the (piestion ! Thoughtless mortals, go 
build houses, plant orchards, purchase 
estates, fin* to-morrow you die. But what 
if the comet .should not come? That 
would be c<]iia]ly fatal. Comets are ser- 
vants which ijeriodically return to supply 
the sun with fuel. If our sun, therefore, 
.should be disappointed of the expected 
supply, and all his fuel be in the meantime ' 
burnt out, he must expire like an exhausted 
taper. Wiiat a miserable situation must 
our earth be in witliout his enlivening I 
rays I Have we not seen several neigh- | 
houring suns entirely disappear? Has I 
not a fixed star, near the tail of the Ram, ! 
lately been quite extinguished ? | 

** Thursday. — The comet has not yet ' 
appeared ; I am sorry for it ; first, sorry I 
liecause my calculation is false ; secondly, I 
sorry lest the sun should want fuel ; I 


thirdly, sorry lest the wits should laugh at 
our erroneous predictions ; and, fourthly, 
sorry because, if it appears to-night, it 
must necessarily come within the sphere 
of the earth’s attraction ; and Heaven 
help the unhappy country on which it 
happens to fall ! 

“ Friday.— Our whole society have been 
out, all eager in search of the comet. We 
have seen not less than sixteen comets in 
different parts of the heavens. However, 
we are unanimously resolved to fix upon 
one only to be the comet expected. That 
near Virgo wants nothing but a tail to fit it 
out completely for terrestrial admiration. 

“ Saturday. — The moon is, I find, at 
her old pranks. Her appulses, libratious, 
and other irregularities, indeed amaze me. 
My daughter, too, is this morning gone off 
with a grenadier. No way surprising ; 
I was never able to give her a relish for 
wisdom. She ever promised to be a mere 
expletive in the creation. But the moon, 
the moon gives me real uneainess ; I 
fondly fancied I had fixed her. I bad 
thought her constant, and constant only 
to me ; but every night discovers her 
infidelity, and proves me a desolate and 
abandoned lover. ” — Adieu. 

LETTER XCIII. 

7b i/te same. 

It is surprising what an influence titles 
shall have upon the mind, even though 
these titles be of our own making. Like 
children, we dress up tlie puppets in 
finery, and then stand in astonishment at 
the plastic wonder. I have been told of 
a rat-catcher here, who strolled for a long 
time about the villages near town, without 
finding any employment; at last, however, 
he thought proper to take the title of his 
Majesty’s Rat-catcher in ordmary, and 
thus succeeded beyond his expectations : 
when it was known tliat he caught rats at 
court, all were ready to give him counte- 
nance and employment. 

But of all the people, they who make 
books seem most perfectly sensible of the 
advantages of titular dignity. All seem 
convinced, that a book written by vulgar 
hands can neither instruct nor improve ; 
none but kings, chains, and mandarines 
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can write with any probability of success. 
If the titles inform me right, not only 
kings and courtiers, but emperors them- 
selves, in this country, periodically supply 
the press. • 

A man here who should write, and 
honestly confess that he wrote, for bread, 
might as well send his manuscript to fire 
the baker’s oven; not one creature will 
read him ; all must be court-bred poets, 
or pretend at least to be court-br^d, who 
can expect to please. Should the caitiff 
fairly avow a design of emptying our 
pockets and filling his own, every reader 
would instantly forsake him : even those 
wiio Write for bread themselves would 
combine to worry him, perfectly sensible 
that his attempts only served to take the 
bread out of their mouths. 

And yet this silly prepossession the 
more amazes me, when I consider, that 
almost all the excellent productions in wit 
that have appeared here were purely the 
offspring of necessity ; their Dry dens, 
Butlets, Otways, and Farquhars, were all 
writers for bread. Believe me, my friend, 
hungerhas a most amazing faculty of sharp- 
ening the genius ; and he who, with a full 
belly, can think like a hero, after a course 
of fasting, shall rise to the sublimity of a 
demi-goi 

But what will most amaze is, that this 
veiy set of men, who are now so much depre- 
ciated by fools, are, however, the very best 
writers they have among them at present. 
For my own part, were I to buy a hat, I 
would not have it from a stocking-maker, 
but a hatter ; were I to buy shoes, I should 
not go to the tailor’s for that purpose. It 
is just so with regard to wit : did I, for 
my life, desire to be well served, I would 
apply only to those who made it their 
trade, and lived by it. You smile at the 
oddity of my opinion : but be assured, my 
friend, that wit is in some measure me- 
chanical ; and that a man long habituated 
to catch at even its resemblance, will at 
last be happy enough to possess the sub- 
stance. By a long habit of writing he 
acquires a justness of thinking, and a 
mastery of manner, which holiday writers, 
even with ten times his genius, may vainly 
attempt to equal. 

How then are they deceived who 
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expect from title, dignity, and exterior 
circumstance, an excellence, which is in 
some measure acquired by habit, and 
sharpened by necessity ! You have seen, 
like me, many literary reputations, pro- 
moted by the influence of fashion, which 
have scarce survived the possessor ; you 
have seen the poor hardly earn the little 
reputation they acquired, and their merit 
only acknowledged when they were in- 
capable of enjoying the pleasures of popu- 
larity : such, however, is the reputation 
worth possessing ; that which is hardly 
earned is hardly lost. — Adieu. 

LETTER XGIV. 

From Hhigpo^ hi Moscow y to Lien Chi AUangiy 
in London. 

Where will my disappointments end ? 
Must I still be doomed to accuse the 
severity of my fortune, and show my con- 
stancy ni distress, rather than moderation 
in prosperity ? I had at least hopes of 
conveying my charming companion safe 
from the reach of every enemy, and of 
again restoring her to her native soil. 
But those hopes are now no more. 

Upon leaving Terki, we took the nearest 
road to the dominions of Russia. We 
passed the Ural mountains, covered with 
eternal snow, and traversed the forests of 
U fa, where the prowling bear and shrieking 
hycena keep an undisputed possession. 
We next embarked upon the rapid river 
Bulija, and made the best of our way to 
the banks of the Wolga, where it waters 
the fruitful valleys of Gasan. 

There were two vessels in company, 

: properly equipped and armed, in order to 
oppose the Wolga pirates, who, we were 
informed, infested this river. Of all man- 
kind these pirates are the most terrible. 
They are composed of the criminals and 
outlawed peasants of Russia, who fly to 
the forests that lie along the banks of the 
Wolga for protection. Here they join 
in parties, lead a savage life, and have no 
other subsistence but plunder. Being 
deprived of houses, friends, or a fixetl 
habitation, they become more terrible even 
than the tiger, and as insensible to all the 
feelings of humanity. They neither give 
quarter to those they conquer, nor receive 
it when overpowered th emselves. T l.e 
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severity of tiie laws against them serves 
to increase their barbarity, and seems to 
make them a neutral species of beings, 
between the wildness of the lion and the 
sii l)t lety of the man. When taken alive, 
their punishment is hideous. A floating 
gibbet is erected, which is let run down 
with the stream ; here, upon an iron hook 
stuck under their ribs, and upon which 
the whole weight of their body depends, 
they are left to expire in the most terrible 
agonies, some i^eing thus found to linger 
several days successively. 

We were luit three days’ voyage fl'om 
the confluence of this river into the Wolga, 
when we perceived at a distance behind 
us an armetl bark coming up, with the 
assistance of sails and oars, in order to 
attack us. The dreadful signal of death 
was hung upon the mast, and our captain 
with his glass could easily discern them 
to V>e jurates. It is impossible to express 
our consternation on this occasion ; the 
whole crew instantly came together to 
consult the properest means of safety. It 
was, therefore, soon tietermined to send 
off our women and valuaijle commodities 
in one of our vessels, and that the men 
should stay in the other, and boldly op- 
pose the enemy. 'I'his resolution was 
soon put into execution, and I now reluc- 
tantly parted from the beautiful Zelis, for 
the first time since our retreat from Persia. 
The vessel in which she was disappeared 
to my lunging eyes, in proportion as that 
of the pirates approaclied us. They soon 
came up; but, upon examining ourstrength, 
and perhaps sensible of the manner in 
which we had sent off our most valuable 
eifects, they seemed more eager to pursue 
the vessel we had sent aw’ay, than attack 
us, in this manner they continued to 
harass us for three days, still endeavouring 
to pass ns \vithmit fighting. But, on the 
fourth day, finding it entirely impossible, 
and despairing to seize tlie expected booty, 
they desisted Irom their endeavours, and 
left us to pursue our voyage without 
interru])tioii. 

Our joy on this occasion was great; 
but soon a disappointment more terrible, , 
because unexpected, succeeded. The j 
bark in which our women and treasure 
were sent off was wrecked upon the banks 


of the Wolga, for want of a proper num- 
ber of hands to manage her, and the 
whole crew carried by the peasants up the 
country. Of this, however, we were not 
sensible till our arrival at Moscow ; where, 
expecting to meet our separated bark, we 
were informed of its misfortune, and our 
loss. Need I paint the situation of my 
mind on this occasion? Need I describe 
all I feel, when I despair of beholding the 
beautiful Zelis more? Fancy had dressed 
the future prospect of my life in the gayest 
colouring; but one unexpected stroke of 
fortune has robbed it of every charm, 
tier dear idea mixes with every scene of 
pleasure, and without her presence to 
enliven it, the whole becomes tedious, 
insipid, insupportable. I will confess— 
now that she is lost, I will confess I loved 
her ; nor is it in the power of time or of 
reason to erase her image from my heart. 
— Adieu. 

LETTER XCV. 

Frofu Lien Chi Altangi to Hingpo, at Moscow. 

Your misfortunes are mine; but, as every 
period of life is marked with its own, 
you must learn to endure them. Dis- 
appointed love makes the misery of youth ; 
disappointed aml)ition, that of manhood ; 
and successless avarice, that of age. These 
three attack us through life ; and it is our 
duty to stand upon our guard. To love 
we ought to oppose dissipation, and 
endeavour to change the object of the 
affections ; to ambition, the happiness of 
indolence and obscurity ; and to avarice, 
the fear of soon dying. These are the 
sinelds 'with which we should arm our- 
selves ; and thus make every scene of life, 
if not pleasing, at least supportable. 

Men complain of not finding a place of 
repose. I'hey are in the wrong : they 
have it for seeking. What they should 
indeed complain of, is that the heart is an 
enemy to that very repose they seek. To 
themselves alone should they impute their 
discontent. They seek within the short 
span of life to satisfy a thousand desires, 
each of w'hich alone is insatiable. One 
month passes, and another comes on ; the 
year ends, and then begins ; but man is 
Still unchanging in folly, still blindly con- 
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tinning in prejudice. To the wise man 
every climate and every soil is pleasing ; 
to him a parterre of llowers is the famous 
valley of gold ; to him a little brook the 
fountain of the young peach-trees ; to such 
a man the melody of birds is more ravishing 
than the harmony of a lull concert ; and 
the tincture of the cloud preferable to the 
touch of the finest ijencil. 

The life of man is a journey ; a journey j 
that must be travelled, however bad the j 
roads or the accommodation. If in the j 
beginning it is found dangerous, narrow, I 
and difficult, it must eitlier grow l;>etter in | 
the end, or we shall by custom learn to ■ 
bear its inequality. | 

But, though I see you incapalile of pene- | 
trating into grand principles, attend at | 
least to a simile, adapted to every appre- i 
hension. I am mounted upon a wrelclied | 
ass, I see another man Ijefoi-e me upon a ; 
sprightly horse, at which I find some im- j 
easiness. I look behind me, and see ; 
numbers on foot, stooping under heavy ^ 
burdens ; let me learn to pity their estate, ! 
and thank Heaven for my own. | 

Shingfu, when under misfortunes, would | 
in the beginning weep like a child ; but i 
he soon recovered his former tranquillity. ; 
After indulging grief for a few days, he ' 
would become, as usual, tlie most merry : 
old man in all the province of Shansi. ! 
About the time tliat his wife died, his 
possessions u'ere all consumed by fire, and 
his only son sold into captivity ; Shingfu 
grieved for one day, and the next went to 
dance at a mandarine’s door for his dinner. 
The company were surprised to see the old 
man so merry, when suffering such great 
losses ; and the mandarine himself coming 
out, asked him, how he, who had grieved 
so much, and given u'ay to calamity the 
day before, could now be so cheerful? 
“ You ask me one question,” cries the old 
man ; “ let me answer by asking another : 
Which is the most durable, a hard thing, 
or a soft thing ; that which resists, or that 
which makes no resistance?” — “A hard 
thing, to be sure,” replied the mandarine. — 
“ There you are wrong,” returned Shingfu. 
“ I am now four score years old ; and, it 
you look in my mouth, you will find that 
I have lost all my teetli, but not a bit of 
my tongue,” — Adieu. 


LETTER XCVI. 

From Lieji CM Alta7i,s^i io Fujh Hoam, First 
P^vsidimt of the Ceremonial Acadeiny at 
Pekiii^ in China. . 

The manner of grieving for our departed 
friends in China is very different from that 
of Europe. The nujiirning er)lour of 
Europe is black ; that of China white. 
When a parent or relation dies here — for 
they seldom mourn for friends — it is only 
clapping on a suit of sables, grimacing it 
for a few days, and all, soon forgotten, goes 
on as before ; not a single creature missing 
the deceased, except perhaps a favourite 
housekeeper or a favourite cat. 

On the contrary, with us in China it is 
a very serious affiiir. The laety with which 
I have seen you behave, on one of these 
occasions, should never be forgotten. I 
remember it was upon the death of thy 
grandmother’s maiden sister. I'he coffin 
was exposed in the ]:>rincipal hall, in public 
view. Before it were placed the figures 
of eunuchs, horses, tortoises, and other 
animals, in attitudes of grief and respect. 
The more distant relations of the old lady, 
and I among the number, came to pay our 
coinpliments of condolence, and to salute 
the deceased after the manner of our coun- 
try. We had scarce presented our \\-ax 
candles and perfumes, and given the howl 
of departure, when, crawling on his belly 
from under a curtain, out came the reverend 
Finn Hoam himself, in all the dismal 
solemnity of distress. Your looks were 
set for sorrow ; your clothing consisted in 
a hempen bag tied round the neck with a 
string. For two long months did this 
mourning continue. By night you lay 
stretched on a single mat, and sat on tlie 
stool of discontent by day. Pious man ! 
wlm could thus set an example of sorrow 
and decorum to our country. Pious coun- 
try ! where, if we do not grieve at the 
departure of our friends for tlseir sakes, at 
least we are taught to regret them for our 
own. 

All is very different here; amazement 
all ! What sort of people am I got amongst? 
Fum, thou son of Fo, what sort of people 
am I got amongst? No crawling round 
the coffin; no dressing up in hempen b.ags; 

; no lying on mats, or sitting on stools ! Gen- 
[ tlemen here shall put on first mourning 
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with as sprightly an air as if preparing for 
a birthnight; and widows shall actually 
(1 k‘ss for another husband in their weeds for 
the former. The best jest of all is, that our 
merry mourners dap bits of miislin on 
tlieir sleeves, and these are called imepers. 
Weeping muslin ! alas, alas, very sorrow- 
ful truly ! These weepers, then, it Seems, 
are to bear the whole burden of the 
distress. 

But 1 have had the strongest instance of 
this contrast, this tragi-comical behaviour 
m distress, upon a recent occasion. Their 
king, whose departure though sudden was 
noUmexpected, died after a rei^i of many 
years. Mis age and uncertain state of 
health served, in some measure, to dimi- 
nish the sorrow of his subjects ; and their 
expectations from his successor seemed to 
balance thdr minds between uneasiness 
and satisfaction. But how ought they to 
have behaved on such an occasion ? Surely, 
tlmy ought rather to have endeavoured to 
testify their to their deceased 

friend, than to proclaiin tlieir hopes of the 
future! Sure, even the successor must 
suppose their love to wear the face of 
adulation, which so quickly changed the 
object! However, the very same day 
on which the old king died they made 
rejoicings for the new. 

For niy part, I have no conception of 
this new manner of mourning and rejoicing 
in a breath ; of being meriy and sad ; of 
mixing a funeral ])rocession with a jig and 
a bonjire. At least, it would have been 
just, tliat they wlio ilattered the king while 
jiving for virtues which he had not'should 
lament him dead for those lie really had. 

In this universal cause for national dis- 
tress, as I had no interest myself, so it is 
Init natural to suppose I felt no real afflic- 
tion. “ In all the losses of our friends,” 
says an Eiu*o|iean philosopher, “we first 
consider how much our own welfare is 
affected by tlieir dejiarture, and moderate 
pur real grief just in the same propor- 
tion,” Xow, as I had neither received, 
nor expected to receive, favours from kings j 
or their llatterers ; as I hatl no acquaint- | 
ance in particular with their late monarch; | 
as I know that the place of a king is soon | 
supplied; and as the Chinese proverb has ■ 
it, that •though the world may sometimes ^ 
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want cobblers to mend their shoes, there 
is no clanger of its wanting emperors to 
rule their kingdoms : from such considera- 
tions, I could bear the loss of a king with 
the most philosophic resignation, ilow- 
ever, I thought it my duty at least to appear 
sorrowfid, to put on a melancholy aspect, 
or to set my face by that of the people. 
The first company I came amongst, 
after the news became general, was a set 
of jolly companions, who were drinking 
prosperity to the ensuing reign. I entered 
the room with looks of despair, and even 
, expected applause for the superlati ve misery 
I of my countenance. Instead of that, Twas 
I universally condemned by the company 
I for a grimacing son of a whore, and desired 
j to take away my penitential phiz to some 
I other quarter. I now corrected my former 
I mistake, and, with the most sprightly air 
[ imaginable, entered a company where 
I they were talking over the ceremonies of 
: the approaching funeral. Here I sat for 
I some time with an air of pert vivacity ; 
j when one of the chief mourners imme- 
: cUatelyobservingmygoodhumour, desired 
I me, if I pleased, to go and grin somewhere 
; else; they wanted no disaffected scoundrels 
i there. Leaving this company, therefore, 

I I was resolved to assume a look perfectly 
j neutral; and have ever since been studying 
: the fashionable air; something between 
i jest and earnest : a complete virginity of 
; face, un contaminated with the smallest 
i symptom of meaning. 

I But though grief be a very slight affair 
. here, the mourning, my friend, is a very 
important concern. When an emperor 
dies in China, the whole expense of the 
solemnities is defrayed from the royal 
coffers. When the great die here, man- 
darines are ready enough to order mourn- 
ing; but I do not see they are so ready to 
pay for it. If they send me down from 
court the gray undress frock, or the black 
coat without pocket-holes, I am willing 
enough to comply with their commands, 
and wear both ; but, by the head of Con- 
fucius ! to be obliged to wear black, and 
buy it into the bargain, is more than my 
tranquillity of temper can beai*. What ! 
order me to wear mourning before they 
know whether I can buy it or no ! Fum, 
thou son of Fo, what sort of a people am I 
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got amongst ; where being out of black is 
a certain symptom of poverty ; where those 
who have 'miserable faces cannot have 
mourning, and those who have mourning 
will not wear a miserable face ! 

LETTER XC VII. 

To the same. 

It is usual for the booksellers here, when 
a book has given universal pleasure upon 
one subject, to bring out several more 
upon the same plan ; which are sure to 
have purchasers and readers, from that 
desire which all men have to view a pleas- 
ing object on every side. The first per- 
formance serves rather to awaken than 
satisfy attention ; and when that is once 
moved, the slightest effort serves to con- 
tinue its progression ; the merit of the first 
diffuses a light sufficient to illuminate the 
succeeding efforts ; and no other subject 
can be relished, till that is exhausted. A 
stupid work coming thus immediately in 
the train of an applauded performance 
weans the mind from the object of its 
pleasure, and resembles the sponge thrust 
into the mouth of a discharged culverin, 
in order to adapt it for a new explosion. 

This manner, however, of drawing off 
a subject, or a peculiar mode of writing 
to the dregs, effectually precludes a revival 
of that subject or manner for some time 
for the future ; the sated reader turns from 
it with a kind of literary nausea; and, 
though the titles of books are the part of 
them most read, yet he has scarce per- 
severance enough to wade through the 
title-page. 

Of this number I own myself one 1 
’ . am now grown callous to several sub- 

jects, and different kinds of composition. 
Whether such originally pleased I will 
not take upon me to determine; but at 
i present I spurn a new book, merely upon 

seeing its name in an advertisement ; nor 
k ' have the smallest curiosity to look beyond 

the first leaf, even though in the second 
the author promises his own face neatly 
engraved on copper. 

! I am become a perfect epicure in read- 

ing; plain beef or solid mutton will never 
do. I am for a Chinese dish of bears’ 
* claws and birds’ nests. I am for sauce 

strong with asafcetida, or fuming with gar- 


lic. For this reason there are a hundred 
very wise, learned, virtuous, well-intended 
productions, that have no charms for me. 
Thus, for the soul of me, I could never find 
courage nor grace enough to wade above 
two pages deep into “Thoughts ii])on God 
and Nature;” or “Thoughts upon Provi- 
dence;” or “Thoughts upon Free Grace;” 
or, indeed, into thoughts upon anything 
at all. I can no longer meditate with 
meditations for every day in the year. 
Essays, upon divers subjects cannot allure 
me, though never so interes* ing ; and as 
for funeral sermons, or even thanksgiving 
sermons, I can neither weep with the one 
nor rejoice with the other. 

But it is chiefly in gentle poetry, where 
I seldom look farther than the title. The 
truth is, I take up books to be told some- 
thing new ; but here, as it is now managed, 
the reader is told nothing. He opens the 
book, and tliere finds very good words 
truly, and much exactness of rhyme, but 
no information. A parcel of gaudy images 
pass on before his imagination like the 
figures in a dream ; but curiosity, induc- 
tion, reason, and the whole train of affec- 
tions, are fast asleep. The jucunda et 
idoiiea vike — those sallies which mend the 
heart, while they amuse the fancy — are 
quite forgotten; so that a reader who 
would take up some modern applauded 
performances of this kind must, in order 
to be pleased, first leave bis good sense 
))ehind him, take for his recompense and 
guide bloated and compound epithet, and 
dwell on paintings, just indeed, because 
laboured with minute exactness. 

If we examine, however, our internal 
sensations, we shall find ourselves but 
little pleased with such laboured vanities; 
we shall find that our applause rather 
proceeds from a kind of contagion caught 
up from others, and which we contribute 
to diffuse, than from what we privately 
feel, 'ihere are some subjects ()f which 
almost all the world perceive the futility , 
yet all combine in imposing them upon 
each other, as worthy of praise. But 
chiefly this imposition obtains in literature, 
where men publicly contemn what they 
relish with rapture in private, and approve 
abroad what has given disgust at home. 
The truth is, we deliver those criticisms 
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„ pul.lio whidi are ^®thOT SSt but^movr^so^wlren h| informed 

:alci.latcd, not to do justice to the authoi, lau depending for several 


of this Idnd, whicli have already come ou ...n acquainted with the 

with such “’’\Jei con^ ' courts of justice in China : they resemble 

my wish to dimmish, as I . | ^at-traps every one of them ; nothing more 

siderablc enough to add to, then iame , i P ^ 

but, for the future, I foar theie aie i _^y gome difficulty, and more 

Km Utfo In foe llS plL, all odes cmiiiing than rats are generally found to 

upon Winter, or Summer, or Autumn ;iu ^ Prioml, “I should 

sllort, all odes, epod,^, f'V"Koo not hate gone to Imv but that I was 
whatsoever, _shall hereafter be deem t 1 • S ^ 


prehension. Pastorals are l^tty «i , o‘ I liad notliiiig 

1 r”K.rs;.’ i tr'ztes S 

*“ Si's 

cii-Us ,J..* .ue ». «... “Ef 

Kagedics, however, as they are now ; demur, we shall tins very day lay linn 
undo ‘live ^oud instructive moral sermons fairly on his back. m t « t 

rmndi ancUt ivod be a fault not to be | « If tilings be so 

i>leasc4 with good things. There I learn | don t care if I attend you to the com ts, 
several great truths : as, that it is impos- i and partake in the pleasure of youi sue- 
sible to^scc into the ways of futurity ; that j cess. But pntliee, continued I, as wc 
puvdshmeid to attends the 4ain; set forward, ‘Svhat reasons have you. to 
tliat love is the fond soother of the human llimk^ an affair at last concluckcl, which 
breast ; tliat we should not resist Heaven’s j has given you so many former disap|ioint- 

will, — for in rc.sistiiig Heaven’s will, i ments lawyer tells nic^^ 

Heaven’s will is resisted; ivith several > turned lie, that I have Salkeld and \ ui- 
(dher sentiments efiually new, delicate, tris strong in my favour, and that tiieie 
and strikinik Bvery new tragedy, there- are no less than fifteen cases in point, 
fore I ^dia'li go to see ; for reflections of “ I understand,” said I ; those are two 
this’ nature make a tolerable harmony, of your judges who have already declared 
ivlicii mixed uii with a proper quantity of their opinions.” ‘ Pardon me, lepiied 
drum, trumpet, thunder, lightning, or the niy friend, “ Salkelcl and v entris are law- 
scenc-sl lifter’s whistle. — Adieu. yers who some liundred yeais ago gave 

their opinions on cases similar to mine : 
LETTEB. XCVIII. these opinions ivhich make for me, niy 

To the same. ' lawyer is to cite ; and those opinions 

I HAD some intentions lately of going which look another way are cited by the 
to visit Bedlam, the place where those lawyer employed by my antagonist : as I 
who go mad are confined. I went to wait observed, I have Salkeld and \ eiitris^ lor 
upon the Man in Black to be my conduc- me ; he has Coke and Hale for him ; 
tor, but I found him preparing to go to and he that has most opinions is most 
Westminster Hall, where the English hold likely to carry his cause.' ™ But ivhere 
their courts of justice. It gave me same is the necessity,” cried I, of prolonging 
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a suit by citing the opinions and reports | 

I of others, since the same good sense which | 
i determined lawyers in former ages, may i 

serve to guide your judges at this day? | 
They at that time gave their opinions only i 
from the light of reason; your judges have 
the same light at present to direct them ; 
let me even add, a greater, as inTormer 
r ages there were many prejudices from 

which the present is happily free. If 
arguing from authorities be exploded from 
every other branch of learning, why should 
it be particularly adhered to in this? I 
plainly foresee how such a method of in- 
\ vestigation must embarrass every suit, 

^ and even perplex the student ; ceremonies 

I will be multiplied, formalities must in- 

j crease, and more time will thus be spent 

f in learning the arts of litigation, than in 

I the discovery of right.” 

“ I see,” cries my friend, “ that you are 
for a speedy administration of justice ; but 
all the world will grant, that the more 
time that is taken up in considering any 
j subject, the better it will be understood. 
Besides, it is the boast of an Englishman, 
that his property is secure, and all the 
world will grant, that a deliberate admi- 
nistration of justice is the best way to se- 
cure his property. Why have we so many 
lawyers, but to secure our property? 
Why so many formalities, but to secure 
our property? Not less than one hundred 
thousand families live in opulence, ele- | 
gance, and ease, merely by securing our j 
property.” | 

“To embarrass justice,” i*etunied I, | 
j “ by a multiplicity of laws, or to hazard | 

! it by a conhdence in our judges, are, I 

‘ grant, the opposite rocks on which legis- 

j dative wisdom has ever split. In one case, 

■ the client resembles that emperor who is 

' said to have been suffocated with the bed- 

clothes which w'ere only designed to keep 
' him warm ; in the other, to that town 

1 which let the enemy take possession of 

its walls, in order to show the world how 
little they depended upon, aught but 
courage for safety. But, bless me ! what | 
numbers do I see here— all in black ! — | 
how is it possible that half this multitude 
can find employment?” — “Nothing so 
easily conceived,” returned my companion ; 
“ they live by watching each other. For 

1: 


instance, the catchpole watches the man 
in debt, the attorney watches the catch- 
pole, the counsellor watches the attorney, j 

the solicitor the counsellor, and all find, 
sufficient employment.” — “I conceive 
you,” interrupted I ; “ they watch each 
other, but it is the client that pays them 
I all for watching : it puts me in mind of a 
I Chinese fable, which is entitled, Five 
Animals at a Meal. 

“ A grasshopper, filled with dew, was 
merrily singing under a shade ; a whangafn , 
that eats grasshoppers, had marked it for 
its prey, and was just stretching fortli to 
devour it ; a serpent, that had for a long 
time fed only on whangams, was coiled 
up to fasten on the whangam ; a yellow 
liird was just upon the wing to dart upon 
the serpent ; a hawk had just stooped 
from above to seize the yellow bird ; all 
were intent on their prey, and unmindful 
of their danger : so the whangam ate the 
grasshopper, the serpent ate the whangam , 
the yellow bird the serpent, and the hawk 
the yellow bird; when, sousing from on 
high, a vulture gobbled up the hawk, 
grasshopper, whangam, and all in a 
moment.” 

I had scarcely finished my fable, when 
the lawyer came to inform my friend, 
that his cause was put off till another 
term, that money was wanting to retain, 
and that all the world was of opinion, 
that the very next hearing would luring 
him off victorious. “If so, then,” cries 
my friend, “ I believe it will be my wisest 
way to continue the cause for another 
term; and, in the meantime, my friend 
here and I will go and see Bedlam.” — 

Adieu. 

LETTER XCIX. 

To the same. ^ 

I LATEt.Y received a visit from the little 
Beau, wlio I found had assumed a new 
flow of spirits with a new suit of clothes. 

Our discourse happened to turn upon the 
different treatment of the fair sex here and 
in Asia, with the influence of beauty in 
refining our manners, and improving our 
conversation. 

I soon perceived he was strongly pre- I 

judiced in favour of the Asiatic method of I 

treating the sex, and that it was impossible 
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to peri^iaaeliim, buL tliat a mpi was ; d 
happier who had four uuves at his com- j n 
mand, than he who had only one. It j ^ 
true,” cries he, “your men of fashion m , 0 
tlie Kast are slaves, and under some Icf* j h 
rors of having their tliroats squeezed by a ; cl 
bowstring; but what then? tliey can hncl , ti 
ample consolation in a seraglio \ they : s 
make, indeed, an indifferent figure in con- } 
vorsaiion abroad, but then they have a ; t 
seraglio to console them at home. I am f 
told they have no balls, drums, nor operas, £ 
but then they have got a seraglio ; they J 
may be deprived of wine and hrencli i 
cookerv, but they have a seraglio : a scra- 
raglio— a seraglio, my dear creature, wipes 
ott every inconvenience in the world ! 

liesides, I am told your Asiatic beau- 
ties arc the most convenient women alive ; 
for they have no souls : positively theic is ; 
nothing in nature I should like so much j 
as ladies without souls ; soul here, is the , 
utter ruin of half tlic sex. A girl of 
eighteen shall have soul enough to spend 
a hundred pounds in the turning of a 
trump; her mother shall liave soul enough 
to ride a .sweepstake match at a horse- 
race ; her maiden aunt shall have s<nil 
enough to purchase the hirniturc of a 
whole toy-shop ; and others sliall have j 
soul enough to behave as if they had no 
souls at all.” 

“ With respect to the soul,” interrupted 
T, “the Asiatics are much kinder to the 
fair .ses than you imagine : insltpad of one 
houl, Fold, the idol ofCliinii, gives every 
woman thicc; the brahmins gdvc them 
fiffccn ; and even Mahomet himself no- 
where excludes the sex from Taraclise. 
Abulfeda rcj’mrts, that an old woman one 
day importuning liim to know what she 
(iught to <lo in order to gain raradise— 
*My good lady,’ answered the projdiet, 

* old women never get there.’ — ‘ What ! | 
never get to Paradise?’ returned the | 
matron, in a fury. ‘A’ever,’ says he;! 
‘for tliey always grow young by the way.’ | 
No, sir,” continued I ; “the men of Asia 
behave with more deference to tlie sex ; 
than you seem to imagine. As you of| 
Europe say grace upon sitting down to 
dinner, so it is the custom in China to say 
grace when a man goes to bed to his 
wife.’*--“ And may I die,” returned my 


' companion, “but it is a very pretty ceie- 
1 mony; for, seriously, sir, I see no reason 
! why A should not be as grateful in 
lone situation as in the other. Upon 
; honour, t always find myself much more 
* disposed to gratitude on the couch oi a 
1 fine woman, than upon sitting clown to a 

i sirloin of beef.” . 

j “ Another ceremony, said I, resuming 
! the conversation, “ in favour of the sex, 

; amongst' us, is the bride’s being allowed 
after marriage /idr three days oj freedom, 

^ During this interval a thousand extrava- 
L gances are practised by either sex. 1 he 
■ lady is placed upon the nuptial bed, and 
i numberless monkey tricks are jilaycd 
round to divert her. One gentleman 

- smells her perfumed handkerchief, another 
; attempts to untie her garters, a third pulls 
s off her shoe to play hunt the slipper, 
li i another prelends to be an idiot,^ ancl en- 
e I deavours to raise a laugh by giimacing , 
)f in the meantime the glass goes briskly 
d about, till ladies, gentlemen, wife/ bus- 
a band, and all, are mixed together in one 

h inimdat ion of arrack punch.” 

“ Strike me dumb, deaf, and blind, 
d cried my companion, “ but that s very 
a pretty ! there's some sense in your Chinese 
e ladies’ condescensions; but among us, 
o you shall scarce find one of the whole sex 
that shall hold her good-humour for three 
d days together. No later than yesterday, 
le I happened to say some civil things to a 
le citizen’s wife of my acquaintance, not 
■y because 1 loved her, but because I had 
n charity; and wliat do you think was the 
tender creature’s reply? _ Only that she 
2 . detested my pig- tail wig, high-heeled 
le shoes, and sallow complexion ! That is 
le all ! N oth ing more ! — Yes, by the I leavens, 

- though shc\i'as more ugly than an iin- 
t, painted actress, I found her more insolent 
, ! j than a thoroiiglibred woman of c[uality!” 
ic I He was proceeding in this wild manner, 

■ ; ! when his invective was interrupted by the 
I Man in black, who entered the apartment, 
ia introducing his niece, a young lady of ex- 
fx I qiiisitc beauty. Her very appearance was 
7 f I sufficient to silence the severest satirist of 
;o the sex ; easy without pride, and free with- 
,y out impudence, she seemed capable of sup- 
is plying every sense with pleasure. Her 
.y looks, her conversation, were natural and 
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unconstrained ; she had neither been taught 
to languish nor ogle, to laugh without a 
jest, or sigh without sorrow. I found 
that she had just returned from abroad, 
and had been conversant in the manners 
of the world. Curiosity prompted me to | 
ask several cpiestions, but she declined 
them ail. I own I never found myself so 
t strongly prejudiced in fovour of apparent 

^ merit before, and could willingly have 

prolonged our conversation ; Imt the com- 
pany after some time withdrew. Just, 
however, before the little Beau took his 
leave, he called me aside, and reque.sted 
'( I would change him a twenty pound bill ; 

which as I was incapable of doing, he was 
i contented with borrowing half-a-crowii. 

i. —Adieu. 

I LETTER C. 

From Lien Chi AUang;l to hy the way 

I of ^iosco^o. 

\ Few virtues have lieen more praised l^y 
j moralists than generosity ; every practical 
treatise of etliics tends to increase our sen- 
I sibility of the distresses of others, and to 
I relax the grasp of frugality. Philosophers 

i that are poor praise it, because they are 

I gainers by its effects ; and the opulent 

; Seneca himself has written a treatise on 

^ Vieneiits, though he was known to give 
nothing away. 

But among many who have enforced tlie 
duty of giving, I am. surprised there are 
none to inculcate the ignominy of receiv- 
ing; to show that Ijy every favour we 
, accept we in some measure forfeit our i 
native freedom ; and that a state of con- j 
timial dependence on the generosity of 1 
I others is a life of gradual del)asement. I 
\\'ere men taught to despise tlie receiv- ! 
ing obligations with the same force of | 
reasoning and declamation that they are | 
instructed to confer them, we might then ; 
see every person in society tilling up the ; 
^ requisite duties of his station with cheerful 
indiist ry, neither relaxed by hope, nor sullen 
’ from disappointment. 

Every favour a man receives in some 
measure sinks him below Ins dignity ; and, 
in proportion to the value of the benefit, or 
the frequency of its acceptance, he gives 
up so much of his natural independence. 

; He, therefore, who thrives upon the un- 


merited bounty of another, if he has any 
sensibility, suffers the worst of servitude: 
the shackled slave may murmur without 
reproach, but the humble dependant is 
taxed with ingratitude upon every symptom 
of discontent ; the one may rave round the 
walls of his cell, but the other lingers in 
all the silence of mental coidinerncnt. To 
increase his distress, every new obligation 
but ackls to the former load, wliich kept 
the vigorous mind from rising; till at last, 
elastic no longer, it shapes itself to con- 
straint, and puts on habitual servility. 

It is thus with a feeling mind : but there 
are some who, bom without any share of 
sensiliility, receive favour after favour, and 
I still cringe for more ; who accept llie offer 
I of generosity with as little reluctance as 
the wages of merit, and even make thanks 
for past benefits an indirect petition for [ 

new : such, I grant, can sutler no debase- J 

ment from dependence, since tliey were 
originally as vile as was possible to lie ; 
dependence degrades only the ingenuous, 
lint leaves the sordid mind in pristine 
meanness. In this manner, I Iierefo re, long 
continued generosity is misplaced, or it is 
injurious ; it either finds a man worthless, 
or it makes him so; and true it is, tliat 
tlie person who is contented to be often 
oliliged, ought not to have lieen obliged 
at all. 

Yet, while I describe the meanness of a 
life of continued dependence, I would not 
be thought to include those naturaror 
political subordinations which subsist in 
eveiy society ; for in such, though depen- 
dence is exacted from the inferior, yet the 
oliligation on either side is mutual. The 
son must rely upon his parent for support, 
lint the parent lies under the same obliga- | 

tions to give that the other has to expect ; 
tlie subordinate officer must receive the 
commands of his superior, but for tliis 
obedience the former has a right to demand 
an intercourse of fivoiir. Such is not the 
dependence I would deprecate, but that 
I where every exyiected Ihvour must be the 
j result of mere benevolence in the giver, 
where the benefit can be kept without 
remorse, or transferred witliout injustice. 

The character of a legacy hunter, for in- 
stance, is detestable in some countries, 
and despicable in all ; this universal egn- 
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tempt of a man who infringes upon none 
of the laws of society some moralists have 
arraigned as a popular and unjust preju- 
dice ; never considering the necessary de- 
gradations a wretch must undergo, who 
- previously expects to grow rich by benefits, 
without having either natural or social 
claims to enforce his petitions. 

But this intercourse of heuefaction and 
acknowledgment is often injurious even 
to the giver, as well as the receiver. A 
man can gain but little knowledge of him- 
self, or of the world, amidst a circle of 
those whom hope or gratitude has gathered 
round him ; their unceasing humiliations 
must necessarily increase his comparative 
magnitude, for all men measure their own 
abilities by those of their company: thus 
being taught to overrate his merit, he in 
reality lessens it ; increasing in confidence, 
but not in power, bis professions end in 
emjity boast, his undertakings in shameful 
disappointment. 

It is jierhaps one of the severest mis- 
fortunes of the great, that they are, in 
general, obliged to live among men whose 
real value is lessened by dependence, and 
whose minds are enslaved by obligation, 
'fhe humble companion may have at first 
accepted patronage with generous views ; 
but s(xm he feels the mortifying influence 
of conscious inferiority, by degrees sinks 
into a flatterer, and from flattery at last 
degenerates into stupid veneration. To 
reinetly this, the great often dismiss tlieir 
old dependants and take new. Such 
changes are falsely imputed to levity, false- 
hood, or caprice in the patron, since they 
may be more justly ascribed to the client’s 
deterioration. 

No, my son, a life of independence is 
generally a life of virtue. It is that which 
fits tile soul for every generous flight of 
humanity, freedom, and friendship. To 
give should he our pleasure, but to receive, 
our shame ; serenity, lieajth, and affluence 
attend the desire of rising by labour; 
misery, repentance, and disrespect, that of 
succeeding by extorted benevolence: the 
man who can tliank himself alone for the 
happiness he enjoys is truly blest; and 
lovely, far more lovely, llie sturdy gloom 
of laborious indigence, than the fawning; 
simper of thriving adulatipn. — 4cheu, 


LETTER CL 

From Lien Chi Aliangi to Fum Hoam, First 

President of the Ceremonial Acadejny at 

Pekin in China. 

In every society some men are born to 
teach, and others to receive instruction ; 
some to work, and others to enjoy in idle- 
ness the fruits of their industry ; some to 
govern, and others to obey. Every people, 
how free soever, must he contented to give 
up part of their liberty and judgement to 
those who govern, in exchange for their 
hopes of security; and the motives which 
first influenced their choice in the election 
of their governors should ever be weighed 
against the succeeding apparent inconsis- 
tencies of their conduct. All cannot be 
rulers, and men are generally best governed 
by a few. In making way through the 
intricacies of business, the smallest ob- 
stacles are apt to retard the execution of 
what is to be planned by a multiplicity 
of counsels; the judgment of one alone 
being always fittest for winding through 
the labyrinths of intrigue, and the obstruc- 
tions of disappointment. A serpent wliich, 
as the fable observes, is furnished with one 
head and many tails, is much more capable 
of subsistence and expedition than another 
which is furnished with but one tail and 
many heads. 

Obvious as these truths are, the people 
of this country seem insensible of their 
force. Not satisfied with the advantages 
of internal peace and opulence, they still 
murmur at their governors, and interfere 
in the execution of their designs, as if 
they wanted to be something more than 
happy. But as the Europeans instruct 
by argument, and the Asiatics mostly 
by narration, were I to address them, 

I should convey my sentiments in tlie 
following story : — 

“ Takupi had long been prime minister 
of Tipartala, a fertile country that stretches 
along the western confines of China. 
During his administration whatever ad- 
vantages could be derived from arts, 
learning and commerce, were seen to bless 
the people ; nor were the necessary pre- 
cautions of providing for the security of 
the state forgotten. It often happens, 
however, that when men are possessed of 
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all they want, they then begin to find tor- 
ment from imaginary afflictions, and lessen 
their present enjoyments, by foreboding 
that those enjoyments are to have an end. 
The people now, therefore, endeavoured 
to find out grievances; and, after some 
search, actually l:)egan to think themselves 
aggrieved, A petition against the enor- 
mities of Takupi was carried to the throne 
in due form ; and the Queen who governed 
the country, willing to satisfy her subjects, 
appointed a day in which his accusers 
should be heard, and the minister should 
stand upon his defence. 

f ‘The day being arrived, and the minister 
brought before the tribunal, a carrier, who 
supplied the city with fish, appeared among 
the number of his accusers. He ex- 
claimed, that it was the custom, time 
immemorial, for carriers to Ijring their fish 
upon a horse in a hamper ; which being 
placed on one side, and balanced hy a 
stone on the other, was thus conveyed 
with ease and safety ; Init that the prisoner, 
moved either by a spirit of innovation, or 
perhaps bribed by the hamper makers, 
had ol^liged all carriers to use the stone 
no longer, but balance one hamper with 
anotlier ; an order entirely repugnant to 
the customs of all antiquity, and those of 
the kingdom of Tipartala in particular. 

“The carrier finished, and the whole 
court shook their heads at the innovating 
minister ; when a second witness appeared. 
He was inspector of the city buildings, and 
accused the disgraced favourite of having 
given orders for the demolition of an 
ancient ruin, which obstmcted the passage 
through one of the principal streets. He 
observed, that such buildings were noble 
monuments of barbarous antiquity; con- 
tributed finely to show how little their 
ancestors understood of architecture ; and 
for that reason such monuments should 
be held sacred, and suffered gradually 
to decay. 

“The last witness now appeared. This 
was a widow, who had laudably attempted 
to burn herself upon her husband’s funeral 
pile. But the innovating minister had pre- 
vented the execution of her design, and 
was insensible to her tears, protestations, 
and entreaties. 

“ The Queen could have pardoned the 


two former offences ; but this last was 
considered as so gross an injury to the sex, 
and so directly contrary to all the customs 
of antiquity, that it called for immediate 
justice. ‘What!’ cried the Queen, ‘not 
suffer a woman to burn herself when she 
tliinks proper? The sex are to be pret- 
tily tutored, no doubt, if they must he 
restrained from entertaining their female 
friends now and then with a fried wife, 
or roasted acquaintance. I sentence the 
criminal to be banished my presence 
for ever, for his injurious treatment of 
the sex.’ 

“ Takupi had been hitherto silent, and 
spoke only to show the sincerity of his 
resignation. ‘Great Queen,’ cried he, ‘I 
acknowledge my crime; and since I am 
to be banished, 1 beg it may be to some 
ruined town, or desolate village, in the 
country 1 have governed. I shall find 
some pleasure in improving the soil, and 
I'jringing back a spnrit of industry among 
the inhabitants.’ His recpiest appearing 
reasonable," it was immediately compliecl 
with; and a courtier had orders to fix 
upon a place of banishment answering the 
minister’s description. After some months’ 
seaj-ch, however, the inquiry proved fruit- 
less; neither a desolate village nor a ruined 
town was found in the whole kingdom. 
‘Alas,’ said Takupi then to the Queen, 
‘how can that country be ill governed 
which has neither a desolate village nor a 
ruined towm in it?’ The Queen perceived 
the jxistice of his expostulation, and the 
minister was received into more than 
former favour, ’* 

LETTER CII. 

Ti? the same. 

The ladies here are by no means such 
ardent gamesters as the women of Asia. 
In this respect I must do the English 
justice ; for I love to praise where ap- 
plause is justly merited. Hothing is 
more common in China than to see iwr> 
women of fashion continue gaming till 
one has won all the other’s clothes, and 
stripped her quite naked ; the winner 
thus marching off in a double suit c»f 
finery, and the loser shrinking btdiiiul in 
the primitive simplicity of nature. 

No douljt you remember u hen Shang, 


THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD, 


our maiden aunt, played with a sharper. 
First her money went ; then her trinkets 
were prodiice<l ; her clothes followed 
piece by piece soon after ; when she had 
thus played herself quite naked, being a 
woman of spirit, and willing to pursue 
her own, she stakerl her teeth : fortune 
was against her even Itere, and her teeth 
kihowed her clothes. At last she played 
for her left eye, and, oh ! hard fate, this 
too she lost : however, she had the con- 
solation of biting the sharper, for he 
never perceived that it was made of glass 
till it became his own. 

I'low hapjpy, my friend, are the English 
ladies, who never rise to such an in- 
orclinance of passion ! Though the sex 
here are generally fond of games of 
chance, and are taught to manage games 
of skill from their infancy, yet they never 
pursue ill fortune with such amazing in- 
trepidity. Indeed, 1 may entirely acquit 
them of ever playing—I mean of playing 
for their eyes or their teeth. 

It is true they often stake their fortune, 
their beauty, health, and reputation, at a 
gaming table. 1 1 even someti lues happens, 
that they ptlay their husbands into a gaol; 
yet still they preserve a decorum unknown 
to our wives and daughters of China. I 
have been present at a rout in this country, 
where a woman of fashion, after losing 
her money, has sat writhing in all the 
agonies of had luck, and yet, after all, 
never once attempted to strip a single 
petticoat, or cover tlie board, as her last 
stake, with lu?r head- clothes. 

However, though 1 pjraise their mode- 
rati«)n at play, I must not conceal their 
assiduity. In China our women, except 
upon some great days, are never per- 
mitted to finger a dice-box ; but here 
every day seems to be a festival, and 
night itself, which gives others rest, only 
serves to increase the female gamester’s 
hidustiy. I have been told of an old lady 
in the country who, being given over by 
the physicians, played with the curate of 
her parish to pass the time away : having 
won all his money, she next proposed 
playing for her finieral charges: her 
proposal was accepted ; but unfortunately 
the lady expired just as she had taken in 
her game. ' ‘ ‘ ‘ 


There are some passions which, though 
differently pursued, are attended with 
equal consequences in every country; 
here they game with more perseverance, 
there with greater fury ; here they strip 
their families, there they strip themselves 
naked. A lady In China who indulges 
a passion for gaming, often becomes a 
drunkard ; and^'by ilourishiiig a dice-box 
in one hand, she generally comes ^to 
brandish a dram-cup in the other, Far 
be it from me to say there are any who 
drink drams in England ; ].)ut it is natural 
to suppose, that when a lady has lost 
everything else but her honour, she wall 
be apt to toss that into the liargain, and 
grown insensible to nicer feelings, beliave 
like the Spaniard, who, wlien all his 
money wns gone, endeavoured to l)orrow 
more by offering to pawn his whiskers, 
— Adieu. 

LETTER cm. 

From Lien Chi Aliangi io , Merchmii in 

Amsterdam. 

I HAVE just received a letter from my 
son, in which he informs me of the fruit- 
lessnes.s of his endeavours to recover the 
lady with whom lie lied from Persia, lie 
strives to cover, under the appearance of 
fortitude, a heart torn with anxiety and 
disappointment. I have offered little 
consolation, since that but loo frequently 
feeds the sorrow which it pretends to 
deplore, and strengthens the impression 
which nothing Imt tlie external rubs of 
time and accident can thoroughly efface. 

lie informs me of Ins intentions of 
quitting Moscow the first opportunity, 

! and travelling by laud to Amsterdam. 

I I must, therefore, upon his arrival, entreat 
the continuance of your friendship, and 
beg of you to provide him with proper 
directions for finding me in London. You 
can .scarcely be sensible of the joy I 
expect upon seeing him once more^: the 
ties betw^een the father and the son among 
iisof China are much more closely drawn 
than with you of Europe. 

The remittances sent me from Argun 
to Moscow came in safety. I caimot 
sufficiently admire that spirit of honesty 
which prevails through the whole country 
' pf Siberia : perhaps the savages of that 


THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 


249 



desolate region £|re the only untutored 
people of the globe that cultivate the. 
moral virtueSj even without knowing that 
their actions merit praise. I have been 
told surprising things of their goodness, 
benevolence, and generosity j aiul the 
iininternipted commerce between China 
and Russia serves as a collateral confir- 
mation. 

“Let us,” says the Chinese lawgiver, 

“ admire the rude virtues of the ignorant,^ ! 
but rather imitate the delicate morals of 
the polite.” In the country where I reside, 
though honesty and benevolence be not 
so congenial, yet art supplies the place of 
nature. Though here every vice is carried 
to excess, yet every virtue is practised also 
with unexampled superiority. A city like 
this is the soil for great virtues and great 
vices : the villain can soon improve himself 
in the deepest mysteries of deceiving ; and 
the practical philosopher can every day 
meet new incitements to mend his honest ! 
intentions. There are no pleasures, sensual | 
or sentimental, which this city does not ! 
produce ; yet, I know not how, I could not j 
be content to reside here for life. There 
is something so seducing in that spot in 
which we first had existence, that nothing 
but it can please. Whatever vicissitudes 
we experience in life, however we toil, 
or wheresoever we wander, our fatigued 
wishes still recur to home for tranquillity : 
we long to die in that spot which gave us 
birth, and in that pleasing expectation find 
an opiate for every calamity. 

You now, therefore, perceive that I have 
some intentions of leaving this country; 
and yet my designed departure fills me 
with reluctance and regret. Though the 
friendships of travellers are generally more i 
transient than vernal snows, still I feel an 
uneasiness at breaking the connexions I 
have formed since my arrival ; particularly, 

I shall have no small pain in leaving my 
usual companion, guide, and instructor. 

I sliall wait for the arrival of my son 
before I set out. He shall be my com- 
panion in every intended journey for the 
future; in his company I can support the 
fatigues of the way with redoubled ardour, 
pleased at once with conveying instruction, 
and exacting obedience, — Adieu. 



LETTER CIV. 

From Lien Chi Aliangi io Fum Hoam^ First 

President of the Ceremonial Academy at 

Pekin in China. 

Our scholars in China have a most pro- 
found veneration for forms. A lirst-rate 
beauty never studied the decorums of dress 
with more assiduity ; they may properly 
enough be said to be clothed with wisdom 
from head to foot ; they liavc their philoso- 
phical caps, and philosoj)hical whiskers ; 
their philosophical sli|;)pers, and p.hiloso- 
phieal fans; there is even a philosophical 
standard for measuring the nails ; and yet, 
with all this seeming wisdom, they are 
often found to be mere empty jiretenders. 

A philosophical beau is not so frequent 
in Europe; yet I am told that such cha- 
racters are found liere. I mean such as 
punctually support all the decorums of 
learning without being really very })ro- 
found, or naturally possessed of a fine 
understanding ; who labour hard to obtain 
the titular lionours attending literar)' merit, 
who flatter otliers in order to be flattered 
in turn, and only study to be ihouglit 
students. 

A character of this kind generally 
receives company in his study, in all the 
pensive formality of slippers, night-gown, 
and easy chair. The table is covered with 
a large book, which is always kept open, 

, and never read ; his solitary hours being 
i dedicated to dozing, mending pens, feeling 
I his pulse, peeping through the microscope, 

I and sometimes reading amusing books, 

I which he condemns in company. His 
I library is preserved with the most religious 
I neatness, and is generally a repositoiy of 
scarce books, which ]')ear a high price, 
because too dull or useless to become 
common by the ordinary methods of 
publication. 

Such men are generally candidates for 
admittance into literary clubs, academies, 
and institutions, where they regularly meet 
, to give and receive a little instruction, and 
a great deal of praise. In conversation 
they ne^^er betray ignorance, because they 
never seem to receive information. Offer 
a new observation, they have heard it 
, before j pinch them in argument, and they 
reply with a sneer, 
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how trifliiie soever these little arts ] distinction unknown in France or Eiigland. 
may appear, lliey answer one valuable They have Wtxx Clarmmi Pracla- 
numose -of gaining the practisers the rhsimi, their Accuratisswu and M«mt,s- 
esteem they wish for. The bounds of a ^ simi. A round cap entitles one student 
nnivs knoivledge are easily concealed, if : to argue, and a square cap permits another 
he has but pnulence; but .all can readily , to teach, while a cap wath a tassel almost 
see and admire a gilt library, a set of long : sanctihes the head it happens to cover, 
nails, a silver stai^dish, or a well-combed ; But ivhere true knowledge is cultivated, 
whisker, who are incapable of distinguish- ; these formalities begin to disappear, 
ill" a dunce. i The ermine cowl, the solemn beard, and 

“Vhen Father Matthew, the first Euro- i sweeping train, are laid aside; pliilo- 
pean missionarVi entered China, tlie court I SO phers dress, and talk, and think, like 

* . ' V .■? , 1 J. rs+lvav. -.viral-. . Qv.f1 Ici mK-cl'in flvACCATC finfi 


was informed that he possessed gi’eat skill 
in astronomy ; be was therefore sent for, 
and examined. The established astro- 
nomers of state undertook this task, and 
made tlieir report to the Emperor that 


other men ; and lamb-skin dressers, and 
cap-makers, and tail- carriers, now deplore 
a literary age. 

For my own part, my friend, I have 
seen enough of presuming ignorance, never 


his skill ^’sns but verv superficial, and no to venerate wisdom but where it actually 
way comparable to their own. The mis- | appears. 1 have received literary titles and 
sionary, however, appealed from their | distinctions myself ; and, by the quantity 
judgment to experience, and challenged j of my own wisdom, know how very little 
them to calculate an eclipse of the moon ; wisdom they can confer.-— Adieu, 
that was to happen a few nights following, j t ti'TTF'R rv 

“What!” said some, “ shall a barbarian I 
without nails pretend to vie with men in i 

astronomy wIk’j have made it the study of : THE time for the young king’s coronation 
their !ive.s; with men who know half the ; approaches. The great and the little 
knowiible characters of words, who wear ; world look forward with impatience. A 
scientifical caps and slippers, and who , knight from tlie country, who has brought 
have gone through every literary degree up his family to see and be seen on this 
with applause?” They accepted the chal- ■, occasion, has taken all the lower part of 
lenge, confident of success. The eclipse | the house wliere I lodge. His wife is 
began : the Chinese produced a most ^ laying in a large quantity of silks, which 
sjdendid apparatus, and were fifteen ; the mercer tells her are to be fashionable 
minutes wrong; the missionary, with a | nextsea.son; and miss, her daughter, has 
single instrument, was exact to a second. | actually had her ears bored previous to 
Tlii.-. wa.s convincing : but the court astro- i the ceremony. In all this bustle of pre- 
nomers wereimt to be convinced; instead ' paration, I am considered as mere lumber, 
of acknowledging their error, they assured i and have been, shoved up two stories 
tlic Emperor that tlicir calculations were i higher, to make room for others my land- 
certainly exact, but that the stranger with- lady seems perfectly convinced are my 
out nails had actually bewitched the moon, betters; but whom, before me, she is 
“Well, tlien,” cries the good Emperor, contented with only calling very good 
smiling at their ignorance, “you shall still company. 

continue to be servants of the moon, but The little Teaii, who has now forced 
I constitute this man her controller.” himself into my intimacy, was yesterday 
pdiia is thus replete with men whose i giving me a most minute detail of the in- 
only pretensions to knowledge arise from ; tended procession. All men are eloquent 
external circumstances; and in Europe j upon their favourite topic; and this seemed 
every country aljqunds with them in pro- j peculiarly adapted to the size and turn of 
portion to its ignorance. Spain and | his understanding. His whole mind was 
r landers, who ^ are behind the rest of j blazoned over with a variety of glitter- 
Europe in learning at least three centuries, ring images,— -coronets, escutcheons^ lace 
have twenty literary titles and marks of { fringe, tassels, stones, bugles, and spun 
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glass. “ Here,” cried he, “ Garter is to deity judging, and a trembling world 
walk; and there Rouge Dragon marches awaiting the decree, he has introduced a 
with the escutcheons on- his back. Here merry mortal trundling a scolding wife to 
Clarencieux moves forward; and there hell in a wheelbarrow.” 

Blue Mantle disdains to be left behind. My companion, who mistook my silence, 

Here the Aldermen march two and two; during this interval of reflection, for the 
and there the imdaimted Champion of rapture of astonishment, proceeded to 
England, no way terrified at the very describe those frivolous parts of the show 
numerous appearance of gentlemen and that most struck his imagination ; and to 
ladies, rides forward in complete armour, I assure me, that if I stayed in this country 
and with an intrepid air throws down his ; some months longer, I should see fine 
glove. Ah! ” continued he, “should any j things, “ For my own part,” continued 
be so hardy as to take up that fatal glove, j he, “ I know already of fifteen suits of 
and so accept the challenge, we should ! clothes that would stancl on one end with 
see fine sport; the Champion would show ' gold lace, all designed to lie first shown 
him no mercy; he would soon teach him j there; and as for diamonds, rubies, erne- 
all his passes, With a witness. However, I raids, and pearls, we shall see them as 
I am afraid we shall have none willing to ; thick as brass nails in a sedan chair. And 
try it with him upon the approaching oc- ; then we ax*e all to walk so majestically, 
casion, for two reasons, — first, because his ' thus ; this foot always behind tlie foot 
antagonist would stand a chance of being ‘ l-iefore. The ladies are to fling nosegays ; 
killed in the single combat ; and, secondly, ; the court poets to scatter verses ; tlie spec- 
because if he escapes the champion’s arm, , tators are to be all in full dress; IMrs. 
lie would certainly Ixe hanged for treason. | Tibbs in anew sack, ruffles, and Frenched 
No, no; I fancy none will be so hardy as | hair: look where you will, one thing finer 
to dispute it with a champion like him, than another; Mrs. Tibbs curtsies to the 
inured to arms; and we shall probably I Duchess; her Grace returns tlie compli- 
see him prancing unmolested away, hold- | ment with a bow. ^ Largess ! ’ cries the 
ing his bridle thus in one hand, and : herald. ‘ Make room 1 ’ cries the gentle- 
brandishing his dram-cup in the other.” ! man usher. ‘ Knock hiixi clown!’ cries 
Some men liave a manner of describing ; the guard. Ah ! ” continued he, amazed 
which only wraps the subject in more than ; at his own description, “ what an astonish- 
former obscurity ; thus 1 was unable, with | ing scene of grandeur can art produce 
all my companion’s volubility, to form a ; from the smallest circumstance, when it 
distinct idea of the intended px'ocession. I thus actually turns to wonder one man 
I was certain that the inauguration of a putting on another man’s hat ! ” 
king should be conducted with solemnity I now found his mind was entirely set 
and religious awe ; and I could not be upon the fopperies of the pageant, and 
persuaded that there was much solemnity quite regardless of the real meaning of 
in this description. “ If this be true,” such costly preparations. “ Pageants,” 
cried I to myself, “ the people of Europe says Bacon, “ are pretty things ; but we 
surely have a strange manner of mixing should rather study to make them elegant 
solemn and fantastic images together; than expensive.” Processions, cavalcades, 
pictures at once replete with burlesque and all that fund of gay frippery furnished 
and the sublime. At a time \vhen the out by tailors, barbers, and tirewomen, 
king enters into the most solemn compact mechanically influence the mind into vene- 
with his people, nothing surely should ration. An emperor in his nightcap 
be admitted to dimmish from the real would not meet with half the respect of 
majesty of the ceremony. A ludicrous an emperor with a glittering crown. Poli- 
iinage brought in at such a time throws ticsresemblereligion ; attempting to divest 
an air of ridicule upon the whole. It either of ceremony is the , most certain 
someway resembles a picture I have seen, method of bringing either into contem^it. 
designed by Albert Durer, where, amidst 1 The weak . must liave their inducements 
all the solemnity of that awful sqene, a to adniiratioit as well as, the wise; and 
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it is the 1)u.s'iness of a sensible government have neither mentioned the dimensions 
to impress all ranks with a sense of sub- of a lord’s cap, nor measured the length 
ordination, whether this be effected by a of a lady’s tail.^ I know your delight is 
diamond buckle or a virtuous edict, a in minute^ description : and this 1 am im- 


SLimptuary law or a glass necklace. 


happily disqualified froin furnishing ; yet, 


This interval of rellection only gave my upon the whole, I fancy it will be no_ waxy 
companion spirits to begin his description comparable to ^the magniticence ut our 
afresh ; and, as a greater inducement to late Emperor Whangti’s procession, wiieu 
raise my curiosity, lie informed me of the he was married to the inoon, at winch 
vast sums that were given by the spectators Finn Hoam himself presided in person, 
for places. “ That the ceremony must — Adieu, 
be fine,” cries he, is very evident from 

the tine price that is paid for seeing it. LETTER CVI. 

Several ladies have assured me, they 

would willingly part with one eye rather ^ 

than be ijreveuted from looking on with It was formerly the custom here, xvhen 
the other. Come, come,” continues he, men of distinction died, for their surviving 
“ I have a friend, who, for my sake, will acquaintance to throw each a slight present 
.supply us witli places at the most reason- into the grave. Several things of little 
able rates; I’ll take care you shall not value were made use of for that purpose, 
be imposed upon ; and he will inform you — perlumes, relics, spices, bitter herbs, 
of the use, finery, rapture, splendour, and camomile, wormwood, and verses. Tins 
enchantment of the whole ceremony, custom, however, is almost discontinued, 
better than I.” and nothing but verses alone are now 

Follies ofien repeated lose their ab- lavished on such occasions; an oblation 
surdity, and assume the appearance of which tliey suppose may l^e interred witli 
reason. 1 1 is arguraeiits w ere so often and the dead, nuthout any injury to the living. 
s;o strongly eufon.'cd, that 1 liad actually Upon the death of the great, therefore, 
some thoughts of liecoming a spectator, the poets and undertakers are sure of em- 
\Ve accordingly went together to tiespeak ployment. While one provides the long 
a place; but guess my surprise when the cloak, black staff, and mourning coach, 
man demanded a ])urse of gold for a single the other produces the pastoral or elegy, 
seat I 1 could hardly believe him serious the monody or apotheosis. Tlie nobility 


upon making the demand. “ Prithee, 
friend,” cried I, “ after I have paid twenty 
pounds for sitting here an hour nr two, 


need be under no apprehensions, but die 
as fast as they tliink proper, — the poet and 
undertaker are ready to supply them ; 


can 1 bring a part of ilie coronation back ?” these can find metaphorical tears and 
— sir.” — ‘‘How long can 1 live liimily escutcheons at an hour’s warning ; 
upon it, after 1 have come away? ’’—“Not and vUien the one has solieiiy laid the 
lung, sir.” — “Can a coronation clothe, body in the grave, the other is ready to 
feed, or lalteii me? “ Sir,” replied the fix it figuratively among the stars, 
man, “ you seem to be under a mistake; There are several ways of being poeti- 
aii that you can bring away is the pleasure cally sorrowful on such occasions. The 
of having it say, tliat you saw the coro- bard is now' some pensive youth of science, 
nation.”— ilhistnie !” cries Tibbs, “ if who sits deploring among the tombs; 
tliat !je all, there is no need of paying for again, he is Thyrsis complaining in a circle 
that; since i am resolved to have that of harmless .sheep. Now Britannia sits 
pleasure, whether I am tliere or no ! ” ■ upon her own shore, and gives a loose to 

I am conscious, my friend, that this is maternal tenderness ; at" another time 
out a very confused description of the in- j Parnassus, even the mountain I’arnassus, 
tended ceremony. Voii may object, that ; gives way to sorrow, and is bathed in tears 
I neither settle rnnl:, precedency, nor ; of distress. 

place; that I seem ignorant whether Gules j But the most usual manner is this* 
walks before or behitid Garter; that I Damon meets hlenalcas, who has got a 
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must gloomy countenance. I'lie shepherd 
asks his friend, whence that look of dis« 
tress ? . To which the other replies, that 
Pollio is no more. If that be the case, 
then,” cries Damon, “let us retire to 
yonder bower at some distance off, where 
the cypress and the jessamine add fragrance 
to the breeze ; and let us wce]> alternately 
for Pollio, the friend of shepherds, and 
tlic patron of every muse.” — “Ah I” re- 
turns his fellow shepherd, “what think 
: you rather of that grotto by the fountain 

side ? the murmuring stream will help to 
\ assist our complaints, and a nightingale 

■j; on a neighbouring tree will join her voice 

to the concert 1” When the place is thus 
settled, they begin ; the brook stands still 
to hear their lamentations ; the cows forget 
to graze ; and the very tigers start from 
the forest with sympathetic concern. By 
the tombs of our ancestors, my dear Fum, 

I am quite unaffected in all this distress : 
the whole is liquid laudanum to my spirits ; ' 
and a tiger of common sensilnlity has 
^ twenty limes more tenderness tlian I, 

But though I could never weep with 
the complaining shepherd, yet I am some- 
times induced to pity the poet, whose trade 
is thus to make demigods and heroes for 
a dinner. There is not in nature a more 
i dismal figure than a man who sits down 
to premeditated llattery : every stanza he 
writes tacitly reproaclies the meanness of 
his occupation, till at last his stupidity 
becomes more stupid, and his dulness 
more diminutive. 

I am amazed, therefore, that none have 
yet found out the secret of flattering the 
worthless, and yet of preserving a safe 
I conscience. I have often wished for some 

j method, by which a man might do himself 

; and his deceased patron justice, without 

I being under the hateful reproach of self- 

! conviction. After long lucubration, I have 

hit upon such an expedient ; and send you 
I the specimen of a poem upon the decease 

of a great man, in which the flattery is 
perfectly fine, and yet the poet perfectly 
innocent. 

* On the Death of the Right Honourahle 

Ye Muses, pour the pitying tear 
For Pollio snatched awaj*' ; 

Oh, had he lived another year— 
i He had not died to-day. 


Oh, were he born to blesiS mankind I 

In virtuous times of yore, 

Heroes themselves had fall’n behind— I 

Whene'er he went h-forc. 

How sad the groves and ])Iains appear, 

And sympathetic sheep ; 

E’en pitying hills would drop a tear— 

Jfhith could leant to wref 

His bounty in exalted strain 
Each bard may well display ; 

Since none implored relief in vain— 

'That went relieved away. 

And hark ! I hear the tuneful throng 
His obsecpiies forbid ; I 

He still sliall live, shall live as lung— 

As ever dead man did. \ 

LETTER evil. 

To the same. 

It is the most usual method in every 
report, first to examine its probability, and 
then act as the conjuncture may require. i 

The English, however, exert a different 
spirit in such circumstances : they first act, 
and when too late, begin to examine. ! 

From a knowledge of this disposition, 
there are several here, who make it their ' 

business to frame new reports at every. con- 
venient interval, all tending to denounce 
ruin both on their contemporaries and their 
posterity. This denunciation is eagerly 
caught up by the public : away they fling 
to propagate the distress; sell out at one 
place, buy in at another, grumble at their 
governors, shout in mobs, and, when they 
have thus for some time behaved like fools, 
sit down coolly to argue and talk wisdom, 
to puzzle each other with syllogism, and 
prepare for the next report that prevails, 
which is always attended with tlie same 
success. 

Thus are they ever rising above one 
report, only to sink into another. They 
resemble a dog in a well, pawing to get 
free. When he has raised his upper parts 
aljove water, and every spectator imagines 
him disengaged, his lower •})arts drag him 
; down again, and sink him to the nose ; he 
■ makes new efforts to emerge, and every 
effort increasing his weakness, only tends 
to sink him the deeper. 

There are some here who, I am told, 
make a tolerable subsistence by the cre- 
dulity of their countrymen. As they find 
the people fond of blood, wounds, and 
death, they contrive political ruins suited 
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to every montli in the year. This month things like a gentleman. But, sir, you 
the people are to he eaten up by the French must die; I have detcfmined it within my 
in ilat-bottomcd boats ; the next, by the own breast that you must die. blood, sir ! 
soldiers designed to beat the French back, blood is my trade ! so I could wish you 
Now the people are going to jump down would, this day six weeks, take leave of 
the gulf of luxury ; and now nothing but your friends, wife, and family, for I cannot 
a herring subscription can fish them up possibly allow you longer time. To con- 
again. Time passes on ; the report proves vince you more certainly of the power of 
false; new circumstances produce new my art, by which you may know I speak 
changes * but the people never change,— truth, take this letter ; when you have read 
they are persevering in folly. it, tear off the seal, fold it up, and give it 

In other countries those boding politi- to your favourite Dutch mastiff that sits by 
ciaiis would be left to fret over their own the fire ; he will swallow it, sir, like a 
schemes alone, and grow splenetic without buttered toast : in three hours four minutes 
hopes of infecting others; but England after he has eaten it he will attempt to 
seems to be the very region where spleen bite off his own tongue, and, half an hour 
delights to dwell : a man not only can after, burst asunder in twenty pieces, 
give an imliounded scope to the disorder Blood, blood, blood! So no more at 
in himself, but may, if he pleases, pro- present from, sir, your most obedient, 
pagale it over the whole kingdom, with a most devoted humble servant to command, 
certainty of success. lie has only to cry till death.” 

out that the government, the government You may easily imagine the consterna- 
is all wrong ; that their schemes are lead- tion into which this letter threw the 
ing to ruin; that Britons are no more ; whole good-natured family. The poor 
every good mem])er of the commonwealth man to whom it was addressed was the 
thinks it his duty, in such a case, to deplore more surprised, as not knowing how he 
the universal decadence with sympathetic could merit such inveterate malice. All 
sorrow, and, by fiincying the constitution the friends of the family were convened ; 
in a decay, absolutely to impair its vigour, it was universally agi'eed that it was a 
This people would laugh at my sim- most terrible affair, and that the govern- 
plicity, should 1 advise tliem to be less ment should be solicited to offer a reward 
sanguine in harbouring gloomypredictions, and a j^ardon : a fellow of this kind 
and examine coolly before they attempted would go on poisoning family after 
to complain. 1 have just heard a story family ; and it was impossible to say 
which, though transacted in a private | where the destruction would end. In 
faniilv, serves very well to describe the pursuance of these determinations, the 
behaviour of tlic wliole nation, in cases of government was applied to ; strict search 
threatened calamity. As there are public, was made after the incendiary, but all in 
so there are private incendiaries here, vain. At last, therefore, they recollected 
(Jne oi the last, either for the amusement that the experiment was not yet tried upon 
of his friends, or to divert a fit of the the dog; the Dutch mastiff was brought 
spleen, lately sent a threatening letter to up and placed in the midst of the friends 


a worthy family in my neighbourhood, to j and relations, the seal was torn off, the 
this effect ^ packet folded up with care, and soon 
MK, Knowing you to be very rich, they found, to the great surprise of all, 
and finding myself to be very poor, I think that the dog would not eat the letter. — 
proper to inform you, that I have learned Adieu, 
the secret of poisoning man, woman, and A, 

child, without danger of detection. Don’t LETTER CVIII, 

be uneasy, sir; you may take your choice To the same, 

of being poisoned in a fortnight, or poi- I HAVE frequently been amazed at the 
sonedm a month, or poisoned in six weeks; ignorance of almost all the European 
you shall have full time to settle all your travellers who have penetrated any con- 
anairs. 1 hough I am poor, I love to do siderable way eastward into Asia, They 


LETTER CVIII. 

To the same. 
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have been innuenccd either by motives ' 
of commerce or piety ; and their accounts 
are such as might reasonably be expected 
from men of very narrow or very pre- 
judiced education, — the dictates of super- 
stition, or the result of ignorance. Is it 
not surprising, that in such a variety of 
adventurers not one single philosopher 
should be found ? for, as to the travels of 
Gemelli, the learned are long agreed that 
the whole is but an imposture. 

There is scarcely any country, how rude 
or uncultivated soever, where the in- 
habitants are not possessed of some pecu- 
liar secrets, either in nature or art, which 
might be transplanted with success. In 
.Siberian Tartary, for instance, the natives 
extract a strong spirit from milk, which 
is a secret probably unknown to the 
chemists of Europe. In the most savage 
parts of India they are possessed of the 
secret of dyeing vegetable substances 
scarlet, and of refining lead into a metal 
which, for hardness and colour, is little 
inferior to silver ; not one of which 
secrets but would, in Europe, make a 
man’s fortune. The power of the Asia- 
tics in producing winds, or bringing down 
rain, the Europeans are apt to treat as 
fabulous, because they have no instances 
of the like nature among themselves ; but 
they would have treated the secrets of 
gunpowder and the mariner’s compass in 
the same manner, had they been told the 
Chinese used such arts before the inven- 
tion was common with themselves at 
home. 

Of all the English philosophers I most 
reverence Bacon, that great and hardy 
genius. He it is who allows of secrets 
yet unknown ; who, undaunted by the 
seeming difficulties that oppose, prompts 
human curiosity to examine every part of 
nature, and even exhorts man to tiy 
whether he cannot subject the tempest, 
the thunder, and even earthquakes, to 
human control ! Oh, did a man of his 
daring spirit, of his genius, penetration, 
and learning, travel to those countries 
which have been visited only by the 
superstitious and the mercenary, what 
might not mankind expect ! How would 
he enlighten the regions to which he 
travelled i and what a variety of know- 


ledge and useful improvement would he 
not bring back in exchange ! 

There is, probably, no country so 
barbarous, that would not disclose all 
it knew, if it received from the traveller 
equivalent information ; and I am apt to 
think, that a person who was ready to 
give more knowledge than he received 
would be welcome wherever he came. 
All his care in travelling should only l^e 
to suit his intellectual banquet to the 
peojde with whom he conversed ; he 
should not attempt to teach the unlettered 
Tartar astronomy, nor yet instruct the 
polite Chinese in the ruder arts of sub- 
sistence. H e should endeavour to improve 
the barbarian in the secrets of living com- 
fortably ; and the inhabitant of a more 
refined country in the speculative plea- 
sures of science. How much more nobly 
would a philosopher tlius employed spend 
his time, than by sitting at home, earnestly 
intent upon adding one star more to his 
catalogue, or one monster more to his 
collection ; or still, if possible, more 
triflingly sedulous in the incatenation of 
fleas, or the sculpture of a cherry-stone ! 

I never consider this subject without 
being surprised, that none of those soci- 
eties so laudably established in England 
for the promotion of arts and learning 
have ever thought of sending one of their 
members into the most eastern parts of 
Asia, to make what discoveries he was 
able. To be convinced of the utility of 
such an undertaking, lei them but read 
the relations of their own travellers. It 
will be there found, that they are as often 
deceived themselves, as they attenipt to 
deceive others. The merchant tells us, 
perhaps, the price of different commodi- 
ties, the methods of baling them up, and 
the properest manner for an European to 
preserve his health in the country. The 
missionary, on the other hand, informs us, 
with what pleasure the country to which 
he was sent embraced Christianity, and 
the mmibei's he converted; what methods 
he took to keep Lent in a region where 
there was no fish, or the shifts he made 
to celebrate the rites of his religion in 
places where there was neither bread 
nor wine ! / Such accounts, with the usual 
appendage of marriages and funerals, in- 
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sci'iption?, livers, and mountains, make up utility from particular occurrences ; neither 
the whole of an European traveller’s diary : swollen with pride, nor hardened by pre- 
Init as to all the secrets of which the in- judice ; neither wedded to one particular 
hnhitniits are ])osses5ed, those are imivcr- system, nor instincted only in one paiti* 
sally attributed to magic; and when the cular science; neither wholly a botanist, 
traveller can give no other account of the j nor quite an antiquarian ; his mind should 
wonders lie sees ])erformed, very con- j be tinctured with miscellaneous know- 
tentedly ascribes them to the power of | ledge, and his manner humanized by an 
the devil. intercourse with men. lie should be in 

It was a usual observation of Boyle, the some measure an enthusiast in the design ; 
English chemist, “That if every artist fond of travelling, from a rapid imagination 
would but iliscoYcr what new observations and an innate love of change; furnished 
occuj'red to him in the exercise of his with a body capable of sustaining every 
trade, ]>hilosopliy would thence gain in- fatigue, and a heart not easily terrified at 
numeraire impiovcinents.” It may be danger. — Adieu, 
observed, with still greater justice, that if ^ 

the useful knowledge of every country, i ' r,. , ^ 

howsoever barbarous, was gleaned by a j lot.iesamc. 

judicitnis observer, the advantages would j C)NE of the principal tasks I had proposed 
be inesfiinahle. Arc there not even in , to myself on my arnval here was, to 
Europe many useful inventions known or i become acquainted with the names and 
practised but in one ].)lace ? The instru- ' characters of those now living who, as 
ment, as an examj)le, for cutting down | scholars or wits, had acquired the greatest 
corn in Germany is miicli liiore handy and i share of reputation. In order to succeed 
expediU(m>, in myo}>inion, than the sickle | in this design, I fancied the surest method 
incd in hlngland. 'i’lie clieap and expo- j would l)e to begin my inquiry among the 
diti'ous mumier of making vinegar, with- | ignorant, judging that his fame would be 
out previous fermentation, is known only j greatest, which was loud enough to be 
in a part of France. If such discoveries, | heard by the vulgar. Thus predisposed, 
therefore, remain still to be known at J began to search, but only went in quest 
home, what funds of knowledge might of disa].ipointment and perplexity. I found 
not be collected in countries yet uncx- every district had a peculiar famous man 
plored, or only passed through by ignorant of its own. Here the story-telling shoe- 
travdlei's in hasty caravans ? maker had engrossed the admiration on 

The caution with which foreigners arc one side of the street, while the bellman, 
received in Asia may be alleged as an who excelleth at a catch, w'as in quiet 
objection to such a design. But how possession of the other. At one end of a 
readily have several European merchants lane the sexton wnsregarded as the greatest 
fouful admission into regions the most man alive ; but I had not travelled half 
.suspecting, under the character of San- its length, till I found an enthusiastic 
/ii/inx, or^ iiorthcni^ julgrims. To such teacher had divided his reputation. My 
not ^cven China itself denies access. landlady, perceiving my design, was kind 

do send (.nU a traveller properly quali- enough to offer me her advice in this 


do send (.nU a traveller properly quali- enough to offer me her advice in this 
tied foiMljose purposes plight be an object affair. It was true, slie observed, that 
ut national concern ; it would in some she was ]io judge, but she kneu’ what 
nieasurc repair the hreaclies made by am- pleased herself, and if I would rest upon 
bit ion ; and might show that there were her judgment, I should set down Tom 
still some who boasted a greater name Collins as the most ingenious man in the 
than that of patriots, who professed them- world ; for Tom was able to take off all 
selves lovers of men. The only difficulty mankind, and imitate besides a sow and 
would remain in choosing a proper per- pigs to perfection, 
son for so arduous an enterprise. He I now perceived, that taking my standard 

should be a man of philosophical turn ; of reputation among the vulgar would 
one apt to deduce consequences of general swell my catalogue of great names above 


THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 


257, 


the size of a court calendar; I therefore among the number was now changed 
discontinued this method of pursuit, and into congi’atulation. I could not avoid 
resolved to prosecute my inquiry in that reflecting on the fine observation of Taci. 
usual residence of fame, a bookseller’s tus on a similar occasion. “In this 
shop. In consequence of this I entreated cavalcade of flattery,” cries the historian, 
the bookseller to let me know who were “neither the pictures of Brutus, Cassius, 
they wdio now made the greatest figure, nor Cato, were to be seen ; 
either in morals, wit, or learning. With- i imagines eoriim non de/erekmtnrE, their 
out giving me a direct answer, he pulled ' absence being the strongest proof of their 
a pamphlet from the shelf. The Voting \ merit. 

Attorneys Guide. “There, sir,” cries he, i “It is in vain,” cried I, “to seek for 
“there is a touch for you ; fifteen hundred ; true greatness among these monuments of 
of these moved off in a day : I take the j the imburied dead : let me go among the 
author of this pamphlet, either for title, I tombs of those who are confessedly famous, 
preface, plan, body, or index, to be the and see if any have been lately deposited 
conipletest hand in England.” I found it there who deserve the attention of posterity, 
was vain to prosecute my inquiry, where and whose names may be transmitted to 
my informer appeared so incompetent a my distant friend, as an honour to the 
judge of merit; so, paying for the Young present age.” Determined in my pursuit, I 
Attorneys Guides which good manners paid a second visit to Westminster Abbey, 
obliged me to buy, I walked off. There I found several new monuments, 

My pursuit after famous men now erected to the memory of several great 
brought me into a print-shop. “Here,” men ; the names of the great men I abso- 
thought I, “the painter only reflects the lately forget, but I w-ell remember that 
public voice. As every man who deserved Roubiliac was the statuary wdro carved 
it had fonnerlyhis statue placed up in the them. I could not help smiling at two 
Roman forum, so here, probably, the pic- modern epitaphs in particular, one of which 
tures of none but such as merit a place in praised the deceased for being ortus ex 
our affections are held up for public sale.” antiqud stirle: the other commended the 
But guess my surprise, when I came to ; dead because hane esdeni siiis sumptibus 
examine this repository of noted faces ; | rexdificaviL The greatest merit of one 
all distinctions were levelled here, as in the consisted in his being descended from an 
grave, and I could not but regard it as illustrious house ; the chief distinction of 
the catacomb of real merit : the brick- the other, that he had propped up an old 
dust man took up as much room as the house that was falling. “Alas! alas !” 
truncheoned hero, and the judge was cried I, “such monuments as these confer 
elbowed by the thief-taker ; quacks, pimps, honour, not upon the great men, but upon 
and buffoons increased the group, and little Roubiliac.” 

noted stallions only made room for more Hitlierto disappointed in my inquiry 
noted strumpets. I had read the works of after the great of the present age, I was 
some of the moderns previous to my coming resolved to mix in company, and try what 
to England with delight and approbation; I could learn among critics in coffee- 
but I found their faces had no place here: houses ; and here it was that I heard my 
the walls were covered with the names favourite names talked of even with in- 
of . authors I had never known, or had verted fame. A gentleman of exalted 
endeavoured to forget, — with the little merit as a Avriter was branded in general 
self-advertising things of a day, who had terms as a bad man ; another of exquisite 
forced themselves into fashion, but not into delicacy as a poet Avas reproached fox- 
fame. I could read at the bottom of some wanting good nature ; a third was accused 
pictui-es the names of and*"^* and*'**% of fi-ee-thinking ; and a fourth of having 
all equally candidates for the vulgar shout, once been a playei*. “Strange,” cried I ; 
and foi-emostto pi-opagate their unblushing “ how unjust are mankind in the distrilui- 
faces upon bi-ass. My uneasiness, thei'e- tion of fame! the ignorant, among whom 
fore, at not finding my few favourite names I sought at first, Avere wdlling to grant, 
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IniThicapable of distinipiishing, the virhtes would fill up the necessary ceremonies of 
of tliose who deserved it ; among those I a court belter than those of liurope; would 
ikjw converse witli, they know the proper be contented with receiving large salaries 
obiects of admiration, but mix envy with for doing little; whereas some of this coun- 
an plause ” present discontented, though they 

‘ ^ Disappointed so often, I was now re- receive large salaries for doing nothing, 
solved to examine those characters in per- I lately, therelore, had thoughts of pub- 
son, of whom the world talked so freely, lishing a proposal here,^ for the admispon 
By conversing with men of real merit, j of some new Eastern ofhees and titles into 
I began to find out those characters which I their Court Register, As I consider myself 
really deserved, though they strove to avoid, in the light of a cosmopolite, I nnd as 
applause. 1 found the vulgar admiration much satisfaction in scheming for the 
entirely misplaced, and malevolence with- coiintiies in which I happen to reside, as 
out its sting. The truly gi*eat, possessetl for that in which I was born, 
of numerous small faults and shining I The finest apartments in the palace of 
virtues, iireserve a sublime in morals as Pegu are frequently infested with rats, 
in writing. They who have attained an These the religion of the country strictly 
excellence in either commit numberless forbids the people to kill. In such cir- 
transgressions, observable to the meanest cumstances, therefore, they are obliged to 
understanding. The ignorant critic and have recourse to some great man of the 
dull remarker can readily spy blemishes court, who is willing to free the royal 
in eloquence or morals, whose sentiments apartment even at the hazard of his sal- 
are not sufficiently elevated to observe a vation. After a weak monarch’s reign, 
beauty. But such arc judges neither of i the quantity of court vermin in every part 
books nor of life ; they can diminish no I of the palace issuiprising; but a prudent 

soliil reputation liy tlieir censure, nor be- | king, and a vigilant officer, soon drive 

stovv a lasting character by their applause, 'them from their sanctuaries behind the 
In sliort, I found by my search, that such ' mats and tapestry, and effectually free 
only can confer real fame upon others, ; the court. wSuch an officer in England 
who have merit themselves to deserve it, ; would, in my opinion, he serviceable 
—Adieu. I at this juncture; for if, as I am told, 

! the palace be old, much vermin must 
LEI lER LX. I undoubtedly have taken refuge behind 

T<r ihc mine. j wainscot and hangings. A minister 

Thkrf, arc infin]>crless employments in ■ should therefore be invested with the title 
the courts of the Eastern monarchs utterly j and dignities of court vermin-killer; he 
un]>raciise(I and unknown in Europe, j should have full power either to banish, 
I’hey have no such officers, for instance, take, poison, or destroy them, with en- 
as tile emperor’s ear-tickler or tooth- chantments, traps, ferrets, or ratsbane, 
picker; tliey have never introduced at He might be permitted to brandish his 
the coui'ls the mandarine appointed to besom without remorse, and brush down 
bear the royal tobacco-box, or tlic grave every part of the furniture, without sparing 
director of the im]:terial exerdtations in a single cobweb, however sacred by long 
the seraglio. Yet 1 am surprised that the prescription. I communicated this pro- 
English liave imitated us in none of these posal some days ago in a company of the 
particulars, as they are generally pleased first distinction, and enjoying the most 
with everything that comes from China, honourable offices of the state. Among 
and excessively fond of creating new and the number were the inspector of Great 
useless employments. They have filled Britain, Mr. Henriquez the director of, 
their houses with our furniture, their pub- the ministry, Ben. Victor the treasurer, 
lie gardens with our fireworks, and their John Lockman the secretary, and the con- 
very ponds with our fish. Our courtiers, ductor of the Imperial Magazine. They 
my friend, are the fish and the furniUire all acquiesced in the utility of my proposal, 
they should have imported ; our courtiers but were apprehensive it might meet with 
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some obstruction from court upholsterers 
and chambermaids, who would object to 
it from the demolition of the furniture, and 
the dangerous use of ferrets and ratsbane. 

My next proposal is rather more general 
than the former, and might probably meet 
with less opposition. Though no people 
in the world flatter each other more than 
the English, I know none who under- 
stand the art less, and flatter with such 
little refinement. Their panegyric, like a 
Tartar feast, is indeed served up with 
profusion, but their cookery is insupport- 
able. A client here shall dress up a fricassee 
for his patron, that shall offend an ordinary 
nose before it enters the room. A town 
shall send up their address to a great 
minister, which shall prove at once a 
satire on the minister and themselves. 
If the favourite of the day sits, or stands, 
or sleeps, there are poets to put it into 
verse, and priests to preach it in the pulpit. 
In order, therefore, to free both those who 
praise and those who are praised from 
a duty probably disagreeable to both, I 
would constitute professed flatterers here, 
as in several courts of India. These are 
appointed in the courts of their princes, 
to instruct the people where to exclaim 
with admiration, and where to lay an 
emphasis of praise. But an officer of ; 
this kind is always in waiting when the i 
. emperor converses in a familiar manner i 
among his rajahs and other nobility. At ^ 
every sentence, when the monarch pauses, I 
and smiles at what he has been saying, ; 
the Karamatman, as this officer is called, 
is to take it for granted that his majesty 
has said a good thing. Upon which 
he cries out — - “ Karamat ! Karamat ! — 
a miracle ! a miracle !" and throws up 
his hands and his eyes in ecstasy. This 
is echoed by the courtiers around, while 
the emperor sits all this time in sullen 
satisfaction, enjoying the triumph of his 
joke, or studying a new repartee. 

I would liave such an officer placed at 
every great man’s table in England. By 
frequent practice he might soon become 
a perfect master of the art, and in time 
would turn out pleasing to his patron, no 
way troublesome to himself, and might 
prevent the nauseous attempts of many 
more ignorant pretenders. The clergy 


here, I am convinced, would relish this 
proposal. It would provide places for 
several of them. And, indeed, by some 
of their late productions many appear to 
have qualified themselves as candidates 
for this office already. 

But my last proposal I take to be of the 
utmost importance. Our neighbour, the 
empress of Russia, has, you may remember, 
instituted an order of female knighthood ; 
the empress of Germany has also instituted 
another; the Chinese have had sucli an 
order time immemorial. I am amazed the 
English liave never come into such an insti- 
tution. When I consider what kind of men 
are made knights here, it api^ears strange 
that they have never conferred thishortoiu 
upon women. They make cliccsemongers 
and pastrycooks knights; tlien, why not 
their wives ? They liave called up tallow 
chandlers to maintain tlie liardy profession 
of chivalry and arms ; then, why not their 
wives ? Haberdashers are sworn, as I sup- 
pose all knights must be sworn, NEVER 
TO FLY IN TIME OF MELLAY OR BATTLE, 
TO MAINTAIN ANP UPHOLD THE NOBLE 
ESTATE OF CHIVALRY, WITH HORSE, 
HARNISHE, AND OTHER KNIGHTLYE 
HABILIMENTS. Haberdashers, I say, are 
sworn to all this ; then, why not their 
wives ? Certain I am, their waves under- 
stand fighting and feats of mellay and battle 
better than they ; and as for knightlye 
horse and harnishe, it is probable both 
know nothing more than the harness of 
a one-horse chaise. No, no, my friend, 
instead of conferring any order upon the 
husbands, I would knight their wives. 
However, the state should not be troubled 
with a new institution upon this occasion. 
Some ancient exploded order might be 
revived, which would furnish both a motto 
and a name, — the ladies might be per- 
; mitted to choose for themselves. There 
are, for instance, the obsolete orders of the 
; Dragon in Germany, of the Rue in Scot- 
land,‘ and the Porcupine in France, — all 
; w'ell-sounding names, and very applicable 
to my intended female institution. — Adieu. 

^ LETTER CXI. 

To the same. 

Religious sects in England are far more 
i numerous than in China. Every man who 
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has interest enougli to hire a conventicle 
here may set up for himself, and sell off 
a new religion. The sellers of the newest 
pal tern at" present give extreme good bar- 
gains, aiul let their disciples have a great 
deal of confidence for very little money. 

Their shops are much frequented, and 
their customers every day increasing ; for 
]')eopIe arc naturally fond of going to 
Paradise at as small expense as possible. 

Yet ymi must not conceive this modem 
sect as differing in opinion from those of 
the established religion ; difference of 
opinion, indeed, formerly divided their sec- 
taries, and sometimes drew their armies 
to the field. White gowns and black 
maiitles, flapjied hats and cross pocket- 
holes, were once the obvious causes of 
quarrel ; men then had some reason for 
figliting; they knew what they fought 
about ; but at present they are arrived to 
such refinement in religion-making, that 
they have actually formed a new sect 
without a new oj)inion ; they quarrel 
for 'opinions they both equally defend; 
tliey luile eacli other, and that is all the 
difference between them, 

lint though their principles are the 
same, their practice is somewhat differ- 
ent. Those of the establislied religion 
laugh when they are pleased, and their 
groans are seldom extorted but by pain 
or danger. The new sect, on the con- 
trary, weep for their amusement, and use 
little music, except a chorus of sighs and 
groans, or tunes that are made to imitate 
groaning. Laughter is their aversion ; 
lovers court eacli other from the I^amen- 
tatioiis ; the bridegroom approaches the 
iug)tial couch in sorrowful solemnity, and 
the bride looks more dismal than an 
undertaker’s shop. Dancing round the 
room is witli tliem running in- a direct 
line to the devil ; and as for gaming, 
though but in jest, they would sooner 
play with a rattlesnake’s tail than finger 
a dice-box. 

By Biis time you perceive that I am 
descril'dng a sect of enthusiasts, and you 
have already compared them with the 
Faquirs, Brahmins, and Talapbins of the 
East, Among these, you know, are 
generations that have never been known 
to smile, and voluntary affliction makes 


up all the merit they can boast of. En- 
thusiasm in every country produces the I 

same effects : stick the Faquir with pins, 
or confine the Brahmin to a vermin 
hospital ; spread the Talapoin on the 
ground, or load the sectary’s brow with 
contrition— those worshippers who dis- 
card the light of reason are ever gloomy ; 
their fears'' increase in proportion to their I 

ignorance, as men are continually under ' 

apprehensions who walk in darkness. , 

Yet there is still a stronger reason for the I 

enthusiast’s being an enemy to laughter ; j 

namely, his being himself so proper an 
object of ridicule. It is remarkable, that 
the propagators of false doctrines have 
ever been averse to mirth, and always 
begin by recommending gravity, when 
they intended to disseminate imposture. 

Fohi, the idol of China, is represented as 
having never laughed ; Zoroaster, the 
leader of the Brahmins, is said to have , 

laughed but twice, — upon his coming 
into the world, and upon his leaving it ; 
and Mahomet himself, though a lover t 
of pleasure, was a professed opposer 
of gaiety. Upon a certain occasion, 
telling his followers that they would 
appear all naked at the resurrection, 
his favourite wife represented such an 
assembly as immodest and unbecoming. I 

— “Foolish woman I” cried the grave 
prophet, “ though the whole assembly be i 

naked on that day, they shall have for- 
gotten to laugh.” Men like him opposed 
ridicule, because they knew it to be a 
most formidable antagonist, and preached 
up gravity, to conceal their own want of 
importance. 

Ridicule has ever been the most power- j 

fill enemy of enthusiasm, and, properly, 
the only antagonist that can be opposed 
' to it with success. Persecution only 
serves to propagate new religions : they 
acquire fresh vigour beneath the execu- 
tioner and the axe, and, like some viva- 
cious insects, multiply by dissection. It 
is also impossible to combat enthusiasm 
with reason ; for, though it makes a show 
of resistance, it soon eludes the pressure, 
refers you to distinctions not to be under- 
stood, and feelings which it cannot ex- 
plain. A man who would endeavour to 
fix an enthusiast bv argument might as 
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well attempt to spread quicksilver with 
his fingers. The only way to conquer a 
visionary is to despise him ; the stake, 
the faggot, and the disputing doctor, in 
some measure ennoble the opinions they 
are brought to oppose : they are harm- 
less against innovating pride ; contempt 
alone is truly dreadful. Hunters gene- 
rally know the most vulnerable part of 
the beasts they pursue, by the care which 
every animal takes to defend the side 
which is weakest : on what side the 
enthusiast is most vulnerable may be 
known by the care which he takes in the 
beginning to work his disciples into 
gravity, and guard them against the 
power of ridicule. 

When Philip the Second was king of 
Spain, there was a contest in Salamanca 
between two orders of friars for supe- 
riority. The legend of one side contained 
more extraordinary miracles, but the 
legend of the other was reckoned most 
authentic. They reviled each other, as 
is usual in disputes of divinity, the people 
were divided into factions, and a civil 
war appeared unavoidable. In order to 
prevent such an imminent calamity, the 
combatants were prevailed upon to sub- 
mit their legends to the fiery trial, and 
that which came forth untouched by the 
fire was to have the victory, and to be 
honoured with a double share of reve- 
rence, Whenever the people flock to 
see a miracle, it is a hundred to one 
but that they see a miracle ; incredible, 
therefore, were the numbers that were 
gathered round upon this occasion. The 
friars on each side approached, and con- 
fidently threw their respective legends 
into the flames, when, lo ! to the utter 
disappointment of all the assembly, in- 
stead of a miracle, both legends were 
consumed. Nothing but this turning 
both parties into contempt could have 
preyented the effusion of blood. The 
people now laughed at their former folly, 
and wondered why they fell out. — Adieu. 

LETTim CXII. 

To the same. 

The English are at pi'esent employed in 
celebrating a feast, which becomes gene- 
ral every seventh year ; the parliament of 


the nation being then dissolved, and 
another appointed to be chosen. Tliis 
solemnity falls infinitely short of our 
Feast of the Lanterns in magnificence 
and splendour ; it is also surpassed by 
others of the East in tmanimity and pure 
devotion; but no festival in the world 
can compare with it for eating. Their 
eating, indeed, amazes me ; had I five 
hundred heads, and were each head 
furnished with brains, yet would they 
all be insufficient to compute the number 
of cows, pigs, geese, and turkeys, which, 
upon this occasion, die for the good of 
their country. 

To say the tmth, eating seems to make 
a grand ingredient in all English parties 
of zeal, business, or amusement When 
a church is to be built, or an hospital 
endowed, the directors assemble, and 
instead of consulting upon it, they eat 
upon it, by which means the business 
goes forward with success. When the poor 
are to be relieved, the officers appointed 
to dole out public charity assemble 
and eat upon it. Nor has it ever been 
known that they filled the bellies of the 
poor, till they had previously satisfied 
their own. But in the election of magis- 
trates the people seem to exceed all 
bounds : the merits of ‘a candidate are 
often measured by the number of his 
treats ; his constituents assemble, eat 
upon him, and lend their applause, not 
to his integiity or sense, but to the quan- 
tities of his beef and brandy. 

And yet I could forgive this people 
their plentiful meals on this occasion, as 
it is extremel}^ natural for every man to 
eat a great deal when he gets it for 
nothing ; but what amazes me is, that all 
this good living no way contributes to 
improve their good humour. On the 
contrary, they seem to lose their temper 
as they lose their appetites ; every morsel 
they swallow, and every glass they pour 
down, serves to increase their animosity. 
Many an honest man, before as harmless 
as a tame rabbit, when loaded with a 
single election dinner, has become more 
dangerous Chan a charged culverin. U pon 
one of these occasions I have actually 
seen a bloody-minded man-milliner sally 
forth at the head of a mob, determined 
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Uj Clue :i desperate pastrycook, who was 
i^eiieral of the opposite party. 

Ihit you must not suppose they are 
without a pretext for thus beating each 
other. On the contrary, no man here is 
so uncivilized as to beat his neighbour 
witliout producing very sufficient reasons. 
One candidate, for instance, treats with 
gin, a spirit of their own manufacture ; 
another always drinks brandy, imported 
from abroad. Brandy is a wholesome 
liquor ; gin, a liquor wholly their own. 
This, then, furnishes an obvious cause of 
quarrel, — Whether it be most reasonable 
to get drunk with gin, or get drunk with 
brandy? The mob meet upon the de- 
bate, *fight themselves sober, and then 
draw off to get drunk again, and charge 
for another encounter. So that the 
English may now properly be said to be 
engaged in war; since, while they are 
subduing their enemies abroad, they are 
breaking each other’s heads at home. 

I lately made an excursion to a neigh- 
bouring village, in order to I>e a spectator 
of the ceremonies practised upon this 
occasion. T left hawn in company with 
three fiddlers, nine dozen of hams, and a 
corporation poet, which were ilesigned as 
reinforcements to the gin-drinking party. 
We entered the town with a ^■ery good 
face ; the fiddlers, no way intimidated by 
the enemy, kept handling their arms up 
the principal street. By this pradent 
manoeuvre, they loolc peaceable posses- | 
si on of their hca<l-quarter.s, amidst the ^ 
shouts of rnultiliides, who seemed per- i 
fectly rejoiced nt licaring their music, ! 
but above all at seeing their bacon. j 

I must own, I could not avoid being ; 
pleased to see all ranks of people, on this 1 
occasion, levelled into an equality, and : 
llic ])qor, in some measure, enjoying the ; 
primitive privileges of nature. If there : 
was any distinction shown, the lowest of j 
the ]3cuple seemed to receive it from the j 
rich. I could perceive a cobbler with a | 
levee at his door, and a haberda.sher giving | 
audience from behind his counter. i 

But my reflections were soon inter- I 
rupted by a mob, wdio demanded whether I 
I was for the distillery or the brewery? | 
As these were terms with which I was | 
lotaliy unacquainted, I chose at first to be j 


silent; however, I know not what might 
have been the consequence of my reserve, 
had not the attention of the mob been 
called off to a skirmish between a brandy- 
drinker’s cow and a gin -drinker’s mastiff, 
which turned out, greatly to the satisfac- 
tion of the mob, in favour of tlie mastiff. 

This spectacle, which afforded high 
entertainment, was at last ended by the 
appearance of one of the candidates, who 
came to harangue the mob: he made a 
veiy pathetic speech upon the late excessive 
importation of foreign drams, and the 
downfall of the distillery; I could see 
some of the audience shed tears. He was 
accompanied in his procession by Mrs. 
Deputy and Mrs. Mayoress. Mrs. Deputy 
was not in the least in liquor ; and as for 
Mrs. Mayoress, one of the spectators as- 
sured me in my ear, that-— she was a very 
fine woman before she had the smali-pox. 

Mixingwith the crowd, I was now con- 
ducted to the hall where the magistrates 
are chosen : but what tongue can describe 
this scene of confusion ! the whole crowd 
seemed equally inspired with anger, 
jealousy, politics, patriotism, and punch. 

I remarired one figure that was carried up 
by two men upon this occasion. I at first 
began to pity his infimiities as natural, 
but soon found the fellow so drunk that 
he could not stand; another made his 
appearance to give his vote, but though 
he could stand, he actually lost the use of 
his tongue, and remained silent ; a third, 
who, though excessively drunk, could 
both stand and speak, being asked the 
candidate’s name for whom he voted, 
could be prevailed upon to make no other 
answer but “ Tobacco and brandy.” In 
short, an election hall seems to be a 
theatre, where every passion is seen with- 
out disguise ; a school where fools may 
readily become worse, and where pliilo- 
sophers may gather wisdom. —Adieu. 

LETTER CXIII. 

To the same. 

The disputes among the learned here are 
now carried on in a much more com- 
pendious manner than formerly. There 
was a time when folio was brought to 
oppose folio, and a champion was often 
listed for life under the banners of a single 
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sorites. At present the controversy is 
decided in a summary way j an epigram 
or an acrostic finishes the debate, and 
the combatant, like the incursive Tartar, 
advances and letires with a single blow, 
An important literary debate at present 
engrosses the attention of the town. It 
is carried on with sharpness, and a proper 
share of this epigrarnmatical fury. An 
author, it seems, has taken an aversion to 
the faces of several players, and has written 
verses to prove his dislike; the players 
fall upon the author, and assure the town 
he must be dull, and their faces must be 
good, because he wants a dinner : a critic 
comes to the poet’s assistance, asserting 
that the verses were perfectly original, 
and so ’smart, that he could never have 
written them without the assistance of 
friends; the friends, upon this, arraign 
the critic, and plainly prove the verses to 
be all the author’s own. So at it they 
are, all four together by the ears; tlie 
friends at the critic, the critic at the 
players, the players at the author, and, the 
author at the players again. It is im- 
possible to determine how this many-sided 
contest will end, or which party to adhere 
to. The town, without siding with any, 
views the combat in suspense, like the 
fabled hero of antiquity, wdio beheld the 
earth-born brothers give and receive 
mutual wounds, and fall by indiscriminate 
destruction. 

• This is, in some measure, the state of 
the present dispute; but the combatants 
here differ in one respect from the cham- 
pions of the fable. Every irew wound 
only gives vigour for another blow ; though 
they appear to strike, they are in fact 
mutually swelling themselves into con- 
sideration, and thus advertising each other 
into fame. “ To-day,” says one, my 
name shall be in the Gazette, the next day 
my rival’s ; people will naturally inquire 
about us ; thus we shall at least make a 
noise in the streets, though we have got 
nothing to sell.” I have read of a dispute 
of a similar nature, which was managed 
here about twenty yeai'S ago. Hildebrand 
Jacob, as I think he was called, and 
Charles Johnson were poets, both at that 
time possessed of great reputation; for 
Johnson had written eleven plays, acted i 


with great success ; and Jacob, though 
he had written but five, had five times 
thanked the town for their unmerited 
applause. They soon became mutually 
enamoured of each other’s talents; they 
wrote, they felt, they challenged the town 
for each other. Johnson assured the 
public, that no poet alive had the easy 
simplicity of Jacob, and Jacob exhibited 
Johnson as a masterpiece in the patlietic. 
Their mutual praise was not without effect ; 
the town saw their plays, were in raptures, 
read, and, without censuring them, forgot 
them. So formidable an union, however, 
was soon opposed by Tibbald. Ti].ibald 
asserted thaj: the tragedies of the one had 
faults, and the comedies of tlic other 
substituted wit for vivacity : the com- 
bined champions flew at him like tigers, 
arraigned the censurer’s judgment, and 
impeached his sincerity. It was a long 
time a dispute among the learned, whicli 
was in fact the greatest man, Jacob, 
Johnson, or Tibbald; they had all written 
for the stage with great success, their 
names were seen in almost every paper, 
and their works in every coffee-house: 
However, in the hottest of tlie dispute, a 
fourth combatant made his appearance, 
and swept away the tliree comliatants, 
tragedy, comedy, and all, into undis- 
tinguished ruin. 

From this time they seemed consigned 
into the hands of criticism ; scarce a day 
passed in wdiich they ivere not arraigned 
as detested writers. The critics, those 
enemies of Diyden and Pojie, were their 
enemies. So Jacob and Johnson, instead 
of mending by criticism, called it envy; 
and because Dryden and Pope wei*e 
censured, they compared themselves to 
Dryden and Pope. 

But to return. The weapon chiefly 
used in the present controversy is epigram ; 
and certainly never was a keener made 
use of. They have discovered surprising 
sharpness on both sides. The first that 
came out upon this occasion was a new 
kind of composition in this way, and might 
more properly be called an epigrammatic 
thesis, than an epigram. It consists, first, 
of an argument in prose; next follows a 
motto from Roscommon ; then comes the 
I epigram; and, lastly, notes serving to 
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explain tlie epigram. But you shall have 
it with all its decorations. 

AN EPIGRAM, 

ADDRESSED TO THE GENTLEMAN REFLECTED ON 
IN THE ROSCIAD, A TOEM, BV THE AUTHOR. 

iro>Tic<Z viWi dchts^ nnd past all hopes of hail. 

His pat he prostitiite.% t' avoid a /atV.— B oscojimon. 

Let net the hungry Bavius’ angry stroke 
Awake resenttneiit, or your rage provoke ; 

But pitying his distress, let virtue shine, _ 

And giving each your bounty, let hwi dine; 
For, thus retained, as learned counsel can, 

Each case, however bad, he’ll new japan, 

And, by a quick transition, plainly show 
’Twas no defect of yours, but pocket low, 

That caused h\s putrid kennel to o’erflow. 

The last lines are certainly executed in 
a very masterly manner. It is of that 
species of argumentation, called the per- 
plexing. It effectually ll ings the antagonist 
into a mist ; there is no answering it : the 
laugh is raised against him, while he is 
endeavouring to find out the jest. At 
once he shows, that the author has a 
kennel, and that his kennel is putrid, and 
that h is putrid ken nel overflows. But why 
does it overflow? It overflows, because 
the author hap])ens to have low pockets ! j 
There was also another new attempt in | 
this way ; a pi'osaic epigram whicli came ; 
out upon this occasion. This is so full i 
of matter, that a critic miglit split it into | 
fifteen epigrams, each properly tilted with | 
its sting. You shall see it. j 

TO G, C. AND It. L. ] 

TVas you, or T, or be, or all together ; | 

’Twas; one, both, three of them, they know not 
whether. 

This r believe, l)etween us great or small. 

You, 1, he, wrote it not— ’twas Churchill’s all. 

Tiiere, there’s a perplex ! I could have 
wished, to make it quite perfect, the 
author, as in the case before, had added 
notes. Almost every word admits a 
scholium, and a long one too. I, YOU, 
HE I Suppose a stranger shoidd ask, 
‘*and who are you?’’ Here are three 
obscure persons spoken of, that may in a 
short time be utterly forgotten. Their 
names .should have consequently been 
mentioned in notes at the bottom. But 
when the reader comes to the words 
and the maze is inextricable. Here 
the stranger may dive for a mystery, with- 
out ever reaching the bottom. Let him 
know, then, that small is a word purely 


introduced to make good rhyme, 2ccA great 
was a very proper word to keep small 
company. 

Yet, by being thus a spectator of others' 
dangers, I must own I begin to tremble 
in this literary contest for my own. I 
begin to fear that my challenge to Dr. 
Rock was unadvised, and has procured 
me more antagonists than I liacl at flrst 
expected. I have received private letters 
from several of the literati here, that fill 
my soul with apprehension. I may safely 
aver, that I never gave any creature in 
this good city offence, except only my 
rival Dr. Rock ; yet by the letters I every 
day receive, and by some I have seen 
printed, I am arraigned at one time as 
being a dull fellow, at anofclier as being 
pert; I am here petulant, there I am 
heavy. By the head of my ancestors, 
they "treat me with more inhumanity than 
a flying fish. If I dive and run my nose 
to the bottom, there a devouring shark is 
ready to swallow me up ; if I skim the 
surface, a pack of dolphins are at my tail 
to snap me; but when I take wing, and 
attempt to escape them by flight, I become 
a prey to e^^ery ravenous bird that winnows 
the bosom of the deep. — Adieu. 

LETTER CXIV. 

To the same. 

Tpie formalities, delays, and disappoint- 
ments that precede a treaty of marriage 
here are usually as numerous as those 
previous to a treaty of peace. The laws 
of this country are finely calculated to 
promote all commerce but the commerce 
between the sexes. Their encourage- 
ments for propagating hemp, madder, and 
tobacco, are indeed admirable ; marriages 
are the only commodity that meets w'^itli 
none. 

Yet from the vernal softness of the air, 
the verdure of the fields, the transparency 
of the streams, and the beauty of the 
women, I know few countries more proper 
to invite to courtship. Here Love might 
sport among painted lawns and warbling 
groves, and revel upon gales, wafting 
once both fragrance and harmony. Yet 
it seems he has forsaken the island ; and, 
when a couple are now to be married, 
mutual love, or an union of minds, is the 
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last and most trifling consideration. If 
their goods and chattels can be brought to 
unite, their sympathetic souls are ever 
ready to guarantee the treaty. The gentle- 
man’s mortgaged lawn becomes enamoured i 
of the lady’s marriageable grove: the match 
is struck up, and both parties are piously 
in love-according to act of parliament. 

Thus they who have fortune are pos- 
sessed at least of something that is lovely ; 
but I actually pity those that have none, i 
I am told there was a time when ladies, ^ 
with no other merit but youth, virtue, and | 
beauty, had a chance for husbands, at least 
among the ministers of the church, or the 
officers of the army. The blush and inno- 
cence of sixteen was said to have a power- 
ful influence over these two professions. 
But of late all the little traffic of blushing, ' 
ogling, dimpling, and smiling, has been i 
forbidden by an act in that case wisely ' 
made and provided. A lady’s whole cargo ' 
of smiles, sighs, and whispers, is declared 
utterly contraband, till she arrives in the ; 
wai’in latitudes of twenty-two, where com- j 
moditles of this nature are too often found j 
to decay. vShe is then permitted to dimple | 
and smile when the dimples and smiles i 
begin to forsake her ; and, when perhaps ; 
grown ugly, is charitably entrusted with I 
an unlimited use of her charms. Her ^ 
lovers, however, by this time have for- ; 
saken her ; the captain has changed for 
another mistress ; the priest himself leaves 
her in solitude to bewail her virginity ; and : 
she dies even without benefit of clergy. | 
Thus you find the Europeans dis- i 
couraging Love with as much earnestness I 
as the rudest savage of wSofala. The Genius i 
is surely now no more. In every region | 
I find enemies in arms to oppress him. I 
Avarice in Europe, jealousy in Pei*sia, ! 
ceremony in China, poverty among the ; 
Tartars, and lust in Circassia, are all pre- • 
pared to oppose liis power. The Genius 
is certainly bani.shed from earth, though 
once adored under such a variety of forms. 
He is nowhere to be found ; and all that 
the ladies in each country can produce 
are but a few trifling relics, as instances of 
his former residence and favour, 

“ The Genius of Love,” says the Eastern 
apologue, “ had long resided in the happy 
plains of Abra, where every breeze was 


health, and every sound produced tran- 
quillity. His temple at first was crowded, 
but every age lessened the number of his 
votaiies, or cooled their devotion. Perceiv- 
ing, therefore, his altars at length quite 
deserted, he was resolved to remove to 
some more propitious region, and he ap- 
prised the fair sex of every country where 
he could hope for a proper reception, to 
assert their right to his presence among 
them. In return to this proclamation 
embassies were sent from the ladies of 
every part of the world to invite him, and 
to display the superiority of their claims. 

And first the beauties of China ap- 
peared. No country could compare with 
them for modesty, either of look, dres.s, 
or behaviour : their eyes were never lifted 
from the ground ; their robes of the most 
beautiful silk hid their hands, bosom, and 
neck, while their faces only were left un- 
covered. They indulged no airs that might 
express loose desire, and they seemed to 
study only the graces of inanimate beauty. 
Their black teeth and plucked eyebrows 
were, however, alleged by the Genius 
against them, and he set them entirely 
aside when he came to examine their little 
feet. 

“ The beauties of Circassia next made 
their appearance. They advanced hand- 
; in-hand, singing the most immodest airs, 
and leading up a dance in the most 
luxurious attitudes. Their dress was but 
: half a covering ; the neck, the left breast, 

I and all the limbs, were exposed to view, 
i which, after some time, seemed rather to 
I satiate than inflame desire. The lily and 
; the rose contended in forming their com- 
I plexions; and a soft sleepiness of eye added 
I irresistible poignancy to their charms : but 
I their beauties were obtruded, not offered, 

; to their admirers ; they seemed to give, 

I rather than receive, courtship; and the 
Genius of Love dismissed them as un- 
worthy his regard, since they exchanged 
the duties of love, and made themselves 
not the pursued, but the pursuing sex. 

The kingdom of Cashmire next pro- 
duced its charming deputies. This happy 
region seemed peculiarly sequestered by 
nature for his abode. Shady mountains 
fenced it on one side from the scorching 
sun, and sea-borne breezes on the other 
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gave peculiar luxuriance to the air. Their 
complexions were of a bright yellow, that 
appeared almost transparent, while the 
crimson tulip seemed to blossom on their 
checks. Their features and limbs were 
delicate beyond the statuary’s power to 
express, and their teeth whiter than their 
own ivory. He was almost persuaded to 
reside among them, when unfortunately 
one of the ladies talked of appointing his 
seraglio. 

“'ll! this procession the naked inhabi* 
tants of Southern America would not be 
left behind ; their charms were found to 
surpass whatever the warmest imagination 
could conceive, and served to show, that 
beauty could be perfect, even with the 
seeming disadvantage of a brown com- 
plexion. But their savage education 
rendered them utterly unqualified to make 
the proper use of their power, and they 
were rejected as being incapable of uniting 
mental with sensual satisfaction. In this 
manner the deputies of other kingdoms 
had tlicir suits rejected : the black beauties 
of Benin, and the tawny daughters of 
Borneo ; the women of Wida, with well- 
scarred faces, anti the hideous virgins of 
Caffraria; the stjuab ladies of Lapland, 
three feet high, and the giant fair ones of j 
Patagonia. I 

“The beauties of Europe at last ap- 1 
peared : grace was in their steps, and sen- | 
sibiiity sat smiling in every eye. It was I 
the universal opinion while they were ' 
approacliing, that they would prevail ; and 
the Crenius seemed to lend them his most 
favoura]>lc atfentit)n. Tiiey opened their 
pretensions witli the utmost modesty ; | 
i)ut iin fortunately, as their orator pro- : 
cecded, slie happened to let fall the i 
words, ‘house in town, settlement, and I 
pin-money.’ These seemingly harmless I 
terms had instantly a surpiising effect : ' 
the Genius with ungovernable rage burst I 
from amidst the circle ; and, waving his ! 
youthful pinions, left this earth, and flew ; 
back to those ethereal mansions from ' 
whence he descended. i 

“ The whole assembly was strack with 
amazement ; they now justly apprehended, 
that female power would be no more, since 
Love had forsaken them. They continued 
some time thus in a state of torpid despair, ! 


when it was proposed by one of the number, 
that since the real Genius had left them, 
in order to continue their power, they 
should set up an idol in his stead ; and 
that the ladies of every country should 
furnish him with what each liked best. 
This proposal was instantly relished and 
agreed to. An idol was formed by uniting 
the capricious gifts of all the assemlriy, 
though no way resembling the departed 
Genius. The ladies of China furnished the 
monster with wings; those of Cashmirc 
supplied him with horns ; the dames of 
Europe clapped a purse in his hand ; and 
the virgins of Congo furnished him with 
a tail. Since that time all the vows 
addressed to Love arc in reality paid to the 
idol ; but, as in other false religions, the 
adoration seems most feiwent where the 
heart is least sincere.” — Adieu. 

LETTER CXV. 

To the same. 

Mankind have ever been prone to ex- 
patiate in the praise of human nature. 
The dignity of man is a subject that has 
always been the kivourite tlieme of 
humanity : they liave declaimed with that 
ostentation whicli usually acompanies such 
as arc sure of having a partial audience ; 
they have obtained victories because there 
were none to oppose. Yet, from all I 
liave ever read or seen, men appear more 
apt to err by having too high, than by 
having too despicalile an opinion of their 
nature ; and, by attempting to exalt their 
original place in creation, depress their 
real value in society. 

The most ignorant nations have ahvays 
been found to think most highly of them- 
selves, The Deity has ever been thought 
peculiarly concerned in their glory and 
preservation ; to have fought their battles, 
and inspired their teachers : their wizards 
are said to be familiar with heaven ; and 
every hero has a guard of angels, as -well 
as men, to attend him. YBieii the I’or- 
tuguesc first came among the wretched 
inhabitants of the coast of Africa, these 
savage nations readily allowed the strangers 
more skill in navigation and war ; yet still 
considered them at best but as useful 
servants, brought to their coast by their 
guardian serpent, to supply them with 
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iiixuries they could have lived without. 
Though they could grant the Portuguese 
more riches, they could never allow them 
to have such a king as their Tottimondelem, 
who wore a bracelet of shells round his 
neck, and whose legs were covered with 
ivory. 

In this manner, examine a savage in the 
history of his country and predecessors, i 
you ever find his warriors able to conquer 
armies, and his sages acquainted with more 
tlian possible knowledge. Plum an nature 
IS to him an unknown country : he thinks 
it capable of great things, because he is 
ignorant of its boundaries ; whatever can 
be conceived to be done, he allows to be 
possible, and whatever is possible, he con- 
jectures must have been clone. Pie never 
measures the actions and powers of others 
by what himself is able to perform ; nor 
makes a proper estimate of the greatness 
of his fellows, by bringing it to the standard 
of his own incapacity. lie is satisfied to 
be one of a country where mighty things 
have been; and imagines the fancied 
powers of others reflect a lustre on himself. 
Thus, by degrees, he loses the idea of his 
own insignificance in a confused notion 
of the extraordinary powers of humanity, 
and is willing to grant extraordinary gifts 
to every pretender, because unaccpiainted 
with their claims. 

This is the reason why demigods and 
heroes have ever been erected in times or 
countries of ignorance and barbarity : they 
addressed a people who had high opinions 
of human nature, because they were igno- 
ranthowfar it could extend ; they addressed 
a people who were willing to allow" that 
men should be gods, because they were yet 
imperfectly acquainted with God and with 
man. These impostors knew", that all men 
are naturally fond of seeing something 
very great made from little materials of 
humanity ; that ignorant nations are not 
more proud of building a tow^er to reach 
heaven, or a pyramid to last for ages, 
than of raising up a demigod of their own 
country and creation. The same pride 
that erects a colossus or a pyramid instals 
a god or an hero; but though the adoring 
savage can raise his colossus to the clouds, | 
he can exalt the hero not one inch above i 
the standard of humanity: incapable, ; 


therefore, of exalting the idol, he debases 
himself, and falls prostrate before him. 

When man has thus acquired an erro- 
neous idea of the dignity of his species, he 
and the gods become perfectly intimate ; 
men are but angels, angels are but men — 
nay, but servants, that stand in waiting to 
execute human commands. The Persians, 
for instance, thus address their prophet 
Haly : “ I salute thee, glorious Creator, of 
whom the sun is but the shadow". Master- I 

piece of the Lord o f human creatures, great 1 

star of justice and religion I The sea is I 

not rich and liberal but by the gifts of thy | 

munificent hands. The angel treasurer I 

of heaven reaps his harvest in the fertile I 

gardens of the pirrity of thy nature. The I 

primum Mobile would never dart the ball I 

of the sun through the trunk of heaven, I 

w"ere it not to serve the morning, out of I 

the extreme love she has, for thee. The j 

angel Gabriel, messenger of truth, every I 

day kisses the groundsel of thy gate. Were I 

there a place more exalted than the most | 

high throne of God, I w"ould affirm it to |; 

be thy place, O master of the faithful ! I 

Gabriel, w"ith all his art and knowdedge, 
is but a mere scholar to thee.” Thus, my 
friend, men think proper to treat angels ; 
but if indeed there be such an order of 
beings, w"itli what a degree of satirical 
contempt must they listen to the songs of 
little mortals thus flattering each other: 
thus to see creatures, W"iser indeed than the 
monkey, and more active than the oyster, 
claiming to themselves the mastery of 
heaven 1 minims, the tenants of an atom, 
thus arrogating a partnership in the crea- 
tion of universal nature ! Sure Heaven is 
kind, that launches no thunder at those 
guilty heads : but it is kind, and regards 
their follies w'ith pity, nor will destroy 
creatures that it loved into being. 

But whatever success this practice of 
making demigods might have been at- 
tended W"ith in barbarous nations, I do not 
know that any man became a god in a 
country w"here the inhabitants w"ere refined. 

Such countries generally have too close an 
inspection into human w'eakness, to think it 
invested with celestial power. They some- 
times indeed admit the gods of strangers, 
or of their ancestors, which had their exist- 
ence in times of obscurity ; their weakness 
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being forgotten, white nothing but their 
p(.)wer and their miracles were remem- 
bered. I'iie Chinese, for instance, never 
had a god of their own country ; the idols 
which the vulgar worship at this day were 
brought from the barbarous nations around 
them. The Roman emperors who pre- 
tended to divinity were generally taught 
by a poniard that they were mortal ; and 
Alexander, though he passed among bar- 
barous countries for a real god, could 
never persuade his polite countrymen into 
a similitude of thinking. The Lacede- 
monians shrewdly complied with his com- 
mands by the following sarcastic edict : — 

Et ’AXt'faVf5/)or fSov'hertii eivai ecrco. 

Adieu. 

LETTER CXVL 

Ta the same. 

There is something irresistibly pleasing 
in the conversation of a fine woman ; even 
though her tongue be silent, the eloquence 
of her eyes teaches wisdom. The mmd 
sympathises with the regularity of the 
object in view, and, struck with external 
grace, vibrates into respondent harmony. 
In this agreeable disposition, I lately found 
myself in company with my friend and 
his niece. Our conversation turned upon 
love, which she seemed equally capable of 
defending and inspiring. We were each of 
different opinions upon this subject: the 
lady insisted that it was a natural and uni- 
versal passion, and produced the happiness 
of those who cultivated it with proper pre- 
c.aution ; my friend denied it to be the 
work of nature, but allowed it to have a 
real existence, and affirmed, that it was of 
infinite service in refining society; while 
L to keep up tiie dispute, affirmed it to be 
merely a name, first used by the cunning 
part of the fair sex, and admitted by the 
silly part of ours ; therefore no way more 
natural than taking snuff, or chewing 
opium. 

“Howls it possible,” cried I, “that 
such a passion can be natural, when our 
opinions even of beauty, which inspires 
it, are entirely the result of fashion and 
caprice? The ancients, who pretended to 
be connoisseurs in the art, have praised 
narrow foreheads, red hair, and eyebrows 
that joined each other above the nose. 


Such were the charms that once captivated 
Catullus, Ovid, and Anacreon. Ladies 
would at present be out of humour, if their 
lovers praised them for such graces ; and 
should an antique beauty now revive, her 
face would certainly be put under the disv 
cipline of the tweezer, forehead-cloth, and 
lead comb, before it could be seen in public 
company. 

“ But the difference between the ancients 
and moderns is not so great as between 
the different countries of the present world. 
A lover of Gongora, for instance, sighs for 
thick lips: a Chinese lover is poetical in 
praise of thin. In Circassia a straight 
nose is thought most consistent with 
beauty : cross but a mountain which sepa- 
rates it from the Tartars, and there flat 
noses, tawny skins, and eyes three inches 
asunder, are all the fashion. In Persia, 
and some other countries, a man, when he 
marries, chooses to have his bride a maid : 
in the Philippine Islands, if a bridegroom 
happens to perceive, on the fir.st night, 
that he is put off with a virgin, the marriage 
is declared void to all intents and purposes, 
and the bride sent back with disgrace. In 
some parts of the East a woman of beauty, 
properly fed up for sale, often amounts to 
one hundred crowns : in the kingdom of 
Loango ladies of the very best fashion are 
sold for a pig ; queens, however, sell better, 
and sometimes amount to a cow. In short, 
turn even to England, don’t I there see 
the beautiful part of the sex neglected ; 
and none now marrying or making love, 
but old men and old women that have 
saved money? Don’t I see beauty from 
fifteen to twenty-one rendered null and 
void to all intents and purposes, and those 
six precious years of womanhood put under 
a statute of virginity? What ! shall I call 
that rancid passion love, which passes 
betw^een an old bachelor of fifty-six and a 
widow lady of forty-nine ? Never, never ! 
what advantage is society to reap from an 
intercourse, where the big bellyris oftenest 
on the man’s side? Would any persuade 
me that such a passion was natural, unless 
the human race were more fit for love as 
they approached the decline, and, like silk 
worms, became breeders just before they 
expired?” 

* Whether love be natural or no/’ replied 
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my friend gravely, “it contributes to the 
happiness of every society into which it is 
introduced. All our pleasures are short, 
and can only charm at intervals ; love is a 
method of protracting our greatest plea- 
sure ; and surely that gamester who plays 
the greatest stake to the best advantage, 
will, at the end of life, rise victorious. This 
i(w was the opinion of Vanini, who affirmed, 

! that every hour was lost which was not 

spent in love. His accusers were unable 
to comprehend his meaning, and the poor 
advocate for love was burned in flames — 
alas ! no way metaphorical. But what- 
f ever advantages the individual may reap 

from this passion, society wall certainly be 
refined and improved l^y its introduction : 
all laws calculated to discourage it tend 
to imbrute the species and weaken the 
state. Though it cannot plant morals in 
the human breast, it cultivates them when 
there : pity, generosity, and honour receive 
a brighter polish from its assistance ; and 
k a single amour is sufficient entirely to brush 
I off the clown. 

“ But it is an exotic of the most delicate 
; constitution : it requires the greatest art to 
I introduce it into a state, and the smallest 
discouragement is sufficient to repress it 
i again. Let us only consider with wffiat ease 
!■ it was formerly extinguished in Rome, and 
wnth what difficulty it w'as lately revived 
in Europe ; it seemed to sleep for ages, 
and at last fought its way among us, through 
tilts, tournaments, dragons, and all the 
dreams of chivalry. The rest of the world, 
China only excepted, are, and have ever 
i been, utter strangers to its delights and 
advantages. In other countries, as men 
% find themselves stronger than women, they 
lay claim to a rigorous superiority ; this 
is natural, and love, wdiicli gives up this 
natural advantage, must certainly be the 
effect of art — an art calculated to lengthen 
out our happier moments, and add new 
t ' ' graces; to society.” 

“I entirely acquiesce in your senti- 
ments,” says the lady, “ -with regard to the 
advantages of this passion, but cannot 
avoid giving it a nobler origin than you 
have been pleased to assign. I must 
th i nk, that those countries where it is 
rejected are obliged to have recourse to 
art, to stifle so natural a production : and 


those nations where it is cultivated, only 
make nearer advances to nature. The 
same efforts that are used in some places 
to suppress pity, and other natural passions, 
may have been employed to extinguish 
love. No nation, ho\Yever unpolished, is 
remarkable for innocence, that is not 
famous for passion ; it has flourished in 
the coldest, as well as in. the warmest 
regions. Even in the sultry wilds of 
Southern America the lover is not satis- 
fied with possessing his mistress’s person, 
without having her mind : 

In all my Enna’s beauties blest. 

Amidst profusion still I pine ; 

For though she gives me up her breast, 

Its panting tenant is not mine. 

“ But the effects of love are too violent 
to be the result of an artificial passion. 
Nor is it in the power of fashion to force 
the constitution into those changes which 
we every day observe. Several have died 
of it. Few lovers are unacquainted with 
the fate of the two Italian lovers, Da Corsin 
and Julia Bellamano, .who, after a long 
separation, expired with pleasure in each 
other’s arms. Such instances are too 
strong confirmations of the reality of the 
passion, and seiwe to show that suppress- 
ing it is but opposing the natural dictates 
of the heart.” — Adieu. 

LETTER CXVII. 

Ta the sa me. 

The clock just struck two, the expiring 
taper rises and sinks in the socket, the 
watchman forgets the hour in slumber, 
the laborious and the happy are at rest, 
and nothing wakes but meditation, guilt, 
revelry., u-ud despair. The drunkard once 
more fills the destroying bowl, the robber 
walks his midnight round, and the suicide 
lifts his guilty arm against his own sacred 
person. 

Let me no longer waste the night over 
the page of antiquity, or the sallies of 
contemporary genius, but pursue the soH- 
taiy walk, where vanity, ever changing, 
but a few hours past walked before me ; 
where she kept up the pageant, and now’-, 
like a froward child, seems hushed with 
her own importunities. 

What a gloom hangs all around ! The 
dying lamp feebly emits a yellow gleam j 
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no sound is Iicard but of the chiming clock, 
or the distant watcli-dog. All the bustle 
of human pride is forgotten ; an hour like 
this may well display the emptiness of 
human vanity. 

There will come a time, when this 
temporary solitude maybe made continual, 
and the city itself, like its inhabitants, fade 
away, and leave a desert in its room. 

What cities as gi-eat as this have once 
triumphed in existence, had their victories 
as great, joy as just, and as unbounded ; 
and, with short-sighted presumption, pro- 
mised themselves immortality ! Posterity 
can hardly trace the situation of some ; the 
sorrowful traveller wanders over the awful 
ruins of others ; and, as he beholds, he 
learns wisdom, and feels the transience of 
every sublunaiy possession. 

“Here,” he cries, “stood their citadel, 
now ^rown over with weeds ; there their 
senate house, but now the haunt of every 
noxious reptile ; temples and theatres stood 
. here, now only an undistinguished heap of 
rum. They are fallen, for luxuiy and ava- 
rice first made them feeble. The rewards 
of the state were conferred on amusing and 
not on useful members of society. Their 
riches and opulence invited the invaders, 
who, though at tirst repulsed, returned 
again, conquered by perseverance, and at 
last swept the defendants into undistin- 
guished destruction.” 

How few appear in those streets which 
but some few hours ago were crowded ! 
and those who appear now no longer 
wear their daily mask, nor attempt to hide 
their lewdiiess or their misery. 

lint who are those who make the streets 
their coueii, and find a short repose from 
wretchedness at tlie doors of the opulent? 
These are strangers, wanderers, and or- 
plians, wdiose circumsUiiicesare toohum])lc 
to expect redress, and whose distresses are 
loo great even for pity. Their wretched- 
ness excites rather horror than pity. Some 
are without the covering even of rags, and 
others emaciated with disease ; the world 
has disclaimed them ; society turns its back 
upon their distress, and has given them up 
to nakedness and hunger. These poor 
shivering females liave once seen happier 
days, and been flattered into beauty. They ; 
have been prostituted to the gay luxurious i 


villain, and are now turned out to meet 
the severity of winter. Perhaps, now lying 
at the doors of their betrayers, they sue to 
wretches whose hearts are insensible, or 
debauchees who may curse, but wfill not 
relieve them. 

Why, why was I born a man, and yet 
see the sufferings of wretches I cannot 
relieve? Poor houseless creatures! the 
world will give you reproaches, but will 
not, give you relief. The slightest misfor- 
tunes of the great, the most imaginary 
uneasiness of the rich, are aggravated with 
all the power of eloquence, and held up 
to engage our attention and sympathetic 
sorrow. The poor weep unheeded, per- 
secuted by every subordinate species of 
tyranny ; and every law which gives others 
security, becomes an enemy to them. 

Why was this heart of mine formed with 
so much sensibility? or why was not my 
fortune adapted to its impulse? Tender- 
ness, without a capacity of relieving, only 
makes the man who feels it more wretched 
, than the object which sues for assistance. 

I — Adieu. 


LETTER CXVni. 


From Fwn Noam io Lie ft Chi Aitanj^i, the Dis- 
contented ]Va7idcre>\ by the way of Moscow. 


I HAVE been just sent upon an embassy to 
Japan j my commission is to be despatched 
in four days, and you can hardly conceive 
the pleasure I shall find upon revisiting my 
native country. I shall leave with joy this 
proud, barbarous, inhospitable region, 
where every object conspires to diminish 
my satisfaction, and increase my patriotism . 

But though I find the inhabitants savage, 
yet the Dutch merchants who are pennitted 
to trade hither seem still more detestable. 
They have raised my dislike to Europe in 
general : by them I learn how low avarice 
can degrade human nature ; how many in- 
dignities an European will suffer for gain. 

I was present at an audience given by 
the emperor to the Dutch envoy, who had 
sent several presents to all the courtiers, 
some days previous to his admission ; but 
he was obliged to attend those designed 
for the emperor himself. From the 
accounts I had heard of this ceremony, 
my curiosity prompted me to be a spec- 
. tutor of the whole. 
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First went the presents, set out on beau- 
tiful enamelled tables, adorned with 
flowers, borne on men’s shoulders, and 
followed by Japanese music and dancers. 
From so great respect paid to the gifts 
themselves, I had fancied the donors must 
have received almost divine honours. 
I'jiit, about a quarter of an hour after the 
presents had been carried in triumph, the 
envoy and his train were brought forward. 
They were covered from bead to foot with 
long ‘black veils, which prevented their 
seeing, each led by a conductor, chosen 
from the meanest of the people. In this 
dishonourable manner, having traversed 
the city of Jeddo, they at length arrived 
at the palace gate ; and, after waiting half 
an hour, were admitted into the guard- 
room. Here their eyes were uncovered, 
and in about an hour the gentleman usher 
introduced them into the hall of audience. 
The emperor was at length shown, sitting- 
in a kind of alcove at the upper end of the 
room, and the Dutch envoy was conducted 
towards the throne. 

As soon as he had approached within a 
certain distance, the gentleman usher cried 
out with a loud voice, ‘‘Holanda Capitan 
Upon these words the envoy fell flat upon 
. the ground, and crept upon his hands and 
feet towards the tlirone. Still approach- ; 
ing, he I'eared himself upon his knees, and, ; 
then bowed his forehead to the ground. 
These ceremonies being over, he was 
directed to w’ithdraw, still grovelling on 
his belly, and going backward like a 
lobster. 

Men must be excessively fond of riches, 
when they arc earned with such cir- I 


cumstances of abject submission. Do the j 


Europeans worship Heaven itself with 
marks of more profound respect ? Do they 
confer those honours on the Supreme of : 
Beings, wdiich they pay to a barbarous king, 
who gives them a permission to purchase 
trinkets and porcelain? What a glorious , 
exchange, to forfeit their national honour, 
and even their title to humanity, for a ’ 
screen or a snuff-box ! j 

If these ceremonies essayed in the first ! 
audience appeared raortifying,those which | 
were practised in the second were infi- ; 
nitely more so. .In the second audience j 
the emperor and the ladies of the court ! 


were placed behind lattices, in such a man- 
ner as to see, without being seen. Here 
all the Europeans were directed to pass 
in review, and grovel and act the serpent 
as before: with this spectacle the whole 
court seemed highly delighted. The stran- 
gers were asked a thousand ridiculous 
questions, as their names, and their ages ; 
they were ordered to write, to stand up- 
right, to sit, to stoop, to compliment each 
other, to be drunk, to speak the Japanese 
language, to talk Dutch, to sing, to cat \ 
in short, they were ordered to do all that 
could satisfy the curiosity of woman. 

Imagine, my dear Altangi, a set of 
grave men thus transformed into biiflbons, 
and acting a part every whit as honour- 
able as that of those instructed animals 
•which are shown in the streets of Pekin to 
the moh on a holiday. Yet the ceremony 
did not end here, for every great lord of 
the court was to be visited in the same 
manner ; and their ladies, who took the 
•whim from their husbands, were all 
equally fond of seeing the strangers per- 
form, even the children seeming highly 
diverted with the dancing Dutchmen. 

“Alas!” cried I to myself, upon return- 
ing from such a spectacle, “is this the 
nation which assumes such dignity at the 
court of Pekin ? Is this the people that 
appear so proud at home, and in every 
country where they have the least authority? 
How does a love of gain transform the 
gravest of mankind into the most con- 
temptible and ridiculous ! I liad rather 
continue poor all my life, th-an become 
rich at such a rate. Perish those I'iches 
which are acquired at the expense of my 
honour or my humanity ! Let me quit,” 
said I, “ a countjy where there are none 
but such as treat all others like slaves, and 
more detestable still, in suffering such 
treatment. I have seen enough of this 
nation to desire to see more of others. 
Let me leave a people suspicious to excess, 
whose morals are corrupted, and equally 
debased by superstition and vice ; where 
the sciences are left uncultivated, where 
the great are slaves to the prince, and 
tyrants to the people ; where the women 
are chaste only when debarred of the 
power of transgression ; where the true 
disciples of Confucius are not less perse- 
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cuted than those of Christianity ; in a 
word, a country where men are for- 
bidden to think, and consequently labour 
under the most miserable slavery, — that of 
mental servitude. — Adieu. 

LETTER CXIX. 

From Lien Chi A linngi to Fum Hoam, First 

Fresiiient of the Ceremonial Academy at 

Pekin in China. 

The misfortunes of the great, my friend, 
are held up to engage our attention, are 
enlarged upon in tones of declamation, 
and the world is called upon to gaze at 
the noble sufferers : they have at once the 
comfort of admiration and pity. 

Vet, where is the magnanimity of bear- 
ing misfortunes when the w'hole world is 
looking on ? Men in such circumstances 
can act bravely even from motives of 
vanity. He only who in the vale of 
obscurity can brave adversity — ^who, with- 
out friends to encourage, acquaintances to 
pity, or even without hope to alleviate his 
distresses, can behave with tranquillity 
and indifference, is truly great : whether 
i'>easant or courtier, he deserves admi- 
ration, and should be held up for our 
imitation and respect. 

The miseries of the poor are, however, 
entirely disregarded ; though some under- 
go more real hardships in one day, than 
the great in their whole lives. It is indeed 
inconceivable what difficulties the meanest 
English sailor or soldier endures without 
murmuring or regret. Ph^ery day to him 
is a day of misery, and yet he bears his 
hard fate without repining. 

With what indignation do I hear the 
heroes of tragedy complain of misfortunes ! 
and hardships, whose greatest calamity is | 
founded in arrogance and pride ! Their | 
severest distresses are pleasures compared i 
to what many of the adventuring poor : 
every day sustain, without murmuring. | 
These may eat, drink, and sleep ; have | 
slaves to attend them, and are sui'e of ; 
subsistence for life ; while many of their | 
fellow-creatures are obliged to wander, 
without a friend to comfort or to assist 
them, find enmity in every law, and are 
too poor to obtain even justice. 

I have been led into these reflections 
from accidentally meeting, some days ago, 


a poor fellow begging at one of the outlets 
of this town, with a wooden leg. I was 
curious to learn what had reduced him to 
his present situation ; and, after giving 
him what I thought proper, desired to 
know the history of his life and misfor- 
tunes, and the manner in wdiich he was 
reduced to his present distress. The dis- 
abled soldier, for such he was, with an 
intrepidity truly British, leaning on his 
emteh, put himself into an attitude to 
comply with my request, and gave me his 
history as follows : ~ 

“As for misfortunes, sir, I cannot pre- 
tend to have gone through more than 
others. Except the loss of my limb, and 
my being obliged to beg, I don’t know , 
any reason, thank Heaven, that I have to 
complain : there are some who have lost 
, both legs and an eye ; but, thank Heaven, 
it is not quite so bad with me. 

“ My father was a labourer in the coun- 
try, and died when I was five years old ; 
so I was put upon the parish. As he had 
been a wandering sort of a man, the parish- 
ioners were not able to tell to what parish 
I belonged, or where I was born ; so they 
sent me to another parish, and that parish 
sent me to a third : till at last it was 
thought I belonged to no parish at all. 
At length, however, they fixed me. I had 
some disposition to be a scholar, and had 
actually learned my letters ; but the mas- 
ter of the workhouse put me to business 
as soon as I was able to handle a mallet, 

“ Here I lived an easy kind of a life for 
five years. I only wrought ten hours in 
the day, and liad my meat and drink pro- 
vided for my labour. It is true, I was 
not suffered to stir far from the house, for 
fear I should ran away: but what of that? 

I had the liberty of the whole house, and 
the yard before the door, and that was 
enough for me. 

“I was next bound out to a farmer, 
where I was up both early and late \ but 
I ate and drank well, and liked my busi- 
ness well enough, till he died. Being then 
obliged to provide for myself, I was 
resolved to go and seek my fortune. Thus 
I lived, and went from town to town, 
working when I could get employment, 
and starving when I could get none, and 
might have lived so still j but happening 
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one day to go through a field l:)elongLng | gang : I was carried before the Justice, 
to a magistrate, I spied a hare crossing and as -I could give no account of myself 
the patli just before me. I believe the (that was tlic thing that always hobbled 
devil put it in my head to fling my stick me), I had my choice left, whether to go 
at it : well, what will you have on’t? I on board a man-of-wai*, or list for a sol- 
killed the hare, and was bringing it away dier. . I chose to be a soldier ; and in this 
in triumph, when the Justice himself met post of a gentleman I served two cam- 
me : he called me a villain, and collaring paigns in Flanders, was at the battles of 
me, desired I would give an account of Val and Fontenoy, and received but one 
myself. I began immediately to give a wound througli the breast, which is 
.full account of all that I knew of my troublesome to this day, 
breed, seed, and generation ; but though “ When the peace came on, I was dis- 
I gave a very long account, the Justice charged ; and as I could not work, be- 
said I could give no account of myself ; cause my wound was sometimes painful, 
so I was indicted, and found guilty of I listed for a landmiln in the East India 
bein^ poor, and sent to Newgate, in Company’s servicci I here fought the 
order to be transported to the plantations. French in six pitched battles ; and vetily 
“ People may say this and that of being believe, that if I could read and write, our 
in gaol ; but, for my part, I found Newgate captain would have given me promotion, 
as agreeable a place as ever I was in in and made me a corporal. Butthat was not 
all my life. I had my bellyhd to eat and my good fortune ; I soon fell sick, and 
drink, aiid did no work ; but, alas ! this when I became good for nothing, got 
kind of life was too good to last for ever, leave to return home again with forty 
I was taken out of prison, after five pounds in my pocket, which I saved in 
months, put on board of a ship, and sent the service. This wms at the beginning 
off with two hundred more. C)ur passage of the present war, so I hoped to be set 
was but indifferent, for wq were all con- on shore, and to have the pleasure of 
fined in the hold, and died very fast, for spending my money; but the government 
want of sweet air and provisions : but, 1 wanted men, and I was pressed again, 
for my part, I did not v'ant meat, Ijecause | before ever I could set foot on shore. 

I had a fever all the way : Providence | “ The boatswain found me, as be said, 

was kind ; when provisions grew short, it an obstinate fellow : be swore that I 
took away my desire of eating. When we ’ understood my business perfectly well, 
came ashore, we were sold to the planters. | but that I shammed Abraham merely to 
I was bound for seven years, and as I was | be idle. God knows, I knew nothing of 
no scholar — for I had forgot my letters — I sea business: he beat me without con- 
I was obliged to work among the negroes ; i sidering what he was about. But still 
and served out my time, as in duty bound i my forty pounds was some comfort to me 
to do. I under every beating : the money was my 

“ When my time was expired, I worked I comfort, and the money I might have had 
my passage home, and glad I was to see | to this day, but that our ship was taken 
old England again, because I loved my | by the French, and so I lost it all. 
country. O liberty ! liberty ! liberty ! that ‘‘ Our crew was carried into a French 
is the property of every Englishman, and prison, and many of them died, because 
I will die in its defence. I was afraid, they were not used to live in a gaol ; but, 
however, that I should be indicted for a for my part, it was nothing to me, for I 
vagabond once more ; so I did not much was seasoned. One night, however, as 
care to go into the country, but kept I was sleeping on a bed of boards, with a 
about town ; and did little jobs when I ! warm blanket about me, (for I always 
could get them. I was very happy in ; loved to lie well,) I was awakened by the 
this manner for some time ; till one even- : boatswain, who had a dark lantern in his 
ing, coming home from work, two men | hand. ‘ Jack,’ says he to me, ‘will you 
knocked me down, and then desired me I knock out the French sentry’s brains?’ — 
to stand still. They belonged to a ipress- [ ‘ I don’t care,’ says I, striving to keep 
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nivseir nwake, ‘if I lend a hand.’— ‘ Then 
follow me,’ says he, ‘and I hope we shall 
ilo Imsiiiess.’ So up I got, and tied my 
blanket, which was ail the clothes I had, 
al.)(jut my middle, and went with him to 
fight the Frenchmen, \Ve had no arms ; 
one Englishman is able to beat five 
ichmen at any time ; so we went down 
-’here both the sentries were 
upon them, seized 
and knocked 
From thence nine of ns 
to the quay, and seizing the 
we met, got out of the harbour, 
put to sea. We had not been here 
three days before we were taken up by 
Knglisli privateer, wlio was glad of 
so many good hands ; and we consented 
to run our chance. However, we had 
much luck as we expected. In 
days we fell in with a French man- 
of-war, of forty guns, while we had but 
twenty-three; so to it we went. The 
fight lasted for three hours, and T verily 
believe we sliould liave taken the French- 
man, ])ut iinfurtunalely we lost almost 
all our men, just as we were going to get 
the victory. 1 was once more in the 
power of the French, and I believe it 
would have gone hard with me, had I 
been lu'ought back to my old gaol in Brest; 
by good fortune, we were retaken, 
carried to England once more. 

almost forgot to tell you, that 
engagement I w^as wounded in 
— I l«jst four fingers of the left 
my leg was shot off. Had I 
the good fortaue to have lost my leg 
and use of my hand on board a king’s 
ship, and not a privateer, I should have 
been entitleil to clothing and maintenance 
during the rest of my life ; but that was 
not my chance : one man is born with a 
silver spoon in his mouth, and another 
with a wooden ladle. However, blessed 
God, 1 enjoy good health, and have 
no enemy in this world that I know of, 
but the French and the Justice of Peace.” 

Thus saying, he limped off, leaving my 
friend and me in admiration of his intre- 
pidity and content ; nor could we avoid 
acknowledging, that an habitual acquaint- 
ance with misery is the truest school of 
fortitude and philosophy. — Adieu. i 


'LETTER' exx. 

Ta the same. 

The titles of European princes are rather 
more nunierous than ours of Asia, but by 
no means so sublime. The king of Visa- 
pour or Pegu, not satisfied with claiming 
the globe and all its appurtenances to 
him and his heirs, asserts a property even 
in the firmament, and extends his orders 
to the milky way. The monarchs of 
Europe, with more modesty, confine their 
titles to earth, but make up by number 
wdiat is wanting in their sublimity. Such 
is their passion for a long list of these 
splendid trifles, that I have known a 
German prince with more titles than sub- 
jects, and a Spanish nobleman with more 
names than shirts. 

Contrary to this, “the English mon- 
archs,” says a writer of the last century, 
“ disdain to accept of such titles, which 
tend only to increase their pride, without 
improving their glory ; they are above 
depending on the feeble helps of heraldry 
for respect, perfectly satisfied with the 
consciousness of acknowledged power.” 
At present, however, these maxims are 
laid aside ; the English monarchs have of 
I late assumed new titles, and have impressed 
I their coins with the names and arms of 
I obscure dukedoms, petty states, and sub- 
j ordinate employments. Their design in 
this, I make no doubt, was laudably to 
add new lustre to the British throne ; but, 
in reality, paltry claims only serve to 
diminish that respect they are designed 
to secure. 

There is in the honours assumed by 
kings, as in the decorations of architecture, 
a majestic simplicity, which best conduces 
to inspire our reverence and respect; 
numerous and trifling ornaments in either 
are sti’ong indications of meanness in 
the designer, or of concealed deformity. 
Should, for instance, the emperor of China, 
among other titles, assume that of deputy 
mandarine of Maccau ; or the monarch of 
Great Britain, PVance, and Ireland, desire 
to be acknowledged as Duke of Brentford, 
Lunenburg, or Lincoln; the observer 
revolts at this mixture of important and 
paltry claims, and forgets the emperor in 
1 his familiarity with the duke or the deputy. 


THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 


I remember a similar instance of this 
inverted ambition in the illustrious king 
of Manacabo, upon his first treaty with 
the Portuguese. Among the presents that 
were made him by the ambassador of that 
nation was a sword, with a brass hilt, 
which he seemed to set a peculiar value 
upon. This he thought too great an 
acquisition to his glory to be lorgotceh 
among the number of his titles. Pie there- 
fore gave orders, that his subjects should 
style him for the future, Talipot, the im- 
mortal Potentate of Manacabo, Messenger 
of the Morning, Enlightener of the Sun, 
I^QSsessor of the whole Earth, and mighty 
Monarch of the Brass-handled Sword. 

This method of mixing majestic and 
paltry titles, of quartering the arms of a 
great empire and an obscure province 
upon the same medal here, had its rise in the 
virtuous partiality of their late monarchs. 
Willing to testify an affection to their 
native country, they gave its name and 
ensigns a place upon their coins, and thus 
in some measure ennobled its obscurity. 
It was, indeed, but just, that a people 
which had given England up their king, 
should receive some honorary equivalent 
in return ; but at present these motives 
are no more : England has now a monarch 
wholly British ; and it has some reason to 
hope for British titles upon British coins. 

However, were the money of England 
designed to circulate in Germany, there 
would be no flagrant impropriety in im- 
pressing it with German names and arms ; 
but though this might have been so upon 
former occasions, I am told there is no 
danger of it for the future. As England, 
thei*efore, designs to keep back its gold, 
I candidly think, Lunenburg, Oldenburg, 
and the rest of them, may very well keep 
back their titles. 

It is a mistaken prejudice in princes to 
think that a number of loud-sounding 
names can give new claims to respect. The 
truly great have ever disdained them. 
When Timur the Lame had conquered 
Asia, an orator by profession came to 
compliment him upon the occasion. Pie 
began his harangue by styling him the 
most omnipotent and the most glorious 
object of the creation. The emperor 
seemed displeased with his paltry adulation j 


yet still he went on, coni])limenling him 
as the most mighty, the most valiant, and 
the most perfect of beings. “ Hold there, 
my friend, cries the lame emperor, “ hold 
there, till I have got another leg. ” In fact, 
the feeble or the despotic alone find 
pleasure in multiplying these pageants of 
vanity ; but strength and freedom have 
nobler aims, and often hnd the finest 
adulation in majestic simplicit3^ 

The young monarch of this country has 
already testified a proper contempt for 
several unmeaning appendages on royalty ; 
cooks and scullions have been obliged to 
quit their fires ; gentlemen’s gentlemen, 
and the whole tribe of necessary people 
who did nothing, have been dismissed 
from farther services. A youth who can 
thus bring back simplicity aiul frugality 
to a court, will soon probalily have a true 
respect for his own glory ; and while he 
has dismissed all useless employments, 
may disdain to accept of empty or 
degrading titles. — Adieu. 

LETTER CXXI. 

To the same. 

Whenever I attempt to characterise the 
English in general, some unforeseen diffi- 
; culties constantly occur to disconcert my 
I design ; I hesitate between censure and 
! praise. When I consider them as a rea- 
j soiling, philosophical people, they have 
I my applause ; but when I reverse the 
i medal, and observe their inconstancy and 
I irresolution, I can scarcely persuade my- 
i self that I am observing the same people. 

I Yet, upon examination, this veryincon- 
I stancy, so remarkable here, flows from no 
! other source than their love of reasoning. 
The man who examines a complicated 
subject on every side, and calls in reason 
to his assistance, will frequently change ; 
i will find himself distracted hy opposing 
! improbabilities and contending proofs ; 
j every alteration of place will diversify the 
prospect, will give some latent argument 
I new force, and contribute to maintain an 
i anarchy in the mind. 

On the contrary, they who never examine 
with their own reason act v'ith more 
simplicity. Ignorance is positive, instinct 
perseveres, and the human being moves 
in safety within the narrow circle of brutal 
T2 ,* 
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unifonaity. What is true with rci^ard to he sought, and every attenipt to procure 
vuViYidmU is not less so when applied to it must be attended with a new fermenta- 
slatcs. A reasuning government like this tion; various reasons will lead different 
is in continual fluctuation, w’hile those veays, and equity and advantage will 
kingdoms where men are taught not to ! often be outbalanced by a conibination of 
controvert, but obey, continue always the | clamour and prejudice. But though such 
same. Tn Asia, for instance, where the | a people may be thus in the wrong, they 
monarch’s authority is supported by force, | have been influenced by a happy delusion ; 
and acknowledged through fear, a change their errors are seldom seen till they are 
of government is entirely unknown. All felt; each man is himself the tyiaot he 
the inhabitants seem to "wear the same has obeyed, and such a master he can 
mental complexion, and remain contented easily forgive. The disadvantages he feels 
with hereditary oppression. The sove- may, in reality, l^e equal to what is felt in 
reign’s pleasures the ultimate rule of duty ; the most despotic government; but man 
evci-y branch of the administration is a will bear every calamity with patience 
perfect epitome of the whole ; and if one | when he knows himself to be the author 
tyrant is deposed, amuher starts up in his | of his own misfortunes.— Adieu. 


room to govern as his picdecessoi. due j j 

English, on the contrary, instead of being ; ^ 

led by power, endeavour to guide them- ; To tne smne 

selves"' l>y reason : instead of appealing to ; My long residence here begins to Migue 
the pleasure of the prince, appeal to the • me. As every object ceases to be new, 
original rights of mankind. What one ' it no longer continues to be pleasing: 
rank of men assert, is denied by others, as ; some minds are so fond of variety, that 
the reasons on opiufsite sides 'happen to ; pleasure itself, if permanent, would be 
come home u itli greater or less conviction, i insupportable, and we are thus obliged to 
The people of Asia arc directed by pre- | solicit new happiness even by courting 
cedent, which never alters ; the English I distress. I only, therefore, wait the arrival 
reason, which is ever changing its | of my son to vary this trifling scene, and 

I Ijorrow new pleasure from danger and 
vantages of an Asiatic govern- fatigue. A life, I own, thus spent in 
acting in this manner by precedent, wandering from place to place is at best 
arc evident : original errors are thus con- but empty dissipation. But to pursue 
tinned, without hopes of redress; and all trifles is the lot of humanity : andwdiether 
marks of genius are levelled down to one I we bustle in a pantomime, or strut at 
no superiority of thinking I a coronation ; 'whether we shout at a 
its exertion in mending | bonfire, or harangue in a senate-house; 
defects, But to recompense those | whatever object we follow, it will at last 
^'overnments undergo no surely conduct iis to futility and disap^ 
; they have no new evils pointment. The wise bustle and laugh 
.■) fermentations in the con-- as they w^alk in the pageant, but fools 
continue; the struggle for bustle and are important; and this pro- 
and all becomes tran- bably is all the difference between them, 
they are habituated to This may be an apology for the levh^ 
d men are taught to form of my former correspondence ; I talked of 
than those which they trifles, and I knew that they were trifles : 
pillowed to satisfy. to make the things of this life ridiculous, 

The disadvantages of a government it is only sufficient to call them by their 
acting from the immediate influence of j names. 

’‘eason, like that of England, are not less j In other respects, I have omitted several 
than those of the former. It is extremely j striking circumstances in the description 


allowed to satisfy. 

The disadvantages of a government 
acting from tlie immediate influence of 
reason, like that of England, are not less 
than those of the former. It is extremely 


lifficult to induce a number of free beings I of this country, as supposing them either 
to co-operate for their mutual benefit;] already known to you, or as not being 
every possible advantage will necessarily i thoroughly known to myself ; but there is 
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one omission for wliidi I expect no for- “ As you set out from Dog-house bar, 
giveness, namely, my being totally silent you enter upon a fine level road railed in 

upon their buildings, roads, rivers, and on both sides, commanding on the right a 

mountains. This is a branch of science small prospect of groves and fields, enamel- 

on which all other travellers are so very led with flowers, which would wonderfully 

prolix, that my deficiency will appear the charm the sense of smelling, were it not 

more glaring. With what pleasure, for for adimghill on the left, which mixes its ef- 

' instance, do some read of a traveller in fluyiaw-itli their odours. This dunghill is of 

i Egypt measuring a fallen column with much greater antiquity than the road ; and 

' his cane, and finding it exactly five feet I must not omit a piece of injustice I was 

I nine inches long ; of his creeping through going to commit upon this occasion. iVIy 

! the mouth of a catacomb, and coming out i indignation was levelled against the makers 

by a different hole from that he entered; of the dunghill, for having brought it so 

of his stealing the finger of an antique near the road; whereas, it should have 

^ statue, in spite of the janizary that w’atched fallen upon the makers of the road, for 

■ him ; or his adding a ne’w conjecture to having brought that so near the dunghill. 

the hundred and fourteen conjectures “ After proceeding in this manner for 
i already published upon the names of .some time, a building, rcsemlfiing some- 

i Osiris and Isis. rvhat a triumphal arch, salutes the travel- 

Methinks 1 hear some of my friends in ler’s view’. This structure, how'ever, is 
China demanding a similar account of peculiar to this country, and vulgarly called 
i London and the adjacent villages ; and if I a turnpike-gate: I could perceive a long 
! I remain here much longer, it is probable i inscription, in large characters, on the 

i I may gratify their curiosity. I intend, | front, probably upon the occasion of some 

* when run dry on other topics, to take a j tniimph, but, being in baste, I left it to 
, serious survey of the city wall ; to descnbe j be made out by some subsequent advcn- 

i that beautiful building the mansion-house ; I turer who may happen to travel this W’ay ; 

I will enumerate the magnificent .squares | so, continuing my course to the west, I 
I in wdiich the nobility chiefly reside, and i soon arrived at an iinwalled tow'u, called 
the royal palaces appointed for the recep- j Islington, 
t tion of the English monarch ; nor wdll I I “ Islington is a pretty neat town, mostly 
forget thebeaiities of Shoe Lane, in which ; built of brick, with a church and bells; it 
I myself have resided since my arrival. : has a small lake, or rather pond, in the 
! You shall find me no w’ay inferior to mnidst, though at present very much neg- 
many of my brother travellers in the arts : lected. I am told it is dry in summer : if 
of description. At present, however, as ; this be the case, it can be ho very proper 
a specimen of this wmy of writing, I send i receptacle for fish ; of which the inhabitants 
you a few'’ hasty remarks, collected in a ■ themselves seem sensible, by bringing all 
late journey I made to Iventish Town, and ; that is eaten there from London. 
f this in the manner of modern voyagers, j ‘‘ After having surveyed the curiosities 
“ Having heard much of Kentish Town, i of this fair and beautiful town, I proceeded 
I conceived a strong desire to see that : forward, leaving a' fair stone building, 
celebrated place. I could have wished, i called the White Conduit House, on my 

indeed, to satisfy my curiosity without , right. Here the inhabitants of London 

going thither ; but that was impracticable, often assemble to celebrate a feast of hot 
i and therefore I resolved to go. Travellers ! rolls and butter : seeing such numbers, 

" liave two methods of going to Kentisli i each with their little tables before them, 

*' Town,— they take coach, which costs : employed on this occasion, must, no doubt, 

ninepcnce, or tliey may go afoot, wdiich . be a very amusing sight to the looker-on, 

costs nothing: in my opinion, a coach is ; but still more so to those wlio perform in 

by far the most eligible convenience, but | the solemnity. 

, I was resolved to go on foot, having con- ' “ From hence I parted with reluctance 

sidered w’ith myself, that going in that ! to Pancras, as it is written, or Pancridge, 
manner w’ould be the cheapest way. ! as it is pronounced ; but w'hich should be 
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bnth iironouncecl and written Pangi’ace; expectations of a father, Ileft him a boy, 
lhiseinenclationIwillventure»na?-*i^w; but he is returned a man ; pleasing m his 
■nav'-Vi the Greek language, signifies all, person, hardened by travel, ana polished 
which, added to the English word by adversity. His disappointment in love, 

malveth all '^raci\ or Fangrace; in- however, had infusecl an air oi melancholy 
deed, this is a very proper appellation to ■. into his conversation, which seemed at 
a place of so much sanctity as Pangrace is intervals to interrupt our mutual satisfac- 
universally esteemed. However this be, tion. I expected that this could find a 
if you except the parish church and its cure only from time ; but fortune, as if 
fine bells, there is little in Pangrace worth willing to load us with her favours, has, 
the attention of the curious obseiwer. in a moment, repaid every uneasiness with 
“From Pangi-ace to Kentish Town is rapture. ; ; , . 

an easy journey of one mile and a quarter : Two days after his arrival the Man in 

the road lies through a fine champaign Black, with his beautiful niece, came to 
country, well watered with beautiful congratulate us upon this pleasing occa- 
drains, and enamelled with flowers of all sionj but guess our surprise, when my 
kinds, M’hich might contribute to charm 1 friend’s lovely kinswoman was found to 
every sense, were it not that the odo- j he the very captive my son had rescued 
riferous gales are often more impregnated i from Persia, and who had been wrecked 
with dust than perfume. i on the Wolga, and was carried by the Rus- 

“iVs you cuter Kentish Town, the eye j sian peasants to the port of Archangel, 
is at once presented with the shops of ; Were I to hold the pen of a novelist, I 
artificers, such as venders of candles, small ‘ might be prolix in describing their feelings 
coal, and hair brooms; there are also ; at so unexpected an interview; but you 
several august buildings of red brick, with ; may conceive their joy without my assist- 
mimljerless sign posts, or rather pillars, ;■ ance : words were unable to express their 
in a peculiar order of architecture. I send : transports; then how can words describe it ? 
you a drawing of several— A B C. | When two young persons are sincerely 
This pretty town probably borrows its i enamoured of each other, nothing can give 
name from its vicinity to the county of | me such pleasure as seeing them married ; 
Kent ; and, indeed, it is not unnatural j whether I know the parties or not, I am 
that it should, as there are only London | happy at thus binding one link more in 
and the adjacent villages that lie between | the universal chain. Nature has, in some 
them. Be this as it will, perceiving night ! measure, formed me for a match-maker, 
apj-iroach, I made a hasty repast on roasted ; and given me a soul to sympathise with 
mutton and a certain dried fruit called | every mode of human felicity. I instantly, 
])otatoes, resolving to protract my remarks ; therefore, consulted the J\Ian in Black, 
upon my return ; and this I would very ' whether we might not crown their mutual 
willingly have done, but was prevented wishes by marriage : his soul seems formed 
by a circumstance vvhich, in truth, I had ; of similar materials with mine; he instantly 
for some time foreseen, for night coming , gave his consent, and the next day was 
on, it was impo.ssible to take a proper i appointed for the solemnization of their 
surv'cy of the country, as I was obliged to 1 nuptials. 

return home in the dark.” — Adieu. ! All the acquaintances which I had made 


return home in the dark.” — Adieu. All the acquaintances which I had made 

^ since my arrival were present at this gay 

' ^ ^ * solemnity. ThelittleBeau was constituted 

Tothcsavic. master of the ceremonies, and his wife, 

After a variety of disappointments, my Mrs. Tibbs, conducted the entertainment 
wishes are at length fully satisfied. My with proper decorum. The Man in Black 
son, so long expected, is arrived; at once, and the pawnbroker’s widow were very 
by his presence, banishing my anxiety, and sprightly and tender upon this occasion, 
opening a new scene of unexpected plea- The widow was dressed up under the 
sure, ilis improvements in mind and direction of Mrs. Tibbs; and as for her 
t.)erson have far surpassed even the sanguine ! lover, his face was set off by the assistance 
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of a pig-tailwig, which was lent by the little 
Beau, to fit him for making love with 
proper formality. The whole company 
easily perceived that it would be a double 
I wedding before all was over, and, indeed, 

my friend and the widow seemed to make 
no secret of their passion ; he even called 
me aside, in order to know my candid 
I opinion, whether I did not think him a 
' little too old to be married. “ As for my 

i own part,” continued he, “I know I am 

going to play the fool ; but all my friends 
will praise my wisdom, and produce me 
as the very pattern of discretion to others. ” 
At dinner everything seemed to nin on 
' with good humour, harmony, and satisfac- 
tion. Every creature in company thought 
themselves pretty, and eveiy jest was 
laughed at. The Man in Black sat next 
his mistress, helped her plate, chimed her 
glass, and jogging her knees and her elbow, 
he whispered something arch in her ear, 
on which she patted his cheek : never was 
antiquated passion so playful, so harm- 
I less, and amusing, as between this reverend 
couple. 

The second course was now called for, 
and, among a variety of other dishes, a fine 
turkey was placed before the widow. The 
, Europeans, you know, carve as they eat ; 
i my friend, therefore, begged his mistress 
to help him to a part of the turkey. The 
widow, pleased with an opportunity of 
showing her skill in carving, (an art upon 
which it seems she piqued herself,) began 
to cut it up by first taking off the leg. 
“Madam,” cries my friend, “ if I might 
be permitted to advise, I w-oiild begin by 
cutting off the wing, and then the leg will 
1^ come off more easily.”— “ Sir, ” replies the 
widow, “ give me leave to understand cut- 
ting up a fowl : I always begin with the 
leg.” — “ Yes, madam,” replies the lover ; 
“ but if the wing be the most convenient 
manner, I would begin with the wing.” — 
^ “vSir,” interrupts the lady, “when you 
' have fowls of your own, begin with the 
wing if you please, but give me leave to 
take off the leg ; I hope I am not to be 
tauedd at this time of day.” — ‘"Madam,” 


interrupts he, “ we are never too old to be 
instructed.”— “ Old, sir !” interrupts the 
other; “who is old, sir? when ! die of age, 
I know of some that will quake for fear. 
If the leg does not come off, take the 
turkey to yourself.” — “ Madam,” replied 
the Man in Black, “ I don’t care a farthing 
whether the leg or the wing comes off; if 
yon are for the leg first, why, you shall 
have the argument, even though it be as I 
say.”— “ As for the matter of that,” cries 
the widow, “ I don’t care a fig whether you 
are for the leg off or on : and, friend, for 
the future keep your distance.” — “Ob,” 
replied the other, “that is easily done; it 
is only removing to the other end of the 
table ; and so, madam, your most obedient 
humble servant.” 

Thus was this courtship of an age de- 
stroyed in one moment ; for this dialogue 
effectually broke off the match between this 
respectable couple, that had been but just 
concluded. The smallest accidents disap- 
point the most important treaties. liow- 
ever, though it in some measure interrupted 
the general satisfaction, it no ways lessened 
the happiness of the youthful couple ; and, 
by the young lady’s looks, I could perceive 
she was not entirely displeased with this 
interruption. 

In a few hours the whole transaction 
seemed entirely forgotten, and we have all 
since enjoyed those satisfactions which 
result from a consciousness of making each 
other happy. My son and his fair partner 
are fixed here for life : the Man in Black 
has given them up a small estate in the 
coimtiy, which, added to what I was able 
to bestow, will he capable of supplying all 

I the real, but not the fictitious, demands of 
: happiness. As for myself, the world being 
i but one city to me, I do not much care 
i in wdiich of the streets I happen to reside : 

I I shall, therefore, spend theremainder of ray 
I days in examining the manners of different 
i countries, and have prevailed upon the 

Man in Black to be my companion. 
“ They must often change, ” says Confucius, 
“who would be constant in happiness or 
wisdom. ’’—Adieu. 


END OF THE CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 
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THE PREFACE. 


The Essays hat^e already appeared at diffei'cnt times ^ attd in different fidti- 

cations. The pamphlets in which they 7vere inserted being generally nnsnccessfnp these 
shared the common fate^ withont assist mg the bookseller's aims^ or extending the writer's 
reptitation. The piddle were too strennously employed with their mvn follies to be assi- 
duous in estimating mine^ so that many if my best attempts in this %vay hazfe fallen 
victims to the transient topic of the times — the Ghost in Cock Lane^ or the siege of 
Ticondcroga. 

But though they have passed pretty silently into the worlds lean by no means complain 
of their circutation. The magazines and papers of the day have indeed been liber at 
enough in this inspect. Most of these Essays have been regularly reprinted twice or 
thrice a yeai\ and conz^eyed to the ptddic through the kennel of some engaging com- 
pilation. If there be a pride in multiplied editions^ / have seen some of my labours 
sixteen times reprinted, and claimed by different parents as their ozim. I have seen them 
flourished at the beginning zvith pmaise, and signed at the end with the names of 
Philautos, Philalethes, Philaleuiheros, and Philanihropos. These gentlemen haze 
kindly stood sponsors to my producaons, and to flatter me more, have cihmys taken my 
en'ors on themselves. 

It is time, however-, at last, to vindicate my claims ; and as these entertainers of the 
public, as they call themselves, have partly lived upon me for some years, let me now try 
if I cannot live a little upon myself I would desire, in this case, to imitate that fat 
man zcdiom I have somewhere heard of in a shipzvreck, who when the sailors, pressed by 
famine, were taking slices from his posteriors to satisfy their hunger, insisted, zvith great 
justice, on hazing the first cut for himself. 

Yet, after all, I cannot be angry zvith ctnyzoho have taken it info their heads to think 
that whatever I zvrite is ziwidh reprinting, particularly zohen I consider hozu great a 
majority zvill think it scarcely zoorth reading. Trifling and superficial are terms of 
reproach that arc easily objected, and that carry an air of penetration in the observer. 
These faults have been objected to the follozmng Essays ; and it must be ozimed, in some 
measure, that the charge is true. Ilozvcvcr, I could have made them more metaphysical, 
had I thought fit ; but I zvould ask, whether in a short Essay it is not necessary to be 
superficiat \ Before zae Inrvc prepared to enter into the depths of a subject in the usual 
forms, zve have got to the bottom of our scanty page, and thus lose the honours of a victory 
by too tedious a preparation for the combat. 

There is another fault in this collection of trifles, zahich, I fear, zvill not be so easily 
pardoned. It zvill be alleged, that the humour of them {if any be found) is state and 
hackneyed. This may be true enough, as matters noza stand; but I may zvith great 
truth assert, that the humour zvas nezv zvhen I wrote it. Since that time, indeed, many 
of the topics zvhich zvere first started here have been hunted dozvn, and many of the 
thoughts hlozvn upon. In fact, these Essays zvere consideixd as quietly laid in the grave 
of oblii'ion ; and our modern compilers, like sextons and executioners, think it their 
undoubted right to pillage the dead. 
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Jfo^^vr, lohahvcr rhht I have to complain of the public, they can, ap’ct, have no 
imt reason to complain of me. If I have voritten diill Essays, they have hitherio treated 
them a? dull Essays, Thus far we are at least up 07 i par, and until they think fit to 
■make me iheir humble debtor by praise, lam resolved not to lose a single inch of my sclf- 
importanee. Instead, therefore, of attempting to establish a credit amongst them, it will 
perhaps he wiser to apply to some more distant correspondent; and as my drafts are in 
some dane^cr of being protested at home, it may not be imprudeui, upon this ocianon, to 
draw my bills upon Posterity. 

Mr. Posterity, 

Sir, — Eline hundred and ninety-nine years after sight hereof pay the hearer, or order, 
a thousand pounds worth of praise, free from all deductions whatsoever, it being a 
commodity that will then he very serviceable to him, and place it to the account of, ^c. 
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ESSAY L 

Pescriptmi of variom Clubs. 

I REMEMliKR to have read in some 
philosopher (I believe in Tom Brown’s 
works), that, let a man’s cliaracter, senti- 
ments, or complexion, be what they will, 
he can find company in I.ondon to match 
them. If he be splenetic, iic may every 
day meet comj')aHions on the seats in St. 
James’s I’ark, with whose groans he may 
mix his own, and pathetically talk of the 
weather. If he he passionate, he may 
vent his rage among the old orators at 
Slaughter’s Coffee-house, and damn the 
nation, because it keeps him from starv- 
ing. If he be phlegmatic, he may sit in 
silence at the Humdrum Club in Ivy 
l/ane ; and, if actualiy mad, he may find 
very good company in ^roorfields, either 
at Bedlam or the Foundcry, ready to 
cultivate a nearer ;ic<:|uaintance. 

But, although such as have a know- 
ledge of the town may easily class them- 
selves with tempers congenial to their 
own, a countryman who comes to live in 
J^ondon finds nothing more difficult. 
With regard to myself, none ever tried 
with more assiduity, or came off with 
such indifferent success. I spent a whole 
season ’in the search, during which time 
my name has been enrolled in societies, 
lodges, convocations, and meetings, with- 
out number. To some I was introduced 
by a friend, to others invited by an 
advertisement : to these I introduced 
myself, and to those I changed my name 


I to gain admittance. In short, no coquette 
was ever more solicitous to match her 
ribl^ons to her complexion, than I to suit 
my club to my temper; for I was too 
obstinate to bring my temper to conform 
to it. 

The first club I entered, upon coming 
to town, was that of the Choice Spirits. 
The name was entirely suited to my taste, 
— I \vas a lover of mirth, good-humour, 
and even sometimes of fun, from my 
childhood. 

As no other passport was requisite 
but the payment of two shillings at the 
door, I introduced myself without farther 
ceremony to the members, who were 
already assembled, and liad for some time 
begun upon ]:)usiness. The Grand, with 
a mallet in liis hand, presided at the head 
of the table. I could not avoid, upon my 
entrance, making use of all my skill in 
physiognomy, in order to discover that 
superiority of genius in men who had 
taken a title so superior to tlie rest of 
mankind. I expected to see the lines of 
every face marked with strong thinking ; 
hut though 1 had some skill in this science, 

I could for my life discover nothing but a 
pert simper, fat, or profound stupidity. 

My speculations were soon interrupted 
by the Grand, who had knocked down 
Mr. Spriggins for a song. I was upon 
this whispered by one of the company 
who sat next me, that I should now see 
something touched off to a nicety, for 
I was going to give us “Mad 

, Tom" in all its glory. Mr. Spriggins 
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endeavoured to excuse himself ; for as he 
\^'as to act a madman and a king, it was 
impossilde to go through the part pro- 
perly without a crown and chains. II is 
excuses were overruled by a great ma- 
jority, and with much vociferation. The 
president ordered up the jack-chain, and, 
instead of a crown, our performer covered 
.his brows with an inverted jordan. After 
he had rattled his chain and shook his 
head, to the great delight of the wdiole 
company, he began his song. As I have 
heard few young fellows offer to sing in 
company that did not expose themselves, 
it was no great disappointment to me to 
find Mr. Spriggins among the number ; 
however, not to seem an odd fish, I rose 
fi’om my seat in rapture, crifed out 
“Bravo! Encore!” and slapped the 
table as loud as any of the rest. 

Tlie gentleman who sat next me seemed 
highly pleased with my taste and the 
ardour of my approbation ; and whisper- 
ing, told me that I had . suffered an im- 
mense loss, for had I come a few minutes 
sooner, I might have heard ‘‘Gee-ho Dob- 
bin” sung in a tip-top manner by the 
pimple-nosed spirit at the president’s 
riglit elbow; but he was evaporated 
before I came. 

As I was expressing my uneasiness at 
tins disappointment, I lound the attention 
of the company employed upon a fat 
figure, who, with a voice more rough 
than the Staffordshire giant’s, was giving 
us the “Softly sweet in Lydian measure” 
of Alexander’s F east. After a short pause 
of admiration, to this succeeded a Welsh 
dialogue, with the humours of Teague 
and Taffy; after that came on “Old 
Jacksonj” with a story betw'-een every 
stanza : next wms sung the “ Dust Cart,” 
and then “ Solomon’s Song.” The glass 
begun now^ to circulate pretty freely ; 
those wiio w^ere silent wiien sober, w'ould 
now be heard in their turn ; every man 
had his song, and he saw no reason wiiy 
he should not be heard as w^ell as any of 
the rest : one begged to be heard while 
he gave “Death and the Lady” in high 
taste ; another sang to a plate which he 
kept trundling on the edges. Nothing 
w^as now heard but singing; voice rose 
above voice, and the whole became one 


universal shout, when the landlord came 
to acquaint the company that the reckon- 
ing was drunk out. Rabelais calls the 
moments in which a reckoning is men- 
tioned the most melancholy of our lives : 
ncverw^asso muchnoise so quickly quelled, 
as by this shoi*t but pathetic oration of our 
landlord. “Drunk out!” w^as echoed 
in a tone of discontent round the table : 
“ drunk out alrea,dy ! that was very odd ! 
that so much punch could be drunk out 
already — impossible ! ” The landlord, 
however, seeming resolved not -to retreat 
from his first assurances, the company 
w^as dissolved, and a president chosen for 
the night en.suing, 

A friend of mine, to wdiom I was com- 
; plaining some time after the enterlainment 
; I have been describing, proposed to bring 
I me to the club that he frequented, wdiich 
he fancied w^ould suit the gravity of niy 
' temper exactly. “ We have at the IVIuzzy 
: Club,” says he, “ no riotous mirth nor 
' aw'kwxard ribaldry ; no confusion or bawl- 
ing ; all is conducted wuth wfisdom and 
: decency : beside.s, some of our members 
I are wmrtb forty thousand pounds — men of 
; prudence and foresight every one of them ; 

: these are the proper acquaintance, and to 
! such I will to-night introduce you.” 1 
I w’as charmed at the proposal : to be 
acquainted with men w^orth forty thousand 
I pounds, and to talk wisdom the whole 
I night, w'cre offer's that threw me into 
j rapture. 

At seven o’clock I w^as accordingly 
introduced by my friend, not indeed to 
the company — for though I made my 
best bow, they seemed insensible of my 
approach— -but to the table at which they 
were sitting. Upon my entering the 
room, I could not avoid feeling a secret 
veneration from the solemnity of the scene 
before me ; the members kept a profound 
silence, each wdth a pipe in his mouth, 
and a pewter pot in his hand, and with 
faces that might easily be construed into 
i absolute wisdom. Flappy society, thought 
I to myself, where the members think 
j before they speak, deliver nothing ra.shly, 
i but convey their thoughts to each other 
! pregnant with meaning, and matured by 
i reflection! 

I In this pleasing speculation I continued 
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a full half-hour, expeclin^^ each moment 
that somelKxly \\’ould begin to open his 
mouth : every lime the ' pipe was laid 
down I expected it was to speak ; but it 
was only to spit. At length, resolving to 
break the charm myself, and overcome 
their extreme diffidence — for to this I 
imputed their silence — I rubbed my 
bands, and, looking as wise as possible, 
observed that the nights began to grow 
a little coolish at this time of the year, 
'rhis, as it was directed to none of the 
company in ])articular, none thought 
himself ^obliged to answer; wherefore I 
continued still to rub my hands and look 
wise. My next effort was addressed to a 
gentleman who sat next me ; to whom I 
observed, that the beer was extremely 
good : my neighbour made no reply, but 
by a large puff of tobacco smoke. 

I no\v began to be uneasy in this dumb 
society, till one of them a little relieved 
me, by observing, that bread had not risen 
these three weeks. “ Ay,” says another, 
still keeping the pipe in his mouth, “that 
puts me in mind of a pleasant story about 
4bat — hem — very well ; you must know — 
but before I begin — sir, my service to you 
— where was I 

My next club goes by the name of the 
Harmonical Society ; probably from that 
love of order and friendship which every 
person commends in institutions of this 
nature. The landlord w'as himself the 
founder. The money spent is fourpence 
each; and they sometimes whip for a 
double reckoning. To this club few re- 
commendations are recpiisite, except the 
introductory fourpence, and my landlord’s 
good word, which, as he gains by it, he 
never refuses. 

Wc all here talked and behaved as 
everybody else usually does on his club 
night ; we discussed the topic of the day, 
drank each other’s healths, snuffed the 
candles wdth our fingers, and filled our 
pipes from the same plate of tobacco. 
The company saluted each other in the 
common manner: Mr. Bellows- mender 
hoped Mr. Currycomb-maker had not 
caught cold going home the last club 
night; and he returned the compliment 
by hoping that young Master Bellows- 
niender 1:^- got well again of tire .chin- 


cough. Dr. Twist told us a story of a 
pariianieiit-man \vilh whom he was inti- 
mately acquainted; while the bag-man, 
at the same time, wms telling a better story 
of a noble lord with wdiom he could do 
anything. A gentleman in a black wig 
and leather breeches, at t’other end of 
the table, was engaged in a long narrative 
of the Ghost in Cock Lane : he had read 
it in the papers of the day, and was telling 
it to some that sat next him, wdio could 
not read. Near him, Mr. Dibbins was 
disputing on the old subject of religion 
with a Jew' pedlar, over the table ; wdiile 
the president vainly knocked down Mr. 
Leathersides for a song. Besides the com- 
binations of these voices, wdiich I could 
liear altogether, and wdiich formed an 
upper part to the concert, there w'ere 
several others playing under parts by 
themselves, and endeavouring to fasten 
on some luckless neighbour’s ear, W'ho 
I w-as himself bent upon the same design 
' against some other. 

We have often heard of the speech of a 
corporation, and this induced me to tran- 
scribe a .s]:eech of this club, taken in short- 
hand, w'ord for word, as it was spoken by‘ 
every member of the company. ^ It may 
be necessary to observe, that the man w’ho 
told of the ghost had the loudest voice, 
and the longest story to tell, so that his 
continuing narrative filled every chasm in 
the conversation. 

“ So, sir, d’ye perceive me, the ghost 
giving three loud raps at the bed-post — 
Says my lord to me, my dear Smokeiim, 
you know there is no man upon the face 
of the yearth for whom I have so high — 
A damnable false heretical opinion of all 
sound doctrine and good learning ; for I’ll 
tell it aloud, and spare not, that — Silence 
for a song ; Mr. Leathersides for a song 
— * A.S I was a- walking upon the highway, 

I met a young damsel’ — Then what brings 
you here ? says the parson to the ghost — 
Sanconiathon, Manetho, and Berosus — 
The whole way from Islington turnpike 
to Dog-house bar— -Dam— -As for Abel 
Drugger, sir, he’s damned low in it : my 
’prentice boy has more of the gentleman 
than he — For murder will out one time or 
another ; and none but a ghost, you know, 
gentlemen, can Damme, if I don’t ; 
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for my friend, whom you know, gentlemen, 
and who is a parliament-man, a man of 
consequence, a dear honest creature^ to 
be sure ; we were laughing last night at 
— Death and damnation upon all his 
posterity, by simple barely tasting — -Sour 
grapes, as the fox said once when he could 
not reach them: and I’ll, I’ll tell you a 
story about that that will make you burst 
your sides with laughing: a fox once — 
Will nobody listen to the song — ‘ As I 
was a-walking upon the highway, I met 
a young damsel both buxom and gay,’-— 
No ghost, gentlemen, can be murdered ; 
nor did I ever hear but of one ghost killed 
in all my life, and that was stabbed in the 
belly with a — My blood and soul if I don’t 
— Mr. Bellows- mender, I have the honour 
of drinking your very good health — Blast 
me if I do— dam — blood — bugs — fire — 

whiz — blid — tit — rat — trip” The rest 

all riot, nonsense, and rapid confusion. 

Were I to be angry at men for being 
fools, I could here find ample room for 
declamation ; but, alas ! I have been a 
fool myself ; and why should I be angry 
with them for being something so natural 
to every child of humanity? 

Fatigued with this society, I was intro- 
duced the following night to a club of 
fashion. On taking my place, I found the 
conversation sufficiently easy, and tolerably 
good-natured : for my Lord and Sir Paul 
were not yet arrived. I now thought my- 
self completely fitted, and resolving to 
seek no farthe|:, determined to take up my 
residence here for the winter ; while my 
temper began to open insensibly to the 
cheerfulness I saw dijffused on every face 
in the room : but the delusion soon 
vanished, when the waiter came to apprise 
us that his Lordship and Sir Paul were 
just arrived. 

From this moment all our felicity was 
at an end ; our new guests bustled into 
the room, and took their seats at the head 
A the table. Adieu, now, all confidence ! 
every creature strove who should most 
recommend himself to our members of 
distinction. Each seemed quite regardless 
of pleasing any but our new guests ; and 
what before wore the appearance of friend- 
ship, was now turned into rivaliy. 

Yet I could not observe that, amidst ail 


this flattery and obsequious attention, our 
great men took any notice of the rest of 
the company. Their whole discourse was 
addressed to each other. .Sir Paul told 
his I.ordship a long story of Moravia the 
Jew ; and his Lordship gave Sir Paul a 
very long account of his new method of 
managing silk-worms : he led him, and 
consequently the rest of the company, 
through all the stages of feeding, sunning, 
and hatching ; with an episode on mul- 
berry-trees, a digression upon grass seeds, 
and a long parenthesis about his new posti- 
lion. In this manner we travelled on, 
wishing every story to be the last ; but all 
in vain : 

Hills over hills, and Alps on Alps arose. 

The last club in which I was enrolled 
a member was a society of moral philo- 
sophers, as they called themselves, who 
assembled twice a week, in order to show 
the absurdity of the present mode of 
religion, and establish a new one in its 
stead. 

I found the members very warmly dis- 
puting when I arrived, not indeed about 
religion or ethics, but about who had 
neglected to lay down his preliminary 
sixpence upon entering the room. The 
president swore that he had laid his own 
down, and so swore all the company. 

During this contest I had an oppor- 
tunity of observing the laws, and also the 
members, of the society. The pi*esident, 
who had been, as I was told, lately a 
bankrupt, was a tall pale figure, with a long 
black wig ; the next to him was dressed 
in a large white wig and a black cravat ; 
a third, by the brownness of complexion, 
seemed a native of Jamaica ; and a fourth, 
by his hue, appeared to be a blacksmith. 
But their rules will give the most just idea 
of their learning and principles. 

I. We, being a laudable society of moral 
philosophers, intends to dispute twice a 
week about religion and priestcraft; leaving 
behind us old wives’ tales, and following 
good learning and sound sense : and if .so 
be, that any other persons has a mind to 
be of the society, they shall be entitled so 
to do, upon paying the sum of three 
shillings, to be spent by the company in 
punch. 
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XT. Tiiat no member get drunk before I 
nine of tlie clock, upon pain of forfeiting | 
threepence, to be spent by the company in ■ 
punch. 

III. That, as members are sometimes 
apt to go way without paying, every person 
shall pay sixpence upon his entering the 
room; and all disputes shall be settled 
by a majority ; and all fines shall be paid , 
in punch. 

IV. That sixpence shall be every night 
given to the president, in order to buy 
books of learning for the good of the 
society; iTic president has already put 
himself to a good deal of expense in buy- 
ing ])ooks for the club ; particularly, the 
works of Tiilly, Socrates, and Cicero, 
which he will soon read to the society. 

V. All them wdio brings a new" argument 
against religion, and who being a philo- 
sopher and a man of learning, as the rest 
of us is, shall be admitted to the freedom 
of the society, upon paying sixpence only, 
to X>e s]>ent in punch. 

VI. Whenever wo are to have an extra- 
ordinary meeting, it shall lie advertised by 
some outlandisli name in the newspapers. 

Saunders MacWild, President. 

AxNTHON'V tlLEWiT, Vice-President, , 
his ‘"P mark. 

William Turpin, Secretary. 
ESSAY 11. 

Spt'cimcn of a Magazine in Miniainrc. 

\Vk essayists, who are allowed but one 
subject a1 a time, arc by no meaiLS .so for- 
tunate as the writers of magazines, who 
write upon several. If a magazincr be 
dull upon the Spanish war, he soon has us 
up again with the Gliost in Cock I.ane ; 
if the reader begins to doze upon that, he 
i.s quickly roused by an Eastern talc : tales 
prepare us for poetry, and poetry for the 
meteorological history of the weather. It 
is the life and soul of a magazine never to 
be long dull upon one subject ; and the 
reader, like the sailor’s horse, has at least 
the comfortable refreshment of having the 
spur often changed. 

As I .see no reason why these should 
carry off all the rewards of genius, I have 
some thoughts for the future of making 
my Essays a magazine in miniature : I shall 


hop from subject tosubjcMd, and if ])roperly 
encouraged, I intend in time to adorn my 
fciiillc volant with pictures. But to begin 
'in the usual form with 

A modest Address to the Public. 

The public has been so often imposed 
upon by the unperforming promises of 
others, that it is with tlie utmost modesty 
we assure them of our inviolable design 
of giving the very best collection that ever 
' astonished society. The public we honour 
: and regard, and, therefore, to instruct and 
' entertain them is oiir highest ambition, 

I with labours calculated as well for the 
head as the heart. If four extraordinary 
' Images of letter-press be any rccommcnda- 
' lion of our wit, \ve may at least boast the 
honour of vindicating our own abilities. 

, To say more in favour of the Infernal 
Magazine would be unworthy the public; 

. to say less, w'ould be injurious to ourselves. 

' As we have no interested motives for this 
undertaking, being a society ofgentlemen 
of distinction, we disdain to eat or write 
like hirelings ; we are all gentlemen, re- 
solved to sell our magazine for sixpence 
merely for our own amusement. 

N. B. — Be cai'cful to ask for the Infernal 
Magazine, 

Dedication to that most ingenious of all 
Patrons, the Trifoline Ambassador. 
May it please your Excellency, — As your 
taste in the fine arts is universally allowed 
and admired, permit the authors of the 
Infernal Magazine to lay the following 
sheets humbly at your Excellency’s toe ; 
and should our labours ever have the 
happiness of one day adorning the courtri 
■ of P’ez, we doubt not that the influence 
I wherewith we are honoured, shall be ever 
I retained with the .most warm ardour by, 

: May it please your Excellency, 

' Your most devoted humble servants, 

' The Authors of the 

Infernal Magazine. 

Speech spoken by the Indigent Philosopher, 
to persuade his Clubai Catcatonto declare 
; War against Spain . 

My honest friends and brother politicians, 
—I perceive that the intended war with 
•Spain makes many of yon uneasy. Y ester- 







day, as wc were told, the stocks rose, and 
you were glad ; to-day they fall, and you 
are again miserable. But, my dear friends, 
what is the rising or the falling of the 
stocks to us, who have no money ? Let 
Nathan Ben Funk, the Dutch Jew, be 
glad or sorry for this ; but, my good Mr. 
Bellows-mender, what is all this to you 
or me? You must mend broken bellows, 
and I write bad prose, as long as we live, 
whether we like a Spanish war or not. 
Believe me, my honest friends, whatever 
you may talk of liberty and your own 
reason, both that liberty and reason are 
conditionally resigned by every poor man 
. in every society ; and as we are born to 
work, so others are born to watch over 
us while we are working. In tlie name 
of common sense then, my good friends, 
let the great keep watch over us, and let 
us mind our business, and perhaps we 
may at last get money ourselves, and set 
beggars at work in our turn. I have a 
Latin sentence that is w'orth its w^eight in 
gold, and which I shall beg leave to trans- 
late for your instruction. An author, 
called Lilly’s Grammai*, finely observes, 
that “iEs in prcesenti perfectum format;” 
that is, “ Ready money makes a perfect 
man.” Let us then get ready money, 
and let them that will spend theirs by 
going to war with Spain. 

Joules for Behaviour^ drawn np by the 
Indigent Philosopher. 

If you be a rich man, you may enter the 
room with three loud hems, march deliber- 
ately up to the chimney, and turn your 
back to the fire. If you be a poor man, 
I ’would advise you to shrink into the room 
as fast as you can,, and place yourself as 
usual upon the corner of a chair in a 
remote corner. 

When you are desired to sing in com- 
pany, I would advise you to refuse; for 
it is a thousand to one but that you 
torment us with affectation or a hvid 
voice. 

If you be young, and live with an old 
man, I would advise you not to like 
gravy : I w’^as disinherited myself for liking 
... gravy. 

Don’t laugh much in public ; the spec- 
tators that are not as merry as you will 


hate you, either because they envy your 
happiness, or fancy themselves the subject 
of your mirth, 

Rtiles for rdising the Devil. Dmislated 
from the Latin of Danceiis de So7'tiariis^ a 
imiter. contentp07'pry with Calvin^ and 
one of the r^fismers of our Church. 
The,per5?slWTffl^ii|^s to raise the devil 
is to sacrifice a dog, 

of his owm property, to BecEebub^feH e. 
is to swear an eternal obedience, and tiT ^ 
to receive a mark in some unseen place, 
either under the eye-lid, or in the roof of 
the mouth, inflicted by the devil himself. 
Upon this he has power given him over 
three spirits ; one for earth, another for 
air, and a third for the sea. Upon certain 
times the devil holds an assembly of 
magicians, in wdiich each is to give an 
account of what evil he has done, and 
w'hat he wishes to do. At this assembly 
he appears in the shape of an old man, 
or often like a goat with large horns. 
They, upon this occasion, renew their 
vow^s of obedience; and then form a 
grand dance in honour of their false deity. 
The devil instincts them in every method 
of injuring mankind, in gathering pioisons, 
and of riding, upon occasion, througli 
the air. He show^s them the whole 
method,' upon examination, of giving 
evasive answ^ers; liis spirits have powder 
to assume the form of angels of light, and 
there is but one method of detecting 
them, viz. to ask them, in proper form, 
What method is the most certain to pro- 
i* pagate the faith over all the wmrld? To 
this they are not permitted by the Superior 
Power to make a false reply, nor are 
they ’willing to give the true one ; ’where- 
fore they continue silent, and are thus 
detected. 

ESSAY in. 

Asem^ an Eastern Tale; or a Vindication of 
the Wisdom of Providence in the Moral 
Government 0/ t/ie World. 

Where Tauris lifts its head above the 
storm, and presents nothing to the sight 
of the distant .traveller but a prospect of 
nodding rocks, falling torrents, and all 
the variety of tremendous nature ; on the 
bleak bosom of this frightful mountain, 
t) 
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secluded from society, and detesting the 
ways of men, lived Asem the Man-hater, 

Asem had spent his youth with men, 
had shared in their amusements, and had 
been taught to love his fellow-creatures I 
with the most ardent affection ; but, from | 
the tenderness of his disposition,- he ex- j 
hausted all his fortune in relieving the 
wants of the distressed. The petitioner 
never sued in vain ; the weary traveller 
never passed his door; he only desisted 
from doing good when he had no longer 
the power of relieving. 

For a fortune thus spent in benevolence 
he expected a grateful return from those 
he had formerly relieved, and made his 
application with confidence of redress: 
the ungrateful world soon grew weary of 
his importunity ; for pity is but a short- 
lived passion. He soon, therefore, began 
to view mankind in a very diflerent light 
from that in which he had before beheld 
them : he perceived a thousand vices he 
had never before suspected to exist; where- 
ever he turned, ingratitude, dissimulation, 
and treachery, contributed to increase his 
detestation of them. Resolved, therefore, 
to continue no longer in a world which 
he hated, and which repaid his detestation 
with contempt, he retired to this region 
of sterility, in order to brood over his 
resentment in solitude, and converse with 
t)ie only honest heart lie knew, — namely, 
with his own. 

A cave was his only shelter from the 
inclemency of tlic weather; fruits, gathered 
with difficulty from the mountain’s side, 
hi.T only food ; and his drink was fetched, 
with danger and toil, from the headlong 
torrent. In this manner he lived, sec|ues- 
tered from society, passing the hours in 
meditation, and sometimes exulting that he 
was able to live independent of his fellow 
creatures. 

At the foot of the mountain an extensive 
lake displayed its glassy bosom, reflecting 
on its broad surface the impending horrors 
of the mountain. To this capacious mirror 
he would sometimes descend, and, re- 
dining on its sleep banks, cast an eager 
look on the smooth expanse that lay before 
him. ‘‘ How beautiful,” he often cried, 
** is Nature ! how lovely even in her wildest 
scenes 1 finely a>iitrasted is the level 


plain that lies beneath me wdth yon awful 
pile that hides its tremendous head in 
clouds ! But the beauty of these scenes; 
is no way comparable with their utility j 
hence an hundred rivers are supplied, which 
distribute health and verdure to the various 
countries through w^hich they flow. Every 
part of the universe is beautiful, just, ami 
wise ; but man, vile man, is a solecism in 
j nature, the only monster in the creation* 
Tempests and whirlwinds have their use ;; 
but vicious, ungrateful, man is a blot in 
the fair page of universal beauty. Why 
was I born of that detested species, whose 
vices are almost a reproach to the wisclom 
of the di vine Creator ? W ere men entirely 
free from vice, all would be uniformity, 
harmony, and order. A world of moral 
I rectitude should be the result of a perfect 
; moral agent. Why, wdiy then, O Alla S 
must I be thus confined in darkness, doubt„ 
and despair?” 

Just as he uttered the word despair, he 
\vas going to plunge into the lake beneath 
him, at once to satisfy his doubts, and put 
a period to his anxiety, when he perceived 
a most majestic being \valkmg on the 
! surface of the w’ater, and approaching the 
bank on which he stood. So unexpected 
ail object at once checked his purpose ; he 
' stopped, contemplated, and fancied he saw 
I something awful and divine in his aspect. 

I “Son of Adam,” cried the Genius, 
i “ stop thy rasli purpose ; the Father of the 
! Faithful has seen thy justice, thy integrity, 

; thy miseries, and hath sent me to afford 
and administer relief. Give rne thine 
hand, and follow without trembling wher- 
ever I shall lead : in me behold the Genius 
of Conviction, kept by the great Prophet, 
to turn from their errors those who go 
astray, not from curiosity, but a rectitude 
of intention. Follow me and be wise.” 

I Asem immediately descended upon the 
' lake, and his guide conducted him along 
the surface of the water, till, coming near 
the centre of the lake, they both began to 
sink ; the waters closed over their heads ; 

! they descended several hundred fathoms, 
till Asem, just ready to give up his life as 
inevitably lost, found himself, with his 
celestial guide, in another world, at the 
bottom of the waters, where human foot 
had never trod before. His astonishment 
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was beyond description, when he saw a I been permitted to instruct our Prophet, 
sun like that he had left, a serene sky over I would have removed this defect, and 
his head, and blooming verdure under his formed no voracious or destructive ani- 
feet. I raals, which only prey on the other parts 

“ I plainly perceive your amazement,” | of the creation.” — “ Your tenderness for 
said the Genius; “but suspend it for a | inferior animals is, I find, remarkable,” 
while. This world was formed by Alla, | said the Genius, smiling. “But, with 
at the request, and under the inspection, ; regard to meaner creatures, this world 
ofour great Prophet, who once entertained | exactly resembles the other, and, indeed, 
the same doubts which filled your mind | for obvious reasons ; for the earth can sup- 
when I found you, and from the conse- j port a more considerable number of ani- 
qiience of which you were so lately rescued. ! mals by their thus becoming food for each 
The rational inhabitants of this world are ^ other, than if they had lived entirely on 
formed agreeable to your own ideas ; they | hervegetable productions. So that animals 
are absolutely without vice. In other I of different natures thus formed, instead 
respects it resembles your earth, but differs j of lessening their multitude, subsist in the 
from it in being wholly inhabited by men i greatest number possible. But let us 
who never do wrong. If you find this ; hasten on to the inhabited country before 
hvorld more agreeable than that you so! us, and see what that offers for instruction.” 
lately left, you have free permission to | They soon gained the utmost verge of 
spend the remainder of your days in it ; ; the forest, and entered the country inha- 
biit permit me for some time to attend you, | bited by men without vice ; and Asem 
that I may silence your doubts, and make i anticipated in idea the rational delight he 
you better acquainted with your company | hoped to experience in such an innocent 
and your new habitation.” I society. But they had scarcely left the 

“ A world without vice ! Rational beings : confines of the wood, when they beheld 
without immorality!” cried Asem, in a; one of the inhabitants flying with hasty 
rapture; “I thank thee, O Alla! wdio : steps, and terror in his countenance, from 
hast at length heard my petitions: this, i an army of squirrels, that closely pursued 
this indeed will produce happiness, ecstasy, i him. “Heavens!” cried Asem, “why 
and ease. Oh, for an immortality, to I does he fly? What can lie fear from ani- 
spend it among men who are incapable ; mals so contemptible ? ” He had scarcely 
of ingratitude, injustice, fraud, violence, ' spoken, when he perceived two dogs pur- 
and a thousand other crimes that render ' suing another of the human species, who 
society miserable ! ” | with equal terror and haste attempted to 

“Cease thine exclamations,” replied the | avoid them. “This,” cried A.sem to his 
Genius. “Look around thee: reflect on guide, “is truly surprising; nor can Icon- 
every object and action before us, and ceive the reason for so strange an action.” — 
communicate to me the re.sult of thine “Every species of animals,” replied the 
observations. Lead wherever you think Genius, “ has of late growm very powerful 
proper, I shall be your attendant and in this country ; for the inhabitants, at fir^t, 
instructor.” Asem and his companion thinking it unjust to use either fraud or 
travelled on in silence for some time, the force in destroying them, they have insen - 
former being entirely lost in astonishment ; sibly increased, and now frequently ravage 
but at last recovering his former serenity, their harmless frontiers.” — “ But they 
he could not help observing, that the face should have been destroyed,” cried Asem ; 
of the country bore a near resemblance “you see the consequence of such neglect.” 
to that he had left, except that this sub- — “ Where is, then, that tenderness you so 
terranean world still seemed to retain its ' lately expressed for subordinate animals?” 
primeval wildness. replied the Genius, smiling; “you seem 

“ Here,” cried Asem, “ I perceive animals to have forgot that branch of justice.” — “ I 
of prey and others that seem only designed must acknowledge my mistake,” returned 
for their subsistence ; it is the very same 1 Asem ; “ I am now convinced that we 
in the world over our heads. But had I must be guilty of tyranny and injustice to 


I 


BSSA VS, 


I 


392 ■ ■ . ■' 

the brute creation, if we would enjoy the 
world ourselves. But let us no longer 
observe the duty of man to these irrational 
creatures, hut survey their connections with 
one another.” 

As they walked farther up the country, 
the more he was surprised to see no ves- 
tiges of handsome houses, no cities, nor 
any mark of elegant design. His con- 
ductor, perceiving his surprise, observed, 
that the inhabitants of this new world were 
perfectly content with their ancient sim- 
plicity ; each had a house, which, though 
homely, was sufficient to lodge his little 
family ; they were too good to build houses, 
which could only increase their own pride, 
and the envy of the spectator : what they 
built was for convenience, and not for 
show. ‘‘ At least, then,” said Asem, 

“ they have neither architects, painters, 
nor statuaries, in their society; but these 
are idle arts, and may be spared. How- 
ever, before I spend much more time here, 
you should have my thanks for introducing 
me into the society of some of their wisest 
men ; there is scarce any pleasure to me 
equal to a refined conversation ; there is 
nothing of which I am so much enamoured 
as wisdom.” — “ Wisdom !” replied his in- 
stnictor ; “ how ridiculous ! We have no 
wisdom here, for we have no occasion for 
it; true wisdom is only a knowledge of 
our own duty, and the duty of others to 
us; but of what use is such wisdom here? 
each intuitively performs what is right in 
himself, and expects the same from others. 
If by wisdom you should mean vain curi- 
osity and empty speculation, as such plea- 
sures have their origin in vanity, luxury, 
or avarice, we are too good to pursue 
them.” — “ All this may be nght,” says 
Asem : “ but methinks I observe a solitary 
<lisposition prevail among the people ; each 
family keeps separately within their own 
precincts, without society, or without in- 
tercourse.” — “ That indeed is true,” replied 
the other ; “ here is no established society, 
nor should there be any ; all societies are 
made either through fear or friendship : 
the people we are among are too good to 
fear each other ; and there are no motives 
to private friendship, where all are equally 
mentorious.”~~“ Well, then,” said the 
sceptic, “ as I am to spend my time here, 



if I am to have neither the polite arts, nor 
wisdom, nor friendship, in such a world, 
I should be glad at least of an easy com- 
panion, who may tell me his thoughts, and 
to whom I may communicate mine.” — 
“ And to what purpose should either do 
this?” says the Genius : “ flattery or curi- 
osity are vicious motives, and never allowed 
of here ; and wisdom is out of the question.” 

“ Still, however,” said Asem, “ the 
inhabitants must be happy ; each is con- 
tented with his own possessions, nor avari- 
ciously endeavours to heap up more than 
is necessary for his own subsistence ; each 
has therefore leisure for pitying those that 
stand in need of his compassion.” He 
had scarce spoken, when his ears were 
assaulted with the lamentations of a wretch 
who sal by the way-side, and in the most 
deplorable distress seemed gently to mur- 
mur at his own misery, Asem immediately 
ran to his relief, and found him in the last 
stage of a consumption. “ Strange, ” cried 
the son of Adam, “ that men who are free 
from vice should thus suffer so much misery 
without relief!” — “ Be not surprised,” said 
the wretch who was dying: “would it 
not be the utmost injustice for beings who 
have only just sufficient to support them- 
selves, and are content with a bare sub- 
sistence, to take it from their own mouths 
to put it into mine? They never are pos- 
sessed of a single meal more than is neces- 
sary, and what is barely necessary cannot 
be dispensed with. ” — “ They should have 
been supplied with more than is neces- 
.sary,” cried Asem— “and yet I contradict 
my own opinion but a moment before — ■ 
all is doubt, perplexity, and confusion. 
Even the want of ingratitude is no virtue 
here, since they never received a favour. 
They have, however, another excellence 
yet behind ; the love of their country is still, 
I hope, one of their darling virtues.”— 
“ Peace, Asem,” replied the Guardian, 
with a countenance not less severe than 
beautiful ; “ nor forfeit all thy pretensions 
to wisdom: the same selfish motives by 
which we prefer our own interests to that 
of others, induce us to regard our country 
preferably to that of another. N othing less 
than universal benevolence is free from 
vice,^and that you se^ is practised here.” 
— “ Strange ! ” cries the disappointed 
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pilgrim, in an agony of distress ; “ what 
sort of a world am I now introduced to? 
There is scarce a single virtue, but that 
of temperance, which they practise : and 
in that they are no way superior to the 
very brute creation. There is scarce an 
amusement which they enjoy ; fortitude, 
liberality, friendship, wisdom, conversa- 
tion, and love of country, all are virtues 
entirely unknown here : thus it seems that 
to be unacquainted with vice is not to 
know virtue. Take me, O my Genius, 
back to that very world which I have 
despised : a world which has Alla for its 
contriver is much more wisely formed 
than that which has been projected by 
Mahomet. Ingratitude, contempt, and 
hatred, I can now suffer, for perhaps I 
have deserved them. When I arraigned 
the wisdom of Providence, I only showed 
my own ignorance ; lienceforth let me keep 
from vice myself, and ])ity it in others.” 

He had scarce ended, when the Genius, 
assuming an air of terrible complacency, 
called air his thunders around him, and 
vanished in a whirlwind. Asem, astonished 
at the terror of the scene, looked for his 
imaginary world ; when, casting his eyes 
around, he perceived himself in the very 
situation, and in the very place, where he 
first began to repine and despair ; his right 
foot had been just advanced to take the 
fatal plunge, nor had it been yet with- 
drawn ; so instantly did Providence strike 
the series of truths just imprinted on his 
soul. He now departed from the water 
side in tranquillity ; and leaving his horrid 
mansion, travelled to Segestan, his native 
city, where he diligently applied himself 
to commerce, and put in practice that 
wisdom he had learned in solitude. The 
frugality of a few years soon produced 
opulence ; the number of his domestics 
increased ; his friends came to him from 
every part of the city; nor did he receive 
them with disdain ; and a youth of misery 
was concluded with an old age of elegance, 
affluence, and ease. 

ESSAY IV. 

On the English Clergy dnd^ajfular Preachers. 
It is allowed on all hands, that our 
English divines receive a more liberal 
education, and improve that education by 


, frequent study more than any others ol 
I this reverend profession in Europe. In 
I general,* also, it may be observed, that a 
I greater degree of gentility is affixed to the 
I character of a student in England than 
! elsewhere ; by which means our clergy 
have an opportunity of seeing better com- 
pany while young, and of sooner wearing 
off those prejudices which they are apt to 
i imbibe even in the best regulated univer- 
sities, and which may be justly termed the 
vulgar errors of the wise. 

Y et, with all these advantages, it is very 
obvious that the clergy are nowhere so 
little thought of by the populace as here ; 
and though our divines are foremost with 
respect to abilities, yet they are found last 
i in the effects of their ministry; the vulgar 
in general appearing no way impressed 
with a sense of religious duty. I am not 
for whining at the depravity of the times, 
or for endeavouring to paint a prospect 
more gloomy than in nature ; but certain 
I it is, no person wbo has travelled will 
; contradict me when I aver, that the lower 
I orders of mankind in other countries' 

I testify on every occasion the profoundest 
awe of religion; wliile in England they 
I .are scarcely awM<ened into a sense of its 
duties, even in circumstances of the greatest 
distress. 

This dissolute and fearless conduct 
foreigners are apt to attribute to climate 
and constitution. IVlay not the vulgar 
; being pretty much neglected in our exhor- 
I tations from the pulpit be a conspiring 
cause? Our divines seldom stoop to their 
: mean capacities ; and they who want in- 
I struction most, find least in our religious- 
' assemblies. 

I Whatever may become of the higher 
j orders of mankind, who are generally 
I possessed of collateral motives to virtue, 

! the vulgar should be particularly regarded, 

I whose behaviour in civil life is totally 
hinged upon their hopes and fears. Those 
who constitute the basis of the great 
fabric of society should be particularly 
regarded; for in policy, as in architec- 
ture, ruin is most fatal when it begins 
from the bottom. 

Men of real sense and understanding 
prefer a piaident mediocrity to a precarious 
popularity; and fearing to outdo their 
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(iutv, leave it half done. Their discourses | are ambassadors from Christ: the English 
from the pulpit are generally dry, me- j divines, like erroneous envoys, seem more 
thodical, and unaffecting; delivered with | solicitous not to offend the court to which 
the most insipid calmness; insomuch, that i they are sent, than to drive home the inte- 
should the peaceful preacher lift his head | rests of their employer. Massillon, bishop 
over the cushion, which alone he seems to | of Clermont, in the first sermon he ever 
address, he might discover his audience, ! preached, found the whole audience, iipon 
instead of being awakened to remorse, i his getting into the pulpit, in a disposition 
actually sleeping over his methodical and : no way favourable to his intentions ; their 
laboured composition. j nods, whispers, or drowsy behaviour, 

This method of preaching is, however, | showed him that there was no great profit 
by some called an address to reason,, and | to be expected from his sowing in a soil 
not to the passions; this is styled the ; so improper; however, he soon changed 
making of converts from conviction : but | the disposition of his audience by his 
such are indifferently accpiamted with manner of beginning. “ If,” says he, a 
human nature, wlio are not sensible, tliat , cause, the most important that could be 
men seldom reason about their debaiiche- ! conceived, were to be tried at the bar 
ries till they are committed. Reason is ■ beforequalifiedjudges— if this cause iiiter- 


Init a weak antagonist when headlong 
passion dictates ; \n all such cases we 


ested ourselves in particular — if the eyes 
of the whole kingdom were fixed upon 


should arm one passion against another : | the event — if the most eminent counsel 
it is with the human mhid as in nature, | were employed on both sides— and if we 
from the mixture of two opposites the | had heard from our infancy of this yet 
result is most frequently neutral tran- | undetermined trial,— would you not all 
quillity. I’hose who attempt to reason | sit with due attention, and warm expec- 
us out of our follies begin at the wrong tation, to the pleadings on each side? 
end, since tlie attempt naturally presup- would not . all your hopes and fears be 
poses us capable of reason; but to be hinged upon the final decision ? And yet, 
made capable of this is one great point of let me tell you, you have this moment a 
the cure. cause of miicli greater importance before 

There are but few talents requisite to you — a cause where not one nation, but 
become a popular preacher ; for the people all the world are spectators ; tried not 
are easily pleased, if they perceive any before a fallible tribunal, but the awful 
endeavours in the orator to please them ; throne of Heaven; where not your tem- 
the meanest qualifications will work this | poral and transitory interests are the sub- 
effect, if the preacher sincerely sets about | ject of debate, but your eternal happiness 
it. Feiiiaps little, indeed very little, more | or misery ; where the cause is still iinde- 
fs required than sincerity and assurance; | termined, but, perhaps, the very moment 
and a becoming sincerity is alu'ays certain j I am speaking may fix the irrevocable 
of producing a becoming assurance. “Si ^ decree that shall last for ever; and yet, 
vis mo Here, doiendum est primum tibi | notwithstanding all this, you can hardly 
ipsi” is so trite a quotation, that it almost ; sit with patience to hear the tidings of 
demands an apology to repeat it ; yet, | your own salvation : I plea'd the cause of 
though all allow the justice of the remark, I Heaven, and yet I am scarcely attended 
how few do we find put it in practice! | to,” &c. 

Oiir orators, witli the most faulty bash- 1 The style, the abruptness of a beginning 
fulness, seem impressed rather with an , like this, in the closet would appear ab- 
awe of their audience, than with a just surd ; but in the pulpit it is attended with 
respect for the truths they are about to j the most lasting impressions: that style 
deliver; they, of all professions, seem the j which in the closet might justly be called 
most bashful, who have the gi'eatest right | flimsy, seems the true mode of eloquence 
to glory in their commission. j here. I never read a line composition, 

The. French preachers generally assume | under the title of a smmon, that I do not 
all that dignity which becomes men who I think the author has miscalled his piece; 
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for the talents to be used in writing well 
entirely differ from those of speaking well. 
The qualifications for speaking, as has 
been already observed, are easily acquired ; 
they are accomplishments whidi may be 
taken up by every candidate who will be 
at the pains of stooping. Impressed ■with 
a sense of the truths he is about to deliver, 
a preacher disregards the applause or the 
contempt of his audience, and he insen- 
sibly assumes a just and manly sincerity. 
With this talent alone, we see what crowds 
are drawn around enthusiasts, even desti- 
tute of common sense; what numbers 
converted to Christianity, Folly may 
sometimes set an example for uTsdom to 
practise; and our regular divines may 
borrow instruction from even Metliodists, 
who go their circuits and preach prizes 
among the populace. Even Whitfield 
may be placed as a model to some 
of our young divines; let them join to 
their own good sense his earnest manner 
of delivery. 

It will be perhaps objected, that by 
confining the excellencies of a preacher 
to proper assurance, earnestness, and 
openness of style, I make the qualifica- 
tions too trifling for estimation : there will 
be something called oratory brought up 
on this occasion ; action, attitude, grace, 
elocution, may be repeated as absolutely 
necessary to complete the character. But j 
let us not be deceived ; common sense is 1 
seldom swayed by fine tones, musical | 
periods, just attitudes, or the display of a j 
white handkerchief; oratorial behaviour, 
except in very able hands indeed, gene- 
rally sinks into awkward and paltry 
affectation. 

It must be observed, however, that 
these rules are calculated only for him 
who would instruct the vulgar, who stand 
in most need of instruction; to address 
philosophers, and to obtain the character 
of a polite preacher among the polite— a 
much more useless, though more sought 
for character— requires a different method 
of proceeding. All I shall observe on 
this head is, to entreat the polemic divine, 
in his controversy wdth the deists, to act 
rather offensively than to defend; to push 
home the grounds of his belief, and the 
impracticability of theirs, ratlier than, to 


spend time in solving the objections of 
every opponent. “ It is ten to one,” says 
a late writer on the art of war, “ but that 
the assailant who attacks the enemy in 
his trenches is always victorious.” 

Yet, upon the whole, our clergy might 
employ themselves more to the benefit of 
society by declining all controversy, than 
by exhibiting even the profoundest skill in 
polemic disputes. Their contests with 
each other often turn bn speculative trifles ; 

! and their disputes with the deists are 
I almost at an end, since they can have no 
; more than victory ; and that they are 
; already possessed of, as their antagonists 
I have been driven into a confession of the 
I necessity of revelation, or an open avowal 
of atheism. To continue the dispute 
longer would only endanger it : the sceptic 
is ever expert at puzzling a debate which 
he finds himself unable to continue ; “ and, 
like an Olympic boxer, generally fights 
best when undermost.” 

ESSAY V. 

A Reverie at tJte Boar' s-Head Tavern^ East- 
cheap. 

The improvements we make in mental 
acquirements only render us each day more 
sensible of the defects of our constitution ; 
with this in view, therefore, let us, often 
recur to the amusements of youth, endea- 
vour to forget age and wisdom, and, as far 
as innocence goes, be as much a boy as 
the best of them. 

Let idle declaimers mourn over the 
degeneracy of the age : but in my opinion 
every age is the same. This I am sure of, 
that man in every season is a poor fretful 
being, with no other means to escape the 
calamities of the times but by endeavouring 
to forget them ; for if he attempts to resist, 
he is certainly undone. If I feel poverty 
and pain, I am not so hardy as to quarrel 
with the executioner, even while under 
correction : I find myself no way disposed 
to make fine speeches while I am making 
; wry faces. In a word, let me drink when 
: the fit is on, to make me insensible ; and 
j drink when it is over, for joy that I feel 
I pain no longer. 

I The character of old P^alstafF, even with 
; all his faults, gives me more consolation 
! than the most studied efforts of wisdom ; 
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I here behold an agreeable old fellow 
forgetting age, and showing me the way 
to be young at sixty-five. Sure I am well 
able to be as merry, though not so comical, 
as he. Is it not in my power to have, 
though not so much wit, at least as much 
vivacity ?~-Age, care, wisdom, reflection, 
begone— I give you to the winds ! Let’s 
have t’other bottle : here’s to the memory 
of Shakespeai'e, Falstaff, and all the merry 
men of Eastcheap ! 

Such were the reflections that naturally 
arose while I sat at the Boar’s-Head 
Tavern, still kept at Eastcheap. Here, 
by a pleasant fire, in the very room -where 
old Sir John Falstaff cracked his jokes, 
in the very chair which was sometimes 
honoured by Prince Henry, and sometimes 
polluted by his immoral merry companions, 
I sat and ruminated on the follies of youth ; 
wished to be young again, but was resolved 
to make the best of life while it lasted ; 
and now and then compared past and 
pref.2nt times together. 1 considered my- 
self as the only living representative of the 
old knight, and transported my imagina- 
tion back to the times when the Prince 
and he gave life to the revel, and made 
even debauchery not disgusting. The 
room also conspired to throw my reflec- 
tions back into antiquity : the oak floor, 
the Gothic windows, and the ponderous 
chimuey-piece, had long withstood the 
tooth of time ; the watchman had gone, 
twelve ; my companions liad all stolen off ; 
and none now remained with me but the 
landlord. From him I could have wished 
to know the history of a tavern that had 
such a long succession of customers ; I 
could not help thinking that an account of 
this kind would be a pleasing contrast of 
the manners of different ages : but my 
landlord could give me no information. 
He continued to cloze and sot, and tell a 
tedious story, as most other landlords 
usually do, and though he said nothing, 
yet was never silent ; one good joke fol- 
lowed another good joke ; and the best 
joke of all was generally begun towards 
the end of a bottle. I found at last, how- 
ever, his wine and his conversation operate 
by degrees : he insensibly began to alter 
hrs appearance ; his cravat seemed quilled 
into a ruff, and his breeches swelled out 


into a fardingale. I now fancied him 
changing sexes ; and as my eyes began to 
close in slumber, I imagined my fat land- 
lord actually converted into as fat a land- 
lady. However, sleep made but few 
changes in ray situation : the tavern, the 
apartment, ancT the table, continued as 
before : nothing suffered mutation but 
my host, who was fairly altered into a 
gentle-woman, whom I knew to be Dame 
Quickly, mistress of this tavern in the days 
of Sir John ; and the liquor we were 
I drinking seemed converted into sack and 
I sugar. 

j My dear Mrs. Quickly,” cried I, (for 
I I knew her perfectly well at first sight, ) 
“ I am heartily glad to see you. How 
have you left Falstaff, Pistol, and the rest 
of our friends below stairs ? Brave and 
hearty, I hope t In good sooth,” re- 
i plied she, “ he did deserve to live for ever ; 

'■ but he maketh foul work on’t where he 
I hath flitted. Queen Proserpine and he 
: have quarrelled for his attempting a rape 
upon her divinity ; and were it not that 
I slie still had bowels of compassion, it more 
than seems probalde he might have been 
' now sprawling in Tartarus.” 

I 1 now found that spirits still preserve 
■ the frailties of the flesh ; and that, ac- 
I cording to the laws of criticism and 
I dreaming, ghosts have been known to be 
' guilty of even more than platonic affection : 

; wherefore, as I found her too much moved 
! on such a topic to proceed, 1 was resolved 
I to change the subject, and desiring she 
I would pledge me in a bumper, observed 
I with a sigh, that our sack was nothing now 
j to what it was in former days. ‘DVh, Mrs. 

I Quickly, those were merry times when you 
; drew sack for Prince Flenry: men were 
; twice as strong, and twice as wise, and 
I much braver, and ten thousand times more 
; charitable, than now. Those were the 
times ! The battle of Agincourt was a 
victory indeed ! Ever since that we have 
only been degenerating ; and I have lived 
to see the day when drinking is no longer 
fashionable, when men wear clean shirts, 
and women show their necks and arms. 
All are degenerated, Mrs. Quickly ; and 
we shall probably, in another century, be 
frittered away into beaux or monkeys. Had 
. you been on eartli to sde what I have seem 
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it would congeal all the blood in your body | 
— your soul, I mean. Why, our very | 
nobility now have the intolerable arro- | 
gance, in spite of what is every day remon- : 
strated from the press— our very nobility, 1 
I say, have the assurance to frequent | 
assemblies, and presume to be as merry as I 
the vulgar. See, my very friends have 1 
scarcely manhood enough to sit to it till 
eleven ; and I only am left to make a 
night on’t. Prithee do me the favour to 
console me a little for their absence by the i 
story of your own adventures, or the history 
of the tavern where we are now sitting : I 
fancy the narrative may have something 
singular.” i 

‘^Observe this apartment,” interrupted i 
my companion ; “ of neat device, and 
excellent workmanship : in this room I 
have lived, child, woman, and ghost, more I 
than three hundred years. I am ordered | 
l>y Pluto to keep an annual register of | 
every transaction that passed here ; and 
I have whilome compiled three hundred 
tomes, which eftsoons may be submitted 
to thy regards.” — “None of your whi- 
lomes or eftsoons, Mrs. Quickly, if you 
please,” I replied : “I know you can talk 
every whit as well as I can ; for, as you 
have lived here so long, it is but natural to 
suppose you should learn the conversation 
of the company. Believe me, dame, at best 
you have neither too much sense nor too 
much language to spare ; so give me both 
as well as you can : but first, my service 
to you ; old women should water their 
clay a little now and then ; and now to 
your story. ” 

“The story of niy own adventures,” 
replied the vision, “is but short and un- 
satisfactory; for, believe me, hir. Rig- 
marole, believe me, a woman with a butt 
of sack at her ell)ow is never long-lived. 
Sir John’s death afflicted me to such a 
degree, that I sincerely believe, to drown 
sorrow, I drank more liquor myself than 
I drew for my customers : my grief was 
sincere, and the sack was excellent. The 
prior of a neighbouring convent, (for our 
priors then had as much power as a 
Middlesex Justice now,) he, I say, it was 
who gave me a licence for keeping a dis- 
ordei^y house, upon coiKlition that I should 
never make hard bargains with the clergy, 


that he should have a bottle of sack every 
morning, and the liberty of confessing 
which of my girls he thought proper in 
private every night. I had continued for 
several years to pay this tribute ; and he, 
it mjList be , confessed, continued as rigo- 
rously to exact it. I grew old insensibly ; 
my customers continued, however, to com- 
pliment my looks while I was by, but I 
could hear them say I was wearing when 
my back was turned. The prior, however, 
still was constant, and so were half his 
convent ; but one fatal morning he missed 
the usual beverage, for I had incautiously 
drunk over-night the last bottle myself. 
What will you have on’t ? The very next 
day Doll Tearsheet and I were sent to the 
house of correction, and accu.sed of keeping 
a low bawdy-house. In short, we were 
so well purified there with stripes, morti- 
fication, and penance, that we were after- 
wards utterly unfit for worldly conversation : 
though sack would have killed me, had I 
stuck to it, yet I soon died for want of a 
drop of something comfortable, and fairly 
left my body to the care of the beadle. 

“ vSuch is my own history ; but that of 
the tavern, where I have ever since been 
stationed, affords greater variety. In the 
histoiy of this, which is one of the oldest 
in London, you may view the different 
manners, pleasures, and follies of men at 
different periods. You will find mankind 
neither better nor worse now than for- 
merly ; the vices of an uncivili/.ed people 
are generally more detestable, though not 
so frequent as those in polite society. It 
is the same luxury which formerly stuffed 
your alderman with plum-porridge, and 
now crams him with turtle : it is the same 
low ambition that formerly induced a 
courtier to give up his religion to jffease 
his king, and now persuades him to give 
up his conscience to please his minister : it 
is the same vanity that formerly stained 
our ladies’ cheeks and necks with woad, 
and now paints them with carmine. Y our 
ancient Briton formerly powdered his hair 
with red earth like brick-dust, in order to 
appear frightful : your modern Briton cuts 
his hair on the crown, and plasters it with 
hog’s lard and flour; and this to make 
Mm look killing. It is the same vanity, 
the same folly, and the same vice, only 
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appearing different, as viewed through, the | 
glass of fashion. In a word, all mankind | 

are a ” ^ | 

“Sure the woman is dreaming,” inter- . 
rupted I. “ None of your reflections, Mrs. | 
Quickly, if you love me.; they only give ! 
me the spleen. Tell me your history at j 
once. I love stories, but hate reasoning.” | 
“If you please, then, sir,” returned my ! 
companion, I’ll read you an abstract j 
which I made of the three hundred volumes | 
I mentioned just now. _ ^ | 

“My body was no sooner laid in the i 
dust, than the prior and several of his | 
convent came to purify the tavern from 
the poliiiti<ms with which they said I had ; 
filled it Masses were said in every room, I 
relics were exposed upon every piece of; 
furniture, and the whole house washed 
with a deluge of holy water. My habi- 
tation was soon converted into a monastery; 
instead of customers now applying for sack ; 
and sugar, my rooms w’cre crowded with j 
images, relics, saints, whores, and friars ; I 
instead of being a scene of occasional 
debauchery, it was now filled with con- 
tinual lewtlness. The prior led the fiishion, 
and the whole convent imitated his pious 
example. Matrons came hither to confess | 
their sins, and to commit iieu': virgins 
came hither who seldom went virgins away. 
Nor was this a convent peculiarly wicked ; 
every convent at that period was equally 
fond of pleasure, and gave a boundless 
loose to appetite. 1'he laws allowed it ; 
each priest had a right to a favourite com- 
panion, and a power of discarding her as 
often as he pleased. The laity grumbled, 
quarrelled with their wives and daughters, 
hated their confessors -—and maintained 
tliem in opulence and ease. — These, these 
were happy times, Mr. Rigmarole ! these , 
were times of piety, bravery, and sim- ! 
plicity,” — “Not so very happy, neither,;! 
good madam ; pretty much like the present, ! 
— those that labour starve, and those that ! 
do nothing wear fine clothes, and live in ! 
luxury.” I 

“ Tn this manner the fathers lived for I 
some years without molestation ; they ! 
transgressed, confessed themselves to each i 
other, and were forgiven. One evening, ; 
Imwever, bur prior keeping a lady of dis- j 
tiiiction somewhat too long at confession, i 


her husband unexpectedly came upon 
them, and testified all the indignation 
which was natiu'al upon such an occasion. 
The prior assured the gentleman that it 
was the devil who put it into his heart; 
and the lady was very certain that she was 
under the influence of magic, or she could 
never have behaved in so unfaithful a 
manner. The husband, however, was not 
to be put off by such evasions, but sum- 
moned both before the tribunal of justice. 
His proofs were flagrant, and he expected 
large damages. Such, indeed, he had a 
right to expect, were the tribunals of those 
days constituted in the same manner as 
they are no\v. The cause of the priest 
was to be tried before an assembly of 
priests ; and a layman was to expect redress 
only from their impartiality and candour. 
What plea, then, do you think the prior 
made to obviate this accusation? He 
denied the fact, and challenged the plain- 
tiff to try the merits of their cause by 
single combat. It was a little hard, yon 
may be sure, upon the poor gentleman, 
not only to be made a cuckold, but to be 
obliged to fight a duel into the bargain ; 
yet such was the justice of the times. The 
prior threw down his glove, and the injured 
husband was obliged to take it up, in token 
of his accepting the challenge. Upon 
this the priest supplied his champion, for 
it was not lawful for the clergy to fight ; 
and the defendant and plaintiff, accoraing 
to custom, were put in prison : both 
ordered to fast and pray, every method 
being previously used to induce both to 
a confession of the truth. x\fter a month’s 
imprisonment, the hair of each was cut, 
their bodies anointed with oil, the field of 
battle appointed and guarded by soldiers, 
while his majesty presided over the whole 
in person. Both the champions were 
sworn not to seek victory either by fraud 
or magic. They prayed and confessed 
upon their knees ; and after these cere- 
monies, the rest was left to the courage 
and conduct of the combatants. As the 
champion whom the prior had pitched 
upon had fouglit six or eight times upon 
similar occasions, it was no way extra- 
ordinary to find him victorious in the 
present combat. »In short, the husband 
was discomfited ; he was taken from the 
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field of battle, stripped to his shirt, and 
after one of his legs had been cut off, as 
justice ordained ill such cases, he was 
hanged as a terror to future offenders. — 
These, these were the times, Mr. Rig- 
marole ! you see how much more just, and 
wise, and valiant, our ancestors were than 
us.”— ‘‘ I rather fancy, madam, that the 
times then were pretty much like our own ; 
where a multiplicity of laws give a judge 
as much power as a want of law, since he 
is ever sure to find among the number 
some to countenance his partiality.” 

“ Our convent, victorious over their 
enemies, now gave a loose to every demon- 
stration of joy. The lady became a nun, 
the prior was made a bishop, and three 
Wickliffites were burned in the illumina- 
tions and fireworks that were made on the 
present occasion. Our convent now began 
to enjoy a very high degree of reputation. 
There was not one in I^ondon that had 
the character of hating heretics so much 
as ours. Ladies of the first distinction 
chose from our convent their confessors. 
In short, it flourished, and might have 
flourished to this hour, but for a fatal 
accident which terminated in its over- 
throw. The lady, whom the prior had 
placed in a nunnery, and whom he con- 
tinued to visit for some time with great 
punctuality, began at last to perceive that 
she was^ quite forsaken. Secluded from 
conversation, as usual, she now entertained 
the visions of a devotee; found herself 
strangely disturbed ; but hesitated in 
determining whether she was possessed by 
an angel or a demon. She was not long 
in suspense ; for upon vomiting a large 
quantity of crooked pins, and finding the 
palms of her hands turned outward, she 
quickly concluded that she was possessed 
by the devil She soon lost entirely the 
use of speech ; and when she seemed to 
speak, everybody that was present per- 
ceived that her voice was not her own, 
Init that of the devil within her. In short, 
she was bewitched ; and all the difficulty 
lay in determining who it could be that 
bewitched her. The nuns and the monks 
all demanded the magician’s name, but 
the devil made no reply ; for he knew they 
had no authority to ask questions. By the 
rules of witchcraft, when an evil spirit has 


taken possession, he may refuse to answer 
any questions asked him, unless they are 
put by a bishop, and to these he is obliged 
to reply. A bishop, therefore, was sent 
for, and now the whole secret came out: 
the devil reluctantly owned that he was a 
servant of the prior ; that by his command 
he resided in his present habitation, and 
that without his command he was resolved 
to keep in possession. The bishop was 
an able exorcist ; he drove the devil out 
by force of mystical arms : the prior was 
arraigned for witchcraft; the witnesses 
were strong and numerous against him, 
not less than fourteen persons being by, 
wbo heard the devil- talk Latin. There 
was no resisting such a cloud of witnesses : 
the prior was condemned ; and he who had 
assisted at so many burnings, was burned 
himself in turn. — These were times, Mr. 
Rigmarole ! the people of those times were 
not infidels, as now, but sincere believers. ” 

• — “Equally faulty with ourselves; they 
believed w'hat the devil was pleased to 
tell them, and we seem resolved at last to 
I believe neither God nor devil” 

“After such a stain upon the convent, 
it was not to be supposed it could subsist 
any longer ; the fathers were ordered to 
decamp, and the house was once again 
converted into a tavern. The king con- 
ferred it on one of his cast mistresses ; she 
was constituted landlady by royal autho- 
rity ; and as the tavern was in the neigh- 
bourhood of the court, and the mistress a 
veiy polite woman, it began to have more 
business than ever, and sometimes took 
not less than four shillings a day. 

“ But perhaps you are desirous of know- 
ing what were the peculiar qualifications 
of a woman of fashion at that period ; and 
in a description of the present landlady 
you will have a tolerable idea of all the 
rest. This lady was the daughter of a 
nobleman, and received such an education 
in the country as became her quality, 
beauty, and great expectations. She could 
make shifts and hose for herself and all 
the servants of the family when she was 
twelve years old. She knew the names 
of the four-and-twenty letters, so that it 
was impossible to bewitch her; and this 
was a greater piece of learning than any 
lady in the whole country could pretend to. 
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She was always up early, and saw break- 
fast served in the great hall by six o’clock. 
At this scene of festivity she generally im- 
proved good humour by telling her dreams, 
relating stories of spirits, several of Avhich 
she herself had seen, and one of which she 
was reported to have killed with a black- 
hafted knife. From hence she usually 
went to make pastry in the larder, and 
here she was followed by her sweethearts, 
who were much helped on in conversation 
by struggling with her for kisses. About 
ten Miss generally went to play at hot- 
cockles and blind-man’s-biiff in the par- 
lour ; and when the young folks (for they 
seldom played at hot-cockles when grown 
old) were tired of such amusements, the 
gentlemen entertained Miss with the his- 
tory of their greyhounds, bear-baitings, 
and victories at cudgel-playing. If the 
weather was fine, they ran at the ring, and 
shot at butts ; while Miss held in her hand 
a ribbon, with which she adorned the con- 
queror. Her mental (qualifications were 
exactly fitted to her external accomplish- 
ments. Before she was fifteen she could 
tell the story of Jack the Giant Killer, 
could name every mountain that was 
inliahited by fairies, knew a witch at first 
.sight, and could repeat four Latin prayers 
without a pnainjiter. iler dress was per- 
fectly fashionable; her arms and her hair 
were completely covered ; a monstrous ruff 
was quit lamnd her neck, so that her head 
seemed like that of John the Baptist placed 
in a charger. In short, when completely 
eqiiipiK'd, her appearance was so very 
modest, that she discovered little more than 
lier nose. -These were the times, Mr. Rig- 
marole ! when every lady that had a good 
nose might set up for a beauty ; when every 
W(>man that cmild tell stories might be 
cried up for a, wit.” — “I am as much dis- 
pleased at those dresses which conceal too 
much as at tliose which discover too much : 
I am equally an enemy to a female dunce 
or a female pedant.” 

*‘You may be sure that Miss chose a 
husband with qualifications resembling 
her own : she pitched upon a courtier 
equally remarkable for hunting and drink- 
ing, who had given several proofs of his 
great virility among tlie daughters of his 
tenants and domestics. They fell in love 


at first sight (for such was the gallantry 
of the times), were married, came to 
court, and inadam appeared with superior 
qualifications. The king was struck with 
her beauty. All property was at the 
king’s command : the husband was 
obliged to resign all pretensions in his 
wife to the sovereign, whom God had 
anointed to commit adultery where he 
thought proper. The king loved her 
for some time ; but at length, repenting 
of his misdeeds, and instigated by his 
father-confessor, from a principle of con- 
science removed licr from his levee to 
the bar of this tavern, and took a new 
^ mistress in her stead. Let it not sur- 
I prise you to behold the mistress of a 
I king degraded to so liiimhie an office. 

I As the ladies had no mental accompHsh- 
I ments, a good face was enough to raise 
I them to the royal couch ; and she wliu 
was this day a royal mistress, might ilie 
next, when her beauty palled upon enjoy- 
ment, be doomed to infamy and want. 

“Under the care of this lady the 
tavern grew into great reputation ; the 
I courtiers had not yet learned to game, 

; but they paid it off by drinking : drunken- 
: ness is ever the vice of a barbarous, and 
; gaming of a luxurious age. They had 
I not such frequent entertainments as the 
' moderns have, but were more expensive 
i and more luxurious in those they had. 

; All their fooleries were more elaborate, 
i and more admired by the great and the 
I vulgar, than now. A courtier has been 
i known to spend his whole fortune at a 
! single feast, a king to mortgage his 
I dominions to furnish out the fripqjery of 
I a tournament. There were certain days 
I appointed for riot and debauchery, and 
I to^ be sober at such times was reputed a 
I crime. Kings themselves set the example ; 

I and I have seen monarchs, in this room, 

■ drunk before the entertainment was half 
; concluded.— These were the times, sir, 

I when kings kept mistresses, and got 
I drunk in public ; they were too plain 
i and simple in those happy times to hide 
I their vices, and act the hypocrite, as now.” 

I — “Lord! Mrs. Quickly,” interrupting 
i her, “ I expected to have heard a story, 

, and here you are going to tell me I know 
' not what of times and vices ; prithee let 
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me entreat tliee once more to wave 
reflections, and give thy history without 
deviation.” 

“No lady upon earth,” continued my 
visionary correspondent, “ knew how to 
put off her damaged wine or women with 
more art than she. When these grew 
flat, or those paltry, it was but changing 
the names ; the wine became excellent, 
and the girls agreeable. She was also 
possessed of the engaging leer, the chuck 
under the chin, winked at a double 
eniendre, could nick the opportunity of 
calling for something comfortable, and 
perfectly understood the discreet moments 
when to withdraw. The gallants of those 
times pretty much resembled the bloods 
of ours ; they were fond of pleasure, but 
quite ignorant of the art of refining upon 
it : thus a court bawd of those times 
resembled the common low-lived harri- 
dan of a modern bagnio. Witness, ye 
powers of debauchery, how often I have 
been present at the various appearances 
of drunkenness, riot, guilt, and brutality ! 
A tavern is the true picture of human 
infirmity : in history we find only one 
side of the age exhibited to our view ; but 
in the accounts of a tavern we see every 
age equally absurd and equally vicious. 

“ Upon this lady’s decease, the tavern 
was successively occupied by adventurers, 
bullies, pimps, and gamesters. Towards 
the conclusion of the reign of Henry VIL 
gaming was more universally practised in 
England than even now. Kings them- 
selves have been known to play off at 
Primero, not only all the money and 
jewels they could part with, but the very 
images in churches. The 1 ast H enry 
played away, in this very room, not only 
the four great bells of St. Paul’s Cathe- 
dral, but the fine image of St. Paul, which 
stood upon the top of the spire, to Sir 
Miles Partridge, who took them down 
the next day, and sold them by auction. 
Have you, then, any cause to regret 
being born in the times you now live? 
or do you still believe that human nature 
continues to run on, declining every age ? 
If we observe the actions of the busy 
part of mankind, your ancestors will be 
found infinitely more gross, servile, and 
even dishonest, than you. If, forsaking 


history, we only trace them in their hours 
of amusement and dissipation, we shall 
find them more sensual, more entirely 
devoted to pleasure, and infinitely more 
selfish. 

“ The last hostess of note I find upon 
record was Jane Rouse. She was born 
among the lower ranks of the people, and 
by frugality and extreme complaisance 
contrived to acquire a moderate fortune : 
this she might have enjoyed for many 
years, had she not unfortunately quarrelled 
with one of her neighbours, a woman who 
was in high rej^ute for sanctity through 
the whole parish. In the times of which 
I speak two women seldom quarrelled, 
that one did not accuse the other of witch- 
craft, and she who first contrived to vomit 
crooked pins was sure to come off vic- 
torious. The scandal of a modern tea- 
table differs widely from the scandal of 
former times : the fascination of a lady’s 
eyes at present is regarded as a compli- 
ment ; but if a lady formerly should be 
accused of having witchcraft in her eyes, 
it were much better, both for her soul and 
body, that she had no eyes at all. 

^‘In short, Jane Rouse was accused 
of witchcraft, and though she made the 
best defence she could, it was all to no 
purpose : she was taken from her own 
bar to the bar of the Old Bailey, con- 
demned, and executed accordingly. — 
These were times, indeed, when even 
women could not scold in safety, 

“ Since her time the tavern underwent 
several revolutions, according to the spirit 
I of the times, or the disposition of the 
reigning monarch. It was this day a 
brothel, and the next a conventicle for 
enthusiasts. It was one year noted for 
harbouring Whigs, and the next infamous 
for a retreat to Tories. Some years ago 
it was in high vogue, but at present it 
seems declining. This only may be 
remarked, in general, that whenever 
taverns flourish most, the times are 
then most extravagant and luxurious.”— 
“Lord ! Mrs. Quickly ! ’’ interrupted I, 
“ you have really deceived me ; I expected 
a romance, and here you have been this 
half hour giving me only a description of 
the spirit of the times : if you have 
nothing but tedious remarks to com- 
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municate, seelc some other hearer ; I am 
determined to hearken only to stories.” 

I had scarcely concluded, when my 
eyes and ears seemed open to my land- 
lord, who had been all this while giving 
me an account of the repairs he had 
made in the house, and was now got into 
the story of the cracked glass in the 
dining-room. 


ESSAY VI. 

Adventures of a strolling Player. 

I AM fond of amusement, in whatever 
company it is to be found ; and wit, though 
dressed in rags, is ever pleasing to me. 
I went some days ago to take a walk in 
St. James’s Park, about tlie hour in which 
cmnpany leave it to go to dinner. 'Pliere 
were but few' in the walks, and those who 
stayed .seemed, by their looks, rather more 
willing to forget that they had an appetite 
than gain one. I sat down on one of the 
benches, at the other end of which was 
seated a man in very shabby clothes. 

We continued to groan, to hem, and to 
cough, as usual upon such occasions ; and 
at last: ventured upon conversation. “ I 
beg pardon, sir,” cried I, “ but 1 think I 
have seen you before ; your face is familiar 
to me.” — “ Ves, sir,” replied he, “I have 
a good familiar face, as my friends tell 
me. ^ I am as well known in every town 
in England as the dromedary or live 
crocodile. You must understand, sir, that 
I have been these sixteen years Merry 
Andrew to a puppet-sliow ; last Bartlio- 
• lomew Fair my master and I quarrelled, 
l)eat each other, and parted ; he to sell 
his jmppets to the ]:>incushion-makers in 
Roseinary Lane, and I to starve in St. 
James’s Park.” 

“ I am sorry, sir, that a person of your 
appearance should labour under any diffi- 
culties.” “Oh, sir,” returned he, “my 
appearance is very much at your service ; 
but though I cannot boast of eating much, 
yet there are few that are merrier : if I 
had twenty thousand a year, I should be 
very meiTy ; and, thank the Fates, though 
not worth a groat, I am very merry still. 
If I have threepence in my pocket, I never 
refuse to be my three-haUpence ; and if I 
have no money, I never scorn to be treated 
by any that are kind enough to pay my 


I reckoning. What think you, sir, of a 
! steak and a tankard ? You shall treat me 
I now ; and I will treat you again, when I 
, find you in the Park in love with eating, 
and without money to pay for a dinner, ” 
As 1 never refuse a small expense for 
, the sake of a merry companion, we in- 
stantly adjourned to a neighbouring ale 
house, and in a few moments had a frothing 
^tankard and a smoking steak spread on 
! the table before us. It is impossible to 
' express how much the sight of such good 
; cheer improved my companion’s vivacity. 

■ “ I like this dinner, sir,” says he, “ for 
three reasons : first, because I am naturally 
fond of beef; secondly, because I am 
Iningry ; and, thirdly and lastly, because I 
get it for nothing : no meat eats so sweet 
as that for which we do not pay.” „ 

He therefore now fell to, and his appe- 
tite seemed to correspond with his inclina- 
tion. After dinner was oveiyhe observed 
that the steak was tough : “and yet, sir,” 
returns he, “ bad as it was, it seemed a 
riiiiip-steak to me. Oli, the delights of 
poverty and a good appetite I We ])eggars 
are the very fondlings of Nature ; the rich 
she treats like an arrant stepmother ; they 
are pleased witli nothing : cut a steak from 
what part you will, and it is insupportably 
tough ; dress it up with pickles, and even 
pickles cannot procure them an appetite. 
But the whole creation is filled witli good 
things for the beggar ; Calvert’s butt out- 
tastes Champagne, and Sedgeley’s home- 
, brewed excels Tokay. Joy, joy, my 
I blood ! though our estates lie nowhere, 
we have fortunes wherever we go. If an 
: inundation sweeps away half the grounds 
; of Cornwall, I am content — I have no 
I lands there ; if the stocks sink, that gives 
I me no uneasiness — I am no Jew.” The 
j fellow’s vivacity, joined to his poverty, I 
: own, raised my curiosity to know some- 
I thing of his life and circumstances ; and I 
' entreated that he would indulge my desire. 

; “ That I will, sir,” said he, “ and welcome ; 

' only let us drink to prevent our sleeping 
let us have another tankard while we are 
I awake — let us have another tankard ; for, 

, ah, how charming a tankard looks when 

I full ! 

j . “ You must know, then, that I am very 
j well descended : my ancestors have made 
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some noise in the world ; for my mother 
eried oysters, and my father beat a drum : 

I am told we have even had some trum- 
peters in our family. Many a nobleman 
cannot show so i*espectable a genealogy ; 
but that is neither here nor there. As I 
was their only child, my father designed 
to breed me up to his own employment, 
which was that of a drummer to a puppet- 
show. Thus the whole employment of 
my younger years was that of interpreter 
to launch and King Solomon in all his 
glor}^ But though my father was veiy 
fond of instructing me in beating all the 
marches and points of war, I made no 
very great progress, because I naturally 
had no ear for music ; so at the age of 
fifteen I went and listed for a soldier. 
As I had ever hated beating a drum, so I | 
soon found that I disliked carrying a : 
musket also ; neither the one trade nor 
the other was to my taste, for I was by 
nature fond of being a gentleman : besides, 

I was obliged to obey my captain : he has 
his will, I have mine, and you have yours ; 
now I very reasonably concluded, that it 
was much more comfortable for a man 
to obey his own wdll than another’s. 

“The life of a soldier soon, therefore, 
gave me the spleen. 1 asked leave to 
quit the service ; but as I was tall and 
strong, my captain thanked me for my 
kind intention, and said, because he had 
a regard for me, we should not part. I 
wrote to my father a very dismal penitent 
letter, and desired that he would raise 
money to pay for my discharge; but the 
good man was as fond of drinking as I 
was, —-sir, my service to you, — and those 
who are fond of drinking never pay for 
other people’s discharges ; in short, he 
never answered my letter. What could 
be done? If I have not money, said I to 
myself, to pay for my discharge, I must 
find an equivalent some other way ; and 
that must be by running away. I deserted, 
and that answered my purpose every bit 
as well as if I had bought my discharge. 

“Well, I was now fairly rid of my mili- 
tary employment; I sold my soldier’s 
clothes, bought worse, and, in order not to 
be overtaken, took the most unfrequented 
roads possible. One evening, as I was 
entering a village, I perceived a man, 


whom I afterwards found to be the curate 
of the parish, thrown from his horse in a 
miry road, and almost smothered in the 
mud. He desired my assistance ; I gave 
it, and drew him out with some difiiculty. 
He thanked me for my trouble, and was 
going off; but I followed him home, for I 
loved always to have a man thank me at 
his own door. The curate asked an 
hundred questions : as, whose son I was ; 
from whence I came ; and whether I 
would be faithful. I answered him greatly 
to his satisfaction, and gave myself one 
of the best characters in the world for 
sobriety, — sir, I have the honour of drink- 
ing your health, — disci’etion, and fidelity. 
To make a long story short, he wanted a 
servant, and hired me. With him I lived 
but two months; we did not much like 
each other : I >vas fond of eating, and he 
gave me but little to eat ; I loved a pretty 
girl, and the old woman, my fellow-servant, 
was ill-natured and ugly. As tliey en- 
deavoured to starve me between them, I 
made a pious resolution to prevent their 
I committing murder: I stole the eggs as 
j soon as they were laid ; I emptied eveiy 
unfinished bottle that I could lay my hands 
on; whatever eatable came in my \vo.y 
was sure to disappear, — in short, they 
found I would not do ; so 1 was discharged 
one moniing, and paid three shillings and 
sixpence for two months’ wages. 

“ While my money was getting ready, 
I employed myself in making prepara- 
tions for my departure. Two hens wei-t 
hatching in an outhouse — I went and took* 
the eggs from habit ; and not to separate 
the parents from the children, 1 lodged 
hens and all in my knapsack. After this 
piece of frugality, I returned to receive 
j my money, and with my knapsack on my 
I back, and a staff in my hand, I bade adieu, 

I with tears in my eyes, to my old bene- 
j factor. I had not gone far from the house 
I when I heard behind me the cry of ‘ Stop 
I thief ! ’ but this only increased my des- 
I patch : it would have been foolish to 
i stop, as I knew the voice could not be 
I levelled at me — But hold, I think I passed 
I those two months at the curate’s without 
I drinking. Come, the times are dry, and 
j may this be my poison, if ever I spent two 
’ more pious, stupid months in all my life J 
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“ Well, artertravellingsomeclays, whom is^ of 

should I light upon hut a comp, y ^ sceak and act as in common life is 
strolling playots! The “omen I ^ lot is it what people come 

them at a distance my heait "aim 1 _ ^ g j speaking, like sweet wme, 

them; I had a sort of r^nfglMy over the palate, and scarce 

everything of leaves^any teste behind it ; but beiiig high 

were employed m settling then > « t»art resembles vinegar, which grates 

which had been overturned m a naumv ^ ^ ^ feels it while he 

way ; I offered my assistance, ^ J \ To please in town or country 

accepted; and we soon became so well : “i| i^op 

acquainted, that they took me as attitudes mark the emphasis, slap the 

vant. This was a paradise to me; they ^ attiUides, 

sang, danced, drank, eah and ^tu , 

tMwXTwtiLdnever lived ^ applause-that is the way to 

till then; I grew as meriy p a gng, and ; received much reputation for 

laughed at every ^ our skill on this first exhibition, it was but 

They liked me as much as I liked them . , our sui o 

I was a very good ligure, “ I j’ | to myself ; I snuffed the candles.and let me 
and though I was pool, I was “0^‘- i ,, ^ j without a candle-snuffer the 

n loveastragghnghfeaboveaU^ ^ pfeVe would lose half its embellishments, 
f f r^i\vrn S and Sd r ^ ?u aiirLimer we continued a fortnight, 
bad; to be o-et it and and drew tolerable houses ; but the evening 

IlrTwhe^ departure we gave 

We arrived that evening at ; out our very best piece, m ^hiclv all our 

Serdeii and took a large room at the strength was to be exerted. ha 

GreV^und, where we resolved to exhibit great expectations frmn this, 

Romeo and Juliet, with the funeral pro- ; doubled our prices, when, behold, mie^o 
cession the grave, and the garden scene. ; the principal actors fell ill of a \ olent 
Komeo 4as to be performed by a gentle- | fever. This was a stroke like thunder to 
man from the Theatre Royal in Drury j our little company : tlieT weie lesolved 
l ane* Juliet by a lady who had never i to go in a body, to scold the man foi 
anpearid on any stage before ; and I was j falling sick at so inconvenient a time, ai d 
to snuff the candles; all excellent in our j that, too, of a disorder that 
wav. We had figures enough, but the [be expensive; I seized the moment, a^id 
diltlciilty was to dress them. The same j offered to act the part myself m 
coat that served Romeo, turned with the ; The case was desperate : they accepted 
blue lining outwards, served for his friend ; my offer: and I accordingly sat down 
Mercutio; a large piece of crape sufficed j with the part in my hand, and a tankarc 
at once for Juliet’s petticoat and pall ; a ^ before me, -- sir, your ^ health, — and 
pestle and mortar, from a neighbouring studied the character, which was to be 
apothecary’s, answered all the purposes rehearsed the next day, and played soon 
of a bell ; and our landlord’s own family, after. ; ^ 

wrapped in white sheets, served to fill up “ I found my memory excessively helped 
the procession. In short, there were but by drinking : I learned my part with 
three figures among us that might be said astonishing rapidity, and bade adieu to 
to be dressed with any propriety, —I mean i snuffing candles ever after. I found that 
the nurse, the starved apothecary, and Nature had designed me for more noble 
myself. Our performance gave universal employments, and I was resolved to take 
satisfaction: the whole audience were her when in the humour. We got together, 
enchanted with our powers. in order to rehearse ; and I informed my 

“There is one rule by which a strolling companions— masters now no longer— ot 
player may be ever secure of success; that the surprising change I felt within me. 
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‘ Let the sick man/ said I, ‘ be under no ; 
uneasiness to get well again ; I’ll fill his 
place to universal satisfaction : he may 
even die if he thinks proper; I’ll engage 
that he shall never be missed.’ I rehearsed 
before them, strutted, ranted, and received 
applause. They soon gave out that a new 
actor of eminence was to appear, and | 
immediately all the genteel places were 
1 bespoke. Before I ascended the stage, 
however, I concluded within myself, that 
as I brought money to the house I ought 
to have my share in the profits. ‘ Gentle- 
men,’ said I, addressing our company, *I 
don’t pretend to direct you ; far be it from 
j me to treat you with so much ingratitude : 
i you have published my name in the bills 

j with the utmost good nature, and, as 

affairs stand, cannot act without me : so, 

I gentlemen, to show you my gratitude, I 
j expect to be paid for my acting as much 
j as any of you; otherwise I declare off; 

I’ll brandish my snuffers and clip candles 
I as usual.’ This was a very disagreeable 
^ I proposal, but they found it was impossible 

! to refuse it ; it was irresistible,— it was 
1 adamant; they consented, and I went on 
] in King Bajazet— my frowning brows 
! bound with a stocking stuffed into a 

j' turban, while on my captived arms I 

brandished a jack -chain. Nature seemed 
to have fitted me for the part ; I was tall, 
and had a loud voice; my very entrance 
excited universal applause; I looked round 
on the audience with a smile, and made a 
most low and graceful bow, for that is 
the rule among us. As it was a very 
passionate part, I invigorated my spirits 
with three full glasses— the tankard is 
almost out — of brandy. By Alla! it is 
almost inconceivable how I went through 
it; Tamerlane was but a fool to me; 

I though he was sometimes loud enough ; 

I too, yet I was still louder than he ; but | 

1 then, besides, I had attitudes in abundance : 

in general I kept my arms folded up thus, 

I upon the pit of my stomach ; it is the way 

; at Drury-lane, and has always a fine effect, 

f The tankard would sink to the bottom 

before I could get through the whole of 
; my merits: in short, I came off like a 

i prodigy; and such was my success, that 

i I could ravish the laurels even from a sir- 

' loin of beef. The principal gentlemen 


and ladies of the town came to me, after 
the play was over, to compliment me 
upon my success: one praised my voice, 
another my person. / Upon ray word,’ 
says the Squirm’s lady, ‘ he will make one 
of the finest actors in Europe ; I say it, 
and I think I am something of a judge.’ 
Praise in the beginning is agreeable enough, 
and we receive it as a favour ; but when 
it comes in great quantities, we regard it 
only as a debt, which nothing but our 
merit could extort : instead of thanking 

I them, I internally applauded myself. We 
were desired to give our piece a second 
time: vre obeyed: and I was applauded 
even more than before. 

“ x\t last we left the town, in order to 
be at a horse-race at some distance from 
thence. I shall never think of Tenterden 
without tears of gratitude and respect. 
The ladies and gentlemen there, take my 
word for it, are very good judges of plays 
and actors. — Come, let us drink their 
healths, if you please, sir. We quitted 
the town, 1 say ; and there v’as a wide 
difference between my coming in and 
going out: I entered the town a candle - 
snuffer, and I quitted it an hero !— Such 
is the world : little to-day, and great to- 
morrow. I could say a great deal more 
upon that subject — something truly sub- 
lime, upon the ups and downs of fortune ; 
but it would give us both the spleen, ancl 
so I shall pass it over. 

The races were ended before we 
arrived at the next town, which was no 
small disappointment to our company; 
however, we were resolved to take all we 
could get. I played capital characters 
there too, and came off W' ith my usual 
brilliancy. I sincerely believe I should 
have been the first actor in Europe, had 
my growing merit been properly culti- 
vated; but there came an unkindly frost, 
which nipped me in the bud, and levelled 
me once more down to the common 
standard of humanity. I played Sir Harry 
Wildair; all the country ladies were 
charmed : if I but drew out my snuff-box, 
the whole house was in a roar of rapture ; 

I when I exercised my cudgel, I thought 

■ they would have fallen into convulsions, 

I There was here a lady who had 

received an education of nine months in 

‘ ' ■ 
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London, and thb gave her pretensions to j sable. Tlie -vvoinen now found themselves 
taste, which rendered her the indisputable I no longer shut up in separate apartments, 
mistress of tlie ceremonies wherever she ; but saw company, visited each other, and 
came. She was informed of my merits; ! were present at every entertainment, 
everybody praised me, yet she refused at | But as the la^vs to this^ effect Avere 
first going to see me perform. She could 1 directed to a savage people, it is aniusing 
not concm\’e, she said, anything but stuff | enough to sec the manner iu which lire 
from a stroller ; tafked something in praise ! ordinances ran. Assemldies were quite 
of Garrick, and amazed the ladies with j unknown among Uiem ; the Czarina was 
her skill iu enunciations, tones, and ca- satisfied with introducing them, for slic 
dences. vShe was at last, however, pre- found it impossible to render them polite, 
vailed iijion to go ; and it was privately An ordinance was therefore published, 
intimated to me what a judge was to be according to their notions of breeding; 
present at my next exhibition. However, which, as it is a curiosity, and has never 
no way intimidated, I came on in Sir before been printed, that we know of, we 
Harry, one hand stuck in my breeches, shall give our readers: 
and the other in my bosom, as usual at ^ 

Drury-laiie; hut instead of looking at nie, “I. The person at whose house the 
I perceived the whole audience had their assembly is to be kept shall signify the 
eve;, turned upon the lady who had been same by hanging out a bill, or by giving 
nine months in London ; from her they some other public notice, by way of 
expected the decision which was to secure advertisement to persmis of both sexes, 
the general’s truncheon in my hand, or H, The assembly shall not he open 
sink '“me <lown into a theatrical letter- sooner than four or five o’clock in the 
carrier. I opened my sniift'-box, took afternoon, nor continue longer than ten 
snuff; the lady w'as solemn, and so Avere at night. 

the rest; 1 broke my cudgel on Alderman “III. The master of the house shall 
Sraimcderh hack : still rdoonn', melan- not be obliged to meet his guests, or con- 


therest; 1 broke my cudgel on Alderman “HI. The master of the house shall 
Smuggler's hack ; still gloomy, melan- not be obliged to meet his guests, or con- 
cholyall - the lady groaned and shrugged duct them out, or keep them company; 
her sliouldcrs: I attempted, by laughing but, though he is exempt from all this, 
myself, to excite at least a smile ; but the he is to find them chairs, candles, liquors, 
devil a cheek could I perceive wrinkled and all other necessaries that company 
into sympathy : I found it avouIcI not do. niay ask for : he is likcAvise to provide 
All my good-humour now became forced ; them with cards, dice, and every necessary 
my Iirugliter Avas converted into hysteric for gaming. 

grinning; and while I pretended spirits, “IV, There sliall be no fixed hour for 


grinning; and while I pretended spirits, “IV, There sliall be no fixed hour for 
my e}'e show^xl tlie agony of my heart : coming or going aAvay ; it is enough for a 
iu short, the lady came Avith an intention person to appear in the assembly, 
to be displeased, and displeased she Avas ; “V. Every one shall be free to sit, 

my fimio expired; I am here, and — the walk, or game, as he ])leascs; nor shall 
tankard is no more 1 ” any one go about to hinder him, or take 
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any one go about to hinder him, or take 
exceptions at Avhat he docs, upon pain of 
emptying the great eagle (a pint bowl 


'ujinwii to he observed at a Russian full of brandy) : it shall likewise be suf- 


Asscitihly, 


\yHEN Catharina Alexowna was made the company. 


ficienl, at entering or retiring, to salute 


Empress of Russia, the women were in 
an actual state of bondage ; but she under- 


“ yi. Persons of distinction, noblemen, 
superior officers, merchants, and trades- 


took to introduce mixed assemblies, as in men of note, head workmen, especially 
other parts of Europe. She altered the carpenters, and persons employed in 
women’s dress by substituting the fashions chancery, are to have liberty to enter the 
of England; instead of furs, she brought assemblies; as likoAvise their wives and 
in the use of taffeta and damask, and children. 

cornets and commodes instead of caps of “ VH. A particular place shall be 
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assigned the footmen, except those of the give three pounds for a plate of green 
house, that there may be room enough in peas, which he had collected over-night 
the apartments designed for the assembly, as charity for a friend in distress ; he ran 
“VIII. No ladies are to get drunk into debt with everybody that would 
upon any pretence whatsoever; nor shall trust him, and none could build a sconce 
gentlemen be drunk before nine. better than he ; so that at last his credi- 

“ IX; Ladies who play at forfeitures, tors swore, with one accord, that The- 
questions and commands, &c. shall not would be hanged. 

be riotous : no gentleman shall attempt But as getting into debt by a man who 
to force a kiss, and no person shall offer had no visible means but impudence for 
to strike a woman in the assembly, under a subsistence is a thing that every reader 
pain of future exclusion.” is not acquainted with, I must explain 

that point a little, and that to his satis- 
Such are the statutes upon this occasion, faction, 
which, in their very appearance, carry an ; There are three ways of getting into 
air of ridicule and satire. But politeness debt : first, by pushing a face ; as thus : 
must enter every country by degrees; “ You, Mr. Lutestring, send me home 
and these rules resemble the breeding of six yards of that paduasoy, damme ; but,, 
a clown, awkward but sincere. harkee, don’t think I ever intend to pay 

you for it, damme.” At this the mercer 

ESSAY VIII. j laughs heartily ; cuts off the paduasoy,- 

BiograJ>hkal Memoir, supposed to he tvritten ; and sends it home ; lior IS he, till toO' 
by the Ordinary of Ne'ivgaie. i i^te, surprised to find the gentleman had. 

Man is a most frail being, incapable of : said nothing but the truth, and kept hlsi 
directing his steps, unacquainted with ^ word. 

what is to happen in this life ; and per- j The second method of running info 
haps no man is a more manifest instance ■ debt is called fineering ; which is getting 
of the truth of this maxim than Mr. The. ^ goods made in such a fashion as to be 
Cibber, just now gone out of the world. | unfit for every other purchaser, and if 
Such a variety of turns of fortune, yet I the tradesman refuses to give them on 
such a persevering uniformity of conduct, j credit, then threaten to leave them upon 
appears in all that happened in his short ! his hands. 

span, that the whole may be looked upon I But the third and best method is called 
as one regular confusion : every action of “ being the good customer.” The gentlc- 
his life was matter of wonder and surprise, man first buys some trifle, and pays for it 
and his death was an astonishment. in ready money ; he comes a few days 

This gentleman was born of creditable after with nothing about him but bank 
parents, who gave him a veiy good edii- bills, and buys, we will suppose, a six- 
cation and a great deal of good learning, penny tweezer-case ; the bills are too 
so that he could read and write before he great to be changed, so he promises to 
was sixteen. However, he early dis- return punctually the day after, and pay 
covered an inclination to follow lewd : for what he has bought. In this promise; 
courses: he refused to take the advice of j he is punctual, and this is repeated for 
his parents, and pursued the bent of his eiglit or ten times, till his face is well, 
inclination; he played at cards on Sun- known, and he has got at last the character' 
days ;y called himself a gentleman; fell of a good customer: by this means he- 
out with his mother and laundress ; and, gets credit for something considerable,, 
even in these early days, his father was and then never pays for it. 
frequently heard to observe, that young In all this the young man who is ;he 
The. 'u^ould be hanged. unhappy subject of our present reflections 

As he advanced in years, he grew more was very expert, and could face, fineer, 
fond of pleasure ; would eat an ortolan j and bring custom to a shop with any 
for dinner, though he begged the guinea j man in England : none of his companions 
that bought it; and was once known to , could exceed him in this ; and his vciy 
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the old inaii kept up the vices of youth ^ Sr to inflame the Won- 

%-n deu^s ^ ^ 

‘'TfdSww reldet^'l haSe ‘iSOTcliiS trth““ynaemaii’s opinion, 

wife and children ; you expect aii account | a nian '“P“= ^ 

' 3 ?w,2 
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^ “ ReX "‘Tflervey saith, “pause popular discontent. Were every British 
and out- and ponder and palise ; who subject of the ^ r^ 

knolls what thy own end may be !” j— 

rcc w TV more regarded by an ambitions piince 

hbbA\ iA. Magna F— ta, and the liberties of 

Kixiional Cojicord. England expire without a groan. Opposi- 

1 TAKE the liberty to communicate to the tion, when restrained within due bounds, 
Unc Xvloos/tlunights upon a subject is the sahdwious gale that yen ihtes the 
Which, though often handled, has not yet opinions of the people, TvhiUi m g 
in my opinion been fully discussed,-! othenvise stagnate into the most abject 
mean national concord, or unanimity, submission. Jt ma> be said to puiity 
winch in tliis kingdom has been generally atmosphere of politics ; to dispe tlic 
considered as a bare possibility, that gross ^ vapours raised by he 
■existed nowhere but in speculation. Such 1 of ministcnal^ artihce and coiiuptio , 
■an union is perhaps neither to be expected until the constitution, like a mighty lock, 
nor wished for in a country whose liberty stands full disclosed to the view of every 
■depends rather upon the genius of the individual who dwells within the snaclc ot 
people than upon any precautions which its protection. Even when this ga e 
they have taken in a constitutional way blows with augmented violence, it gene- 
for the guard and preservation of this 'rally tends to the advantage of the corn- 
inestimable blessing. monwealth : it awakes the apprehension. 

There is a very honest gentleman with and consequently arouses ail the laciUties 
whom I have liccn acquainted these thirty of the pilot at tlie helm, who redoubles 
years, during which there has not been his vigilance and caution, exeits^ Ins 
one speech uttered against the ministry in utmost skill, and, becoming acquainted 
parliament, nor struggle at an election for with the ‘nature of the navigation, m a 
a burgess to serve in the House of Com- little time learns to suit his canvas to the 
mons, nor a pamphlet published in opposi- roughness of the sea and the trim of the 
tion to any measure of the administration, vessel. Without these intervening storms 
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of opposition to exercise his faculties, he 
would become enervated, negligent, and 
presuraptuous ; and in the wantonness of 
his power, trusting to some deceitful 
calm, perhaps hazard a step that would 
wreck the constitution. Y et there is a 
measure in all things. A moderate frost 
will fertilize the glebe with nitrous 
particles, and destroy the eggs of perni- 
cious insects that prey upon the fancy of ^ 
the year : Vjut if this frost increases in 
severity and duration, it will chill the 
seeds, and even freeze up the roots of 
vegetables ; it will check the nloom, nip 
the buds, and blast all the promise of the 
spring. The vernal breeze that drives 
the fogs before it, that brushes the coli- 
webs from the l.)oughs, that fans the air, 
and fosters vegetation, if augmented to a 
tempest, will strip the leaves, overthrow 
the tree, and desolate the garden. The 
auspicious gale before which the trim 
vessel ploughs the bosom of the sea, 
while the mariners are kept alert in duty 
and in spirits, if converted into a hiuTi- 
cane, overwhelms the crew with terror 
and confusion. The sails are rent, the 
cordage cracked, the masts give way ; 
the master eyes the havoc with mute 
despair, and the vessel founders in the 
storm. Opposition, wdien confined within 
its proper channels, sw'eeps away those 
beds of soil and lianks of sand which 
corruptive power had gathered ; but 
when it overflows its banks, and deluges 
the plain, its course is marked by ruin 
and devastation. 

The opposition necessary in a free state, 
like that of Great Tritain, is not at all 
incompatible with that national concord 
which ought to unite the people on all 
emergencies in which the general safety 
is at stake. 1 1 is the jealousy of patriotism, 
not the rancour of party — the warmth of 
candour, not the virulence of hate — a 
transient dispute among friends, not an 
implacable feud that admits of no recon- 
ciliation. The history of all ages teems 
with the fatal effects of internal discord ; 
and were history and tradition annihilated, 
common sense would plainly point out 
the mischiefs that must arise from want 
of harmony and national union. Every 
schoolboy can have recourse to the fobJe 


of the rods, which, when united in a 
bundle, no strength could bend, but when 
separated into single twigs, a child could 
break with ease. 

ESSAY X./ 

Fetnale Warriors. 

I HAVE Spent the greater part of my life in 
making observations on men and things,, 
and in projecting schemes for the advan- 
tage of my country j and though my labours 
have met with an ungrateful return, I will 
still persist in my endeavours for its ser- 
vice, like that venerable, unshaken, and 
neglected patriot, Mr. Jacob Henriquez,. 
who, though of the Hebiw nation, hath 
exhibited a shining example of Christian 
fortitude and perseverance. And here my 
conscience urges me to confess, that tlie 
hint upon which the following proposals, 
are built was taken from an advertisement 
of the said patriot llenriquez, in which he 
gave the public to understand, that Heaven 
had indulged him with “ seven Iflessed 
daughters.” Blessed they are, no doubt, 
on account of their owm and their flither’s 
virtues ; but more blessed may they be, if 
the .scheme I offer should be adopted by the 
legi.slature. 

The proportion which the number of 
females born in these kingdoms V>ears to 
the male children is, I think, supposed to be 
as thirteen to fourteen ; but as women are 
not so subject as the other sex to accidents 
and intemperance, in numbering adults we 
shall find the balance on the female side. 
If, in calculating the numbers of the people, 
we take in the multitudes that emigrate to 
the plantations, whence they never return ; 
those that die at sea, and make their exit 
at Tyburn ; together with the consumption 
of the present by sea and land, in the 
Atlantic, Mediterranean, in the German 
and Indian Oceans, in Old France, New 
France, North America, the Leeward Is- 
lands, Gennany, Africa, and Asia, we may 
fairly state the loss of men during the war 
at one hundred thousand. If this he ihe 
case, there must be a superplus of the other 
sex, amounting to the same number, and 
: this superplus will consist of women able 
I to bear arms ; as I lake it for granted, that 
I all those who are fit to l)ear children are 
I likewise fit to bear arms. Now, as we 
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have seen the nation governed by old 
women, I hoj^e to make it appear, that it 
may be defended by young women : and 
surely this scheme will not be rejected as 
unnecessary at such a juncture {1762), 
when our armies, in the four quarters of 
the globe, are in want of recruits ; w^hen 
we find ourselves entangled in a new war 
with Spain, on the eve of a rupture in 
Italy, and, indeed, in a fair way of being 
obliged to make head against all the great 
potentates of Europe. 

But, before I unfold my design, it may 
be necessary to obviate, from experience, 
as well as argument, the objections which 
may be made to the delicate frame and 
tender disposition of the female sex, 
rendering them incapable of tlie toils, and 
insuperably averse to the horrors, of war. 
All the world has heard of the nation of 
Amazons, who inhabited the banks of the 
river Thermodon in Cappadocia, who 
expelled their men by force of arms, de- 
fended themselves by theii* own prowess, 
managed the reins of government, prose- 
cuted the operations in war, and held the 
other sex in the utmost contempt. We 
are informed by Homer that Penthesilea, 
([ueen of the Amazons, acted as auxiliary 
to Priam, and fell, valiantly fighting in his 
cause, before the walls of Troy. Quintus 
Curtius tells us, that Thalestris brought 
one hundred armed Amazons in a present 
to Alexander the Great. Diodorus Siculus 
expressly says there was a nation of female 
warriors in Africa, who fought against the 
Libyan Plercules, We read in tlie voyages 
of Columbus, that one of the Caribbee 
Islands was possessed by a tribe of female 
warriors, who kept all the neighbouring 
Indians in awe. But we need not go farther 
than our own age and country to prove, 
that the spirit and constitution of the fair 
sex are equal to the dangers and fatigues 
of war. Every novice who has read the 
authentic and important History of the 
Pirates is well acquainted with the exploits 
of two heroines, called Mary Read and 
Anne Bonny. I myself have had the 
honour to drink with Anne Gassier, alias 
Mother Wade, who had distinguished her- 
plf among the Buccaneers of America, and 
in her old age kept a punch-house, in Port- 
RoyaJ of Jamaica* 1 have likewise con- 


versed with Moll Davis, who had served 
as a dragoon in all Queen Anne’s wars, 
and was admitted on the pension of Chel- 
sea. The late war with Spain, and even 
the present, hath produced instances of 
females enlisting both in the land and sea 
service, and behaving with remarkable 
bravery in the disguise of the other sex. 
And who has not heard of the celebrated 
Jenny Cameron, and some other enterpri- 
sing ladies of North Britain, who attended 
a certain Adventurer in ali bis expeditions, 
and headed their respective clans in a 
military character ? That strength of body 
is often equal to the courage of mind im- 
planted in the fair sex will not be denied 
by those who have seen the waterwomen 
of Plymouth ; the female drudges of Ire- 
I Iand,%Vales, and Scotland; thefishwomen 
I of Billingsgate ; the weeders, podders, and 
hoppers who swarm in the fields ; and the 
hunters who swagger in the streets of 
London ; not to mention the indefatigable 
trulls who follow the camp,' and keep up 
with the line of march, though loaded with 
bantlings and other baggage. 

There is scarcely a street in this metro- 
polis ^without one or more viragos, wdio 
I discipline their husbands and domineer 
I over the whole neighbourhood. Many 
! months are not elapsed since I was witness 
to a pitched battle between two athletic 
females, who fouglit with equal skill and 
fury until one of them gave out, after having 
sustained seven falls on the hard stones. 
They were both stripped to the under 
petticoat; their breasts were carefully 
swathed with handkerchiefs; and as no 
vestiges of features were to be seen in 
either when I came up, I imagined the 
combatants were of the other sex, until a 
bptander assured me of the contrary, 
giving me to understand, that the con- 
queror had lain in about five weeks of twin- 
bastards, begot by her second, who was 
an Irish chairman. When I see the 
avenues of the Strand beset every night 
with troops of fierce Amazons, who, with 
dreadful imprecations, stop, and beat, and 
plunder passengers, I cannot help wishing 
that such martial talents were converted 
to the benefit of the public ; and that those 
who were so loaded with temporal fire, 
and so little afraid of eternal fire, should, 
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instead of ruining the souls and bodies of 
their fellow-citizens, be put in a way of 
turning their destructive qualities against 
the enemies of the nation. 

Having thus demonstrated that the fair 
sex are not deficient in strength and reso- 
lution, I would humbly propose, that as 
there is an excess on their side in quantity 
to the amount of one hundred thousand, 
part of that number may be employed in 
recruiting the army, as well as in raising I 
thirty new Amazonian regiments, to be 
commanded by females, and serve in 
regimentals adapted to their sex. The 
Amazons of old appeared with the left 
breast bare, an open jacket, and trowsers 
that descended no farther than the knee ; 
the right breast was destroyed, that it 
might not impede them in bending the 
bow, or darting the javelin : but there is 
no occasion for this cruel excision in the 
present discipline, as we have , seen in- 
stances of women who handle the musket, 
without finding any inconvenience from 
that protuberance. 

As the sex love gaiety, they may be 
clothed in vests of pink satin, and open 
drawers of the same, with buskins on their 
feet and legs, their hair tied behind, and 
floating on their shoulders, and their hats 
adorned with white feathers : they may 
be armed with light carbines and long 
bayonets, without the encumbrance of 
swords or shoulder-belts, I make no 
doubt but many young ladies of figure and 
fashion will undertake to raise companies 
at their own expense, provided they like 
their colonels ; but I must insist upon it, 
if this scheme should be embraced, that 
hlx*. Henriquez’s seven blessed daughters 
may be provided with commissions, as the 
project is in some measure owing to the 
hints of that venerable patriot. I, more- 
over, give it as my opinion, that Mrs. Kitty 
Fisher shall have the command of a 
battalion, and the nomination of her own 
officers, provided she will warrant them 
all sound, and be content to wear proper 
badges of distinction. 

A female brigade, properly disciplined 
and accoutred, would not, I am persuaded, 
be afraid to charge a numerous body of 
the enemy, over whom they would have a 
manifest advantage ; for if the barbarous 


Scythians were ashamed to fight with the 
Amazons who invaded them, surely the 
French, who pique themselves on their 
■ sensibility and devotion to the fair sex, 
would not act upon the offensive against 
a band of female warriors, arrayed in all 
the charms of youth and beauty, 

ESSAY XL 

Natio7ml Prejudices. 

As I am one of that sauntering tribe of 
mortals who spend the greatest part of 
their time in taverns, coffee-houses, and 
other places of public resort, I have there- 
by an opportunity of observing an infinite 
variety of characters, which to a person 
of a contemplative turn is a much higher 
entertainment than a view of all the curi- 
: osities of art or nature. In one of these 
I my late rambles I accidentally fell into a 
company of half a dozen gentlemen, who 
were engaged in a warm dispute about 
some political affair, the decision of which, 
as they were equally divided in their senti- 
ments, they thought proper to refer to me, 
which naturally drew me in for a share of 
the conversation. 

Amongst a multiplicity of other topics, 
we took occasion to talk of the different 
characters of the several nations of Europe; 
when one of the gentlemen, cocking his 
hat, and assuming such an air of im- 
portance as if he had possessed all the 
merit of the English nation in his own 
person, declared, that the Dutch were a 
parcel of avaricious wretches ; the French 
a set of flattering sycophants; that the 
Germans were drunken sots, and beastly 
gluttons; and the Spaniards proud, 
haughty, and surly tyrants; but that in 
bravery, generosity, clemency, and in 
every other virtue, the English excelled 
all the world. 

^ This very learned and judicious remark 
j was received with a general smile of ap- 
I probation by all the company — all, I mean, 
but your humble servant, who, endeavour- 
ing to keep my gravity as well as I could, 
and reclining my head upon my arm, 

I continued for some time in a posture of 
I affected thoughtfulness, as if 1 had been 
j musing on something else, and did not 
I seem to attend to the subject of conver- 
sation; hoping by this means to avoid 
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the disagreeable necessity of explaining and ridiculous nature of national pi ejudice 
myself, aiid thereby depriving the gentle- and prepossession. 

man of his imaginary happiness. Among all the 1 among sayings oi 

But my pseudo-patriot had no mind to antiquity, there is none that does gieatei 
let me escape so easily. Not satisfied honour to the author, or affords greatei 
that his opinion should pass without con- pleasure to the reader, (at least if he be 
tradiction, he was determined to have it a person of a generous ami benevolent 
ratified by the suffrage of every one in the heart,) than that of the philosopher ^vho, 
company ; for which purpose, addressing being asked what countryman he 
himself to me with an air of inexpressible replied, that he was ‘ a citi2en of the 
confidence, he asked me if I was not of world.” How few are there to be found 
the same wav of thinking. As I am never in modern times who can say the same, 
forward in giving my opinion, especially j or whose conduct is consistent with such 
when 1 have reason to believe that it will i a profession ! We are now' become so 
not be agreeable; so, when I am obliged | much Englishmen, Frenchmen, Dutch- 
to give U, I always hold it for a maxim | men, Spaniards, or Germans, that we are 


to speak my real sentiments. I therefore 
told him that, for my own part, I .should 
not have ventured to talk in such a 
peremptory strain unless I had made the 
tour of Europe, and examined the maimers 
of these several nations with great care 
and accuracy; that perhaps a more im- 
partial judge would not scruple to affirm, 


no longer citizens of the world ; so much 
the natives of one particular spot, or 
members of one petty society, that we no 
longer consider ourselves as the genera! 
inhabitants of the globe, or members of 
that grand society which comprehends 
the whole human kind. 

Did these prejudices prevail only among 


that the Dutch were more frugal and in- the meanest and lowest of the people, 
dustrious, the Ih-ench more temperate perhaps they might be excused, as they 
and polite, the Germans more hardy and have few, if any, opporlimities of correct- 
patient of labour and ffitigiic, and' the ing them by reading, travelling, or con- 
Spaniard.s more .staid and sedate, than versing with foreigners: but the misfortune 
the English ; who, though undoubtedly is, that they infect the minds, and influence 
brave and generous, were at the same the conduct, even of our gentlemen ; of 
time rash, headstrong, and impetuous; those, I mean, who have every title to 
too apt to he elated with prosperity, and this appellation but an exemption from 
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prejudice, which, however, in my opinion, 


I. could easily perceive, that all the ought to be regarded as the characteristical 
company began to regard me with a mark of a gentleman; fm- let a man’s 
jealous eye before I had finished my birth be ever so high, his station ever so 
answc‘r, which 1 had no .sooner done, than exalted, or his fortune ever so large, yet 
the patriotic gentleman observed, with a if he is not free from national and other 
contemptuous sneer, that he was greatly prejudices, I should make bold to tell 
surprised how some people could have him, that he had a low and vulgar mind, 
the conscience to live in a country which and had no just claim to the character of 
they did not love, and to enjoy the pro- a gentleman. And, in fact, you will 
tection of a government to which in always find that those are most apt to 
their hearts they were inveterate enemies, boast of national merit, who have little 
Finding that by this modest declaration or no merit of their own to depend on ; 
of my sentiments I had forfeited the good than which, to be sure, nothing is more 
opinion of_my companioirs, and given natural: the slender vine twi.sts around 
them occasion to call my political prin- the sturdy oak, for no other reason in the 
ciples in question, and well knowing that world but because it has not strength 
it was in vain to argue with men who sufficient to support itself, 
were so very full of themselves, 1 threw Should it he alleged in defence of na- 
down my reckoning and retired to my j tional prejudice, that it is the natural and 
own lodgings, reflecting on the absurd ^ necess.ary growth, of love to our country, 
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and that therefore the former cannot be 
destroyed without hurting the latter, I 
answer that this is a gross fallacy and 
; ■ delusion. That it is the growth of love 
to our country, T will allow ; but that it 
is the natural and necessary growth of it, 

I absolutely deny. Superstition and en- 
thusiasm, too, are the growth of religion ; 
but who ever took it in his head to affirm, 
that they are the necessary growth of this 
noble principle? They are, if you will, 
the bastard sprouts of this heavenly plant, 
but not its natural and genuine branches, 
and may safely enough be lopped off, 
without doing any harm to the parent 
stock : nay, perhaps, till once they are 
lopped off, this goodly tree can never 
i flourish in perfect health and vigour. 

Is it not very possible that I may 
love my own country, 'without hating the 
natives of other countries? that 1 may 
; exert the most heroic bravery, the most 
j undaunted resolution, in defending its 
f laws and liberty, without despising all 
the rest of the world as cowards and pol- 
troons? Most certainly it is ; and if it 
were not — But why need I suppose what 
is absolutely impossible? — But if it were 
not, I must own I should prefer the title | 
of the ancient philosopher, viz. a citizen l 
of the world, to that of an Englishman, a ! 
I Frenchman, an European, or to any other ' 

|| appellation whatever. 

|j ESSAY XII. 

if- ' Taste, 

; Amidst the frivolous pursuits and per- 
nicious dissipations of the present age a 
■j respect for the qualities of the under- 

standing still prevails to such a degree, 
that almost every individual pretends to ' 
have a taste for the Belles Lettres. The 
spruce apprentice sets up for a critic, and 
the puny beau piques himself upon being 
a connoisseur. Without assigning causes 
i for this universal presumption, we shall 

proceed to observe, that if it was attended 
with no other inconvenience than that of 
j exposing the pretender to the ridicule of 
those few who can sift his pretensions, it 
might be unnecessary to undeceive the 
public, or to endeavour at tlie reformation 
' of innocent folly, productive of no evil to 
the commonwealth. But in reality this 
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folly is productive of manifold evils to the 
community. If the reputation of taste can 
be acquired, without the least assistance 
of literature, by reading modern poems 
and seeing modern plays, what person 
will deny hiinself the pleasure of such an 
easy qualification ? Hence the youth of 
both sexes are debauched to diversion, 
and seduced from much more profitable 
occupations into idle endeavours after 
literary fame ; and a superficial, false taste, 
founded on ignorance and conceit, takes 
possession of the public. The acquisition 
of learning, the study of nature, is neg- 
i lected as superfluous labour ; and the best 
I faculties of the mind remain unexercised, 

' and indeed unopened, by the pow'er of 
thought and reflection. False taste will 
not only diffiise itself through all oin 
amusements, but even influence our moral 
and political conduct; for what is false 
taste but want of perception to discern 
propriety and distinguish beauty? 

It has often been alleged, that taste is 
a natural talent, as independent of art as 
strong eyes or a delicate sense of smelling ; 
and, without all doubt, the principal in- 
gredient in the composition of taste is a 
natural sensibility, wnthout which it cannot 
exist : but it differs from the senses in this 
particular, that they are finished by nature, 
whereas taste cannot be brought to perfec- 
tion without proper cultivation ; for taste 
pretends to judge, not only of nature, but 
also of art; and that judgment is founded 
upon observation and comparison. 

What Horace has said of genius is still 
more applicable to taste : 

Natura fieret laudabile carmen, _ an arte, 
Quscsitum est. Ego nec studium sine divite 
vena, 

Nec rude quid prosit video ingenium: alter! us 
sic 

Altera poscit opem res, et conjurat amicfe, 

Hor. Art. Taet. 

'Ti.s long disputed, whether jjoets claim 
From art or nature their best right to fame. 
Rut art^ if not enriched by nature's vein, 

And a rude genius of uncultured strain, 

Are useless both ; but when in friendship joined, 
A mutual succour in each other find. 

Francis. 

I We have seen shine without the 

help of arty but must be cultivated by 
art before it will produce agreeable fruit. 
This, however, we must still inculcate with 
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Ouintilian, that study, precept, and obser- the mathematics, without being able to 
vation will nought avail, without the comprehend a demonstration of Euclid ; 

'■ assistance of nature : because his mind conceives in a peculiar 

ji ‘ ^ _ manner, and is so intent upon contempla- 

lUud tamen imprimis testandum est, nihil object ill one particular point of 

i capw tuque urtes Valero, n.s. adjuvaiUe natura. 

Vet even though nature has done her ' other. We have known an instance of a 

^ part by implanting the seeds of taste, | boy, who, while his master complained 

!' great pains must be taken, and great skill ' that he had not capacity to comprehend 

I kerted, in raising them to a proper pitch the properties of a right-angled triangle, 

■ f- of vegetation. The judicious tutor must had actually, m private, by the power of 

f gradually and tenderly unfold the mental his genius, formed a mathematical system 

I faculties of the youth committed to his of his own, discovered a series of curious 

I charge. He must cherish his delicate theorems, and even applied his deductions 

f ’ perception ; store his mind with proper to practical machines of surprising con- 

' '' itleas ; point out the different channels of struction. Besides, in the education of 

I observation; leach him to compare objects; youth we ought to remember, that some 

I to establish the limits of right and wrong, i capacities are like the//r^2:/;mw/<3:,---they 

|i of truth and falsehood; to distinguish I soon blow, and soon attain to all the degree 

|: beauty from tinsel, and grace from affecta- | of maturity which they are capable of 

tion : in a word, to strengthen and improve | acquiring ; while, on the other hand, there 
by culture, experience, and instruction | are geniuses of slow growth, that are late 
those natural powers of feeling and saga- | in bursting the bud, and long in ripening; 
city which constitute the faculty called Yet the first shall yield a faint blossom and 
taste, and enable the professor to enjoy the insipid fruit ; whereas the produce of the 
delights of the Belles Lettres. other shall be distinguished and admired 

We cannot agree in opinion with those for its well concocted juice and exquisite 
who imagine, that nature has been equally flavour. We have known a boy of five years 
Axvourabie to all men, in conferring upon of age surprise everybody by playing on the 
them a fundamental capacity, which may violin in such a manner as seemed to pro- 
be improved to all the refinement of taste ! mise a prodigy in music. He liad all the 
and criticism. Every day’s experience : assistance that art could afford; by the age 
convinces us of the contrary. Of two I of ten his genius was at the ; yet after 
youths educated under the same preceptor, I that period, notwithstanding the most 
instructed with the same care, and culti- i intense application, he never gave the least 
vated with the same assiduity, one shall ■ signs of improvement. At six he was 
not only comprehend, but even anticipate, I admired as a miracle of music ; at six- 
the lessons of his master, by dint of natural i and -twenty he was neglected as an ordinaiy 
discernment, while the other toils in vain j fiddler. The celebrated Dean Swift was 
to imbibe the least tincture of instruction. ; a remarkable instance in the other extreme. 
Such, indeed, is the distinction between | He was long considered as an incorrigible 
genius and stupidity, which every man has I dunce, and did not obtain his degree at the 
an opportunity of seeing among his friends I Umversitybiit^’x.^t’an’//^gr«*k ; yet when 
and acquaintance. Not that we ought too ! his powers began to unfold, he signalized 
hastily to decide upon the natural capaci- i himself by a very remarkable superiority 
ties of children, before we have maturely ! of genius. When ayouth therefore appears 
considered the peculiarity of disposition, j dull of apprehension, and seems to derive 
and the bias liy which genius may be | no advantage from study and instructiou, 
strangely warped from the common path ; die tutor must exercise his sagacity in 
of education. A youth incapable of retain- ; discovering whether the soil be absolutely 
ing one rule of grammar, or of acquiring the ! barren, or sown with seed repugnant to its 
least knowledge of the classics, may never- | nature, or of such a quality as requires 
theirs make great progress in mathematics repeated culture and length of time to 
^jiay, he may have a strong genius for ! §et its juiges m fermentapoin Thes^ 
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observations, however, relate to capacity in forcibly warped from the bias of nature, 
general, which we ought cai*efully to dis- and all simplicity in manners is rejected, 
tinguish from taste. Capacity implies the We are taught to disguise and distort our 
power of retaining what is received ; taste sentiments, until the faculty of thinking is 
is the Dower of relishing or rejecting diverted into an unnatural channel ; and 
whatevCT is offered for the entertainment we not only relinquish and forget, but also 
of the imagination. A man may have become incapable of, our original dispo- 
capacity to acquire what is called learning sitions. We are totally changed into 
and philosophy j but he must have also creatures of art and afectation. Our 
sensibility before he feels those emotions perception is abused, and even our senses 
with which taste receives the impressions are perverted. Our minds lose their native 
of beauty. force and flavour. The imagination, 

Natural taste is apt to be seduced and sweated by artificial fire, produces nought 
debauched by vicious precept and bad but vapid bloom. The genius, instead of 
example. There is a dangerous tinsel in growing like a vigorous tree, extending 
false taste, by which the unwary mind and its branches on every side, and bearing 
young imagination are often fascinated, delicious fruit, resembles a stunted yew, 
Nothing has been so often explained, and tortured into some wretched form, pro- 
yet so little understood, as simplicity in I jecting no shade, displaying no flower, 
writing. Simplicity, in this acceptation, | diffusing no fragrance, yielding no fruit, 
has a larger signification than either the ; and affording nothing but a barren conceit 
6 xX 6 ov of the Greeks or the simplex of ; for the amusement of the idle spectator, 
the Latins ; for it implies beauty. It is j Thus debauched from nature, how can 
the dirkSov Ka\ li^vv of Demetrius Phale- | we relish her genuine productions ? As 
reus, the of Horace, ancl : well might a man distinguish objects 

expressed by one word, naivete, in the ■ through a prism, that presents nothing 
French language. It is, in fact, no other j but a variety of colours to the eye ; or a 
than beautiful nature, without affectation ! maid pining in the green sickness prefer a 
or extraneous ornament. In statuary it , biscuit to a cinder. It has been often 
is the Venus of Medicis ; in architecture ' alleged, that the passions can never be 
the Pantheon. It would be an endless ; wholly deposited, and that by appealing 
task to enumerate all the instances of this ! to these a good writer will always be 
natural simplicity that occur in poetry and i able to force himself into the hearts of his 
painting, among the ancients and moderns. | readers : but even the strongest passions 
We shall only mention two examples of it, I are weakened-— nay, sometimes totally 
the beauty of which consists in the pathetic. | extinguished — by mutual opposition, dis- 
Anaxagoras the philosopher, and pre- I sipation, and acquired insensibility. How 
ceptor of Pericles, being told that both | often at the theatre is the tear of sympathy 
his sons were dead, laid his hand upon his | and the burst of laughter repressed by a 
heart, and, after a short pause, consoled j ridiculous species of pride, refusing appro- 
himself with a reflection couched in three ! bation to the author and actor, and 
words, 7e7€vj/j7/ccis,“ I knew I renouncing society wdth the audience! 

they w'^ere mortal.” The other instance ; This seeming insensibility is not owing to 
w'e select from the tragedy of Macbeth, any original defect. Nature has stretched 
The gallant Macduff, being informed that the string, though it has long ceased to 
his wfife and children were murdered by vibrate. It may have been displaced and 
order of the tyrant, pulls his hat over his distracted by the violence of pride ; it 
eyes, and his internal agony bursts out may have lost its tone through long 
into an exclamation of four words, the disuse, or be so twisted or overstrained as 
most expressive perhaps that ever were to produce the mo.st jaiTing discords, 
uttered : “ He has no children.” This is If so little regard is paid to nature wdien 
the energetic language of simple nature, she knocks so po-sverfully at the breast, 
wdiich is now' growm into disrepute. By she must be altogether neglected and 
the present mode of education we are despised in her calmer mood of serene 
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tranquillity,' when nothing appears to It will prefer Ovid to Tibullus, and the 
recommend her but simplicity, propriety, rant of Lee to the tenderness of Otway, 
and innocence. A person must have The soul sinks into a kind of sleepy 
lelicate feelings that can taste the idiotism, and is diverted by toys and 
celelunted repartee in Terence : “ Homo baubles, which can only be pleasing to 
sum ; nihil hiimani a me alienum puto,” the most superficial curiosity.' It is 
— “ I am a man ; therefore think I have enlivened by a quick succession of trivial 
an interest in every tiling that concerns objects, that glisten and dance before the 
humanity.” A clear blue sky, spangled eye, and, like an infant,- is kept awake 
with stars, will prove an insipid object to and inspirited by the sound of a rattle, 
eyes accustomed to the glare of torches It must not only be dazzled and aroused, 
and tapers, gilding and glitter j eyes that but also cheated, hurried, and perplexed, 
will turn with disgust from the green by the artifice of deception, business, 
mantle of the spring, so gorgeously intricacy, and intrigue,— a kind of low 
adorned with buds and foliage, flowers juggle, which may be termed the leger^ 
and blossoms, to contemplate a gaudy demain^f genius. 

silken robe, striped and intersected with In this state of depravity the mind 
unfriendly tints, that fritter the masses of cannot enjoy, nor indeed distinguish, tlie 
liglit, and distract the vision, pinked into charms of natural and moral beauty and 
the most flmtastic forms, flounced, and decorum. The ingenuous blush of native 
furbelowed, and fringed with all the innocence, the plain language of ancient 
littleness of art unknown to elegance. faith and sincerity, the cheerful resigna- 
Those ears that are offendkl by the tion to the will of Heaven, the mutual 
notes of tlie tlirush, the blackbird, and affection of the charities, the voluntary 
the nightingale will he regaled and respect paid to superior dignity or station, 
ravished by the squeaking tiddle, touched the virtue of beneficence, extended even 
by a musician who has no oilier genius to the brute creation — nay, the very 
than that which lies in his fingers : they crimson glow of health, and swelling lines 
wall even lie entertained with the rattling of beauty, are despised, detested, scorned, 
of coaches, and the alarming knock by and ridiculed, as ignorance, rudeness, 
which the doors of fashionable people are rusticity, and superstition. Thus we see 
so loudly distinguished. The sense of how^ moral and natural lieauty are con- 
smelling that delights in the scent of nected, and of w'hat importance it is, 
excrementitious animal juices, such as even to tlie formation of taste, that the 
musk, civet, and urinous salts, will loathe manners should be severely superintended, 
the fragrance of new mown hay, the Tliis is a task which oiiglit to take the 
sw'eelbrier, the honeysuckle, and the rose, lead of science : for we will venture to 
The organs that are gratified with the say, that virtue is the foundation of taste ; 
taste of .sickly veal bled into a palsy, or rather, that virtue and taste are built 
crammed fowls, and dropsical brawn, peas upon the same foundation of sensiliility, 
■without substance, jieaches without taste, and cannot be disjoined wdthout offering 
and pine-apples without flavour, will violence to both. But virtue must be 
certainly nauseate the native, genuine, and informed, and taste instructed ; otherwise 
salutary taste, of Welch beef, Banstead they will both remain imperfect and 
mutton, and barn-door fowls, whose ineftectual : 
juices are concocted by a natural digestion, 

and whose flesh is consolidated by free Qui didicit patria; quid debeat, et quid amicis ; 
air and exercise. In such a total per- Qwo sit aiuore parens, quo frater amandus/et 
version of the senses the ideas must be n i hospes; , . . 

mferepr^enled, the powers of the imagi- i Slnlt boSsI 
nation disordered, and the judgment, of , Reddere personai sdt convenientia cuiqiie. 
consequence, unsound. The disease is ! Hor. 

attended with a false appetite, which the ; r,,, , . , . 

rutuml food of the mind will not satisfy. ^ 
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How various nature warms the human breast, 

To love the parent, brother, friend, or guest ; 
What the great functions of our judges are, 

Of senators, and generals sent to war ; 

He can distinguish, with unerring art, 

The strokes peculiar to each different part. 

■ ■ Francis. 

Thus we sec taste is composed of nature 
improved by art, of feeling tutored by 
I instruction. 

ESSAY XIII. 

Cultivation of Taste. 

Having explained what we conceive to 
be true taste, and in some measure 
accounted for the prevalence of vitiated 
taste, we should proceed to point out the 
most effectual manner in which a* natural 
capacity may be improved into a delicacy 
of j udgment, and an intimate acquaintance 
with the Belles Lettres. We shall take it 
for granted that proper means have been 
used to form the manners, and attach the 
mind to virtue. The heart, cultivated by 
precept, and warned by example, improves 
in sensibility, which is the foundation of 
taste. By distinguishing the influence 
and scope of morality, and cherishing the 
ideas of benevolence, it acquires a habit 
of sympathy, which tenderly feels respon- 
sive, like the vibration of unisons, every 
I touch of moral beauty. Hence it is that 
; a man of a social heart, entendered by 
the practice of virtue, is aw^akened to the 
most pathetic emotions by every uncom- 
mon instance of generosity, compassion, 

' and greatness of soul. Is there any man 
so dead to sentiment, so lost to humanity, 

, as to read unmoved the generous behaviour 
of the Romans to the states of Greece, as 
^ it is recounted by Livy, or embellished 
‘ by Thomson in his poem of Liberty ? 
j Speaking of Greece in the decline of her 

^ power, when her freedom no longer 

I existed, he says : 

As at her Isthmian games — a fading pomp — 

‘ Her full assembled youth innuinerous swarmed, 

: On a tribunal raised Flaiuinius sat : 

A victor he, from the deep phalanx pierced 
Of iron-coated Macedon, and back 
The Grecian tyrant to his bounds repelled. 

In the high thoughtles.s gaiety of game, 

While sport alone their unambitious hearts 
I Possessed, the sudden trumpet, sounding hoarse, 

; Bade silence o’er the bright assembly reign. 

\ Then thus a herald, — “ To the states of Greece 
The Roman people unconfined restore 
' Their countries, cities, liberties, and laws ; 


Taxes remit, and garrisons withdraw.” 

The crowd, astonished half, and half informed, 
Stared dubious round ; some questioned, some 
exclaimed, 

(Like one who, dreaming between hope and fear, 
Is lost in anxious joy,) “Be that again — 

Be that again proclaimed distinct and loud ! 

Loud and distinct it was again proclaimed ; 

And, still as midnight in the rural shade, 

When the gale slumbers, they the words devoured. 
Awhile severe amazement held them mute. 

Then, bursting broad, the boundless shout to 
heaven 

From many a thousand hearts ecstatic sprung ! 

On every hand rebellowed to their joy 

The swelling sea, the rocks, and vocal hills. 

Like Bacchanals they flew, 

i Each other straining in a strict embrace ; 

I Nor strained a slave : and loud acclaims till night 
: Round the proconsul’s tent repeated rung. 

To one acquainted with the genius of 
Greece, the character and disposition of 
that polished people, admired for science, 
renowned for an inextinguishable love of 
freedom, nothing can be more affecting 
than this instance of generous magnanimity 
of the Roman people, in restoring them 
un&sked to the full fruition of those liberties 
which they had so unfortunately lost. 

The mind of sensibility is equally struck 
by the generous confidence of Alexander, 
w’ho drinks without hesitation the potion 
presented by his physician Philip, even 
I after he had received intimation that poison 
i was contained in the cup : a noble and 
I pathetic scene, which hatli acquired new 
I dignity and expression under the inimitable 
I pencil of a Le Sueur. Humanity is melted 
I into tears of tender admiration by the 
i deportment of Henry IV. of France, while 
his rebellious subjects compelled him to 
form the blockade of his capital. In 
chastising his enemies, he could not but 
I remember they were his people ; and 
; knowing they were reduced to the extre- 
I mity of famine, he generously connived at 
I the methods practised to supply them with 
I provision. Chancing one day to meet 
i two peasants who had been detected in 
; these practices as they were led to execu- 
I tion, they implored his clemency, decl aring, 
j in the sight of Heaven, they had no other 
i way to procure subsistence for their wives 
[ and children ; he pardoned them on the 
I spot, and giving them all the money 
I that /was in his purse, Henry of Beanie 
I is poor, ” said he ; “ had he more money 
to afford, you should haVe it : go home to 
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your families in peace ; and remember j 
your duty to God and your allegianee to 
your sovereign. ” In numerable examples 
of tlie same kind may be selected from 
history both ancient and modern, the study 
of winch we would therefore strenuously 
recommend. 

Historical knowledge, indeed, becomes 
necessary on many other accounts, which 
in its place we will explain : but as the 
formation of the heart is of the first con- ' 
sequence, and should precede the ciiltiva- 
lion of the understanding, such striking 
instances of superior virtue ought to be 
culled for the perusal of the young pupil, 
who will read them with eagerness, and , 
revoke them with jdeasiire. Thus the ; 
young mind becomes enamoured of moral ; 
beauty, and the passions are listed on the 
side of humanity. Meanwhile, knowledge 
of a different species will go hand in hand 
with the advances of morality, and the ; 
understanding be gradually extended. l 
Virtue and sentiment reciprocally assist ; 
each other, and botli conduce to the | 
improvtunent of perception. While the ^ 
scholar’s chief attention is employed in ; 
learning the Latin and Greek languages, ' 
and this is generally the task of childhood , 
and early youth, it is even then the busi- i 
ness of the preceptor to give his mind a | 
turn for observation, to direct his powers I 
of discernment, to point out the distin- ■ 
guishing marks of diaracter, and dwell ! 
upon the charms of moral and intellectual , 
l)eaiiiy, as they may chance to occur in 
tlie classics that are used f<n' his instruction. • 
In reading Cornelius Nepos and Plutarch’s 
Lives, even with a view to grammatical ; 
improvement only, he will insensibly im- i 
liibe, and learn to compare, ideas of great | 
importance. He vdll become enamoured 
of virtue and patriotism, and acquire a , 
detestation for vice, cruelty, and corruption. | 
The ])erLisal of the Roman story in the \ 
works of Florus, hjallusl, Livy, and Tacitus ! 
will irresistibly engage his attention, | 
ex])and hi.s conception, cherish his memory, | 
exercise hisjudgment, and warm him with j 
a noble spirit of emulation. He will con- ! 
template with love and admiration the ! 
disinterested candour of Aristides, sur- | 
named the Just, whom the guilty cabals j 
of his rival Theniistocles exiled from his ! 


ungrateful country by a sentence of orslra- 
cism. He will be surprised to lea,rn, that 
one of his fellow-citizens, an illiterate 
artisan, bribed by his enemies, chancing 
to meet him in the street without knowing 
his person, desired he would write Aristides 
on his shell (which was the method those 
plebeians used to vote against delinquents), 
when the innocent patriot wrote his own 
name without complaint or expostulation. 
He will w^ith equal astonishment applaud 
the inflexible integrity of Fabricius, wlio 
preferred the “poverty of innocence to all 
the pomp of affluence with which Pyrrhus 
endeavoured to seduce him from the arms 
of his countiy. lie will approve with 
transport the noble generosity of his soul 
in rejecting the prop)osal of that Prince’s 
physician, who offered to take him off by 
poison; and in sending the caitiff bound 
to his sovereign, whom he would have so 
basely and cruelly betrayed. 

In reading the ancient authors, even for 
the purposes of school education, the 
unformed taste will begin to relish the 
irresistible energy, greatness, and sublimity 
of Plomer ; the serene majesty, the 
melody, and pathos of Virgil ; the tender- 
ness of vSappho and Tibullus ; the elegance 
and propriety of Terence ,; the grace, 
vivacity, satire, and sentiment of Horace. 

Nothing will more conduce to the im- 
provement of the scholar in his knowledge 
of the languages, as as in taste and 
morality, than his being obliged to trans- 
late choice parts and passages of the most 
approved classics, both poetry and prose, 
especially the latter: such as the orations 
of Demosthenes and Isocrates, the treatise 
of Longinus on the Sublime, the Com-’ 
mentaries of Ccesar, the Epistles of Cicero 
aud the younger Pliny, and the two cele- 
brated speeches in the Catiliiiarian con- 
spiracy by Sallust. By this practice he 
will become more intimate with the beauties 
of the writing and the idioms of the lan- 
guage from which he translates ; at tlie 
same time, it will form liis style, and, by 
exercising his talent of expression, make 
him a more perfect master of his mother 
tongue. Cicero tells us, that in translating 
two orations which the most celebrated 
orators of Greece pronounced against each 
other, he performed this task, not as a 
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servile interpreter, but as an orator ; pre- 
serving the sentiments, forms, and figures 
of the original, butadapting the expression 
to the taste and manners of the Romans : 

In quibiis non verbiim pro verbo necesse 
habui reddere, sed genus omnium verborum 
vimque servavi,” — '' in which I did not I 
think it was necessary to translate literally | 
V word for word, but I preserved the natural 
and full scope of the whole. ” Of the same 
opinion was Horace, who says, in his Art 
of Poetry : 

Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
I liter pres 

r Nor word for word translate with painful care. 

Nevertheless, in taking the liberty here 
granted, we are apt to run into the other 
extreme, and substitute equivalent thoughts 
and phrases, till hardly any features of the 
original remain. The metaphors of figures, 
especially in poetry, ought to be as reli- 
giously preserved as the images of painting, 
which we cannot alter or exchange without 
^ destroying, or injuring at least, the cha- 
i racter and style of the original. 

In this manner the preceptor will sow 
: the seeds of that taste which will soon 

germinate, rise, blossom, and produce 
perfect fruit by dint of future care and 
j cultivation. In order to restrain the 
luxuriancy of the young imagination, which 
is apt to run riot, to enlarge the stock of 
5 ideas, exercise the reason, and ripen the 
judgment, the pupil must be engaged in 
the severer study of science. Pie must 
learn geometry, which Plato recommends 
for strengthening the mind, and enabling 
it to think with precision. Pie must be 
made acquainted with geography and 
chronology, and trace philosophy through 
all her branches. Without geography and 
f chronology he will not be al;)le to acquire | 

i a distinct idea of h istory ; nor judge of the 

propriety of many interesting scenes, and 
; a thousand allusions, that i3rcsent thein- 
i selves in the works of genius. Nothing 

j, opens the mind so much as the researches 

of philosophy : they inspiie us with sub- 
‘ lime conceptions of the Creator, and sub- 
[ ject, as it were, all nature to our command, 
j These bestow that liberal turn of thinking, 

! and in a great measure contribute to that 

I universality in learning, by which a man 


of taste ought to be eminently distinguished. 
But history is the inexhaustible source 
from which he will derive his most useful 
knowledge respecting the progress of the 
human mind, the constitution of govern- 
ment, the rise and decline of empires, the 
revolution of arts, the variety of character,, 
and the vicissitudes of fortune. 

The knowledge of history enables the 
poet not only to paint characters, but also 
to describe magnificent and interesting 
scenes of battle and adventure. Not that 
the poet or painter ought to be restrained 
to the letter of historical truth. Plistory 
represents what has really happened in 
nature ; the other arts exhibit what might 
have happened, with such exaggeration 
of circumstance and feature as may be 
deemed an improvement on nature : but 
this exaggeration must not be carried 
' beyond the bounds of probability; and 
these, generally speaking, the knowledge 
of history will ascertain. It would l^e 
extremely difficult, if not impossible, to 
find a man actually existing, whose pro- 
portions should answer to those of the 
Greek statue distinguished by the name 
of the Apollo of Belvedere, or to produce 
a woman similar in proportion of parts to 
the other celebrated piece called the Venus 
de Medicis ; therefore it may be truly af- 
firmed, that they are not conformable to the 
real standard of nature: nevertheless, every 
artist will own, that they are the very arche- 
types of grace, elegance, and symmetiy; 
and every judging eye must behold them 
with admiration, as improvements on the 
lines and lineaments of nature. The truth 
is, the sculptor or statuary composed the 
various proportions in nature from a great 
number of different subjects, every individ- 
ual of which he found imperfect or defective 
in some one particular, though beautiful in 
all the rest; and from these observations, 
corroborated by taste and judgment, he 
i formed an ideal pattern, according to 
I which his idea was modelled, and pro- 
duced in execution. 

Everybody knows the story of Zeuxis, 
the famous painter of Heraclea, who, 
according to Pliny, invented the c/i/aro 
oscuro^ or disposition of light and shade, 
among the ancients, and excelled all his 
contemporaries in the chromatique, or art 
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of colouring. This great artist being | 
employed to draw a perfect beauty in j 
the character of Helen, to be placed in | 
the temple of Jimo, culled out five of the 
most beautiful damsels the city could pro- 
duce, and selecting what was excellent in 
each, combined them in one picture accord- 
ing to the predisposition of his fancy, so I 
that it shone forth an amazing model of | 
perfection. In like manner every man of j 
genius, regulated by true taste, entertains ] 
in his imagination an ideal beauty, con- | 
ceived and cultivated as an improvement I 
upon nature : and this we refer to the | 
article of invention. 1 

It is the business of art to imitate nature, | 
but not u'ith a servile pencil ; and to choose i 
those attitudes and dispositions only which | 
are beautiful and engaging. With this : 
view, we must avoid all disagreeable ' 
prospects of nature, which excite the ideas i 
of abhorrence and disgust. For example, | 
a painter would not find his account in i 
exhibiting the resemblance of a dead car- | 
case half consumed by vermin, or of swine ! 
wallowing in ordure, or of a beggar lousing i 
himself on a dunghill, though these scenes ! 
should be painted never so naturally, and ; 
all the world must allow that the scenes : 
vs'cre taken from nature, Ijecause the merit ' 
of the imitation would be greatly over- 
balanced by the vile choice of the artist. 
There are nevertlicless many scenes of 
liorror which please in the representation, 
from a certain intcrestinggreatness, which i 
we shall endeavour to explain when we 
come to consider the sublime. ! 

Were we to judge every production by ! 
the rigorous rules of nature, w'e should ’ 
reject the Iliad of Homer, the /Eneid of 
Virgil, and every celebrated tragedy of 
anticiuity and the pre.seut times, because 
there is no such thing in nature as a Hector 
or Turnus talking in hexameter, or an 
Othello in blank verse: w'e should condemn 
the Hercules of Sophocles, and the Miser 
of Moliere, because we never knew a hero 
so strong as the one, or a wretch so sordid ' 
as the other. But if we consider poetry 
as an elevation of natural dialogue, as a 
delightful vehicle for conveying the noblest 
sentiments of heroism and patriot virtue, 
to regale the sense with the sounds of, 
musical expression, while the fancy is 


I ravished wdth enchanting images, and the 
I heart warmed to rapture and ecstasy, we 
I mufjt, allow that poetry is a perfection to 
: which nature would gladly aspire ; and 
that, though it surpasses, it does not deviate 
from her, provided the characters are 
marked with propriety, and sustained by 
I genius. Characters, therefore, both in 
I poetry and painting, may be a little over- 
i charged, or exaggerated, without offering 
I violence to nature ; nay, they must be 
I exaggerated in order to be striking, and 
I to preserve the idea of imitation, whence 
I the reader and spectator derive, in many 
I instances, their chief delight. If we meet 
! a common acquaintance in the street, w^e 
I see him without emotion ; but should w^e 
I chance to spy his portrait well executed, 

; we are struck with pleasing admiration. 

' In this case the pleasure arises entirely 
i from the imitation. We every day hear 
I unmoved the natives of Ireland and Scot- 
i land speaking their own dialects ; but 
I should an Englishman mimic either, we 
I are apt to burst out into a loud laugh of 
i applause, being surprised and tickled by 
! the imitation alone ; though, at the same 
; time, we cannot but allow that the imitation 
: is imperfect. We are more affected by 
' readingShakespeare’s description of Dover 
Cliff, and Otw'ay’s picture of the Old Hag, 
than we should be w'ere w'e actually placed 
on the summit of the one, or met in reality 
with such a beldame as the other f because 
i in reading these descriptions we refer to 
^ our owm experience, and perceive, with 
! surprise, the justness of the imitations. 

: But if it is so close as to be mistaken 
’ for nature, the pleasure then will cease, 
because the y.i/.Lr)cn$, or imitation, no longer 
appears. 

: ^ Aristotle says, that all poetiy and music 
is imitation, w’hether epic, tragic, or comic, 

, whether vocal or instrumental, from the 
i pipe or the lyre. He observes, that in 
. man there is a propensity to imitate, even 
from his infancy that the first perceptions 
' of the mind are acquired by imitation ; and 
seems to think, that the pleasure derived 
from imitation is the gratification of an 
appetite implanted by nature. W e should 
rather think the pleasure it gives arises 
.from the mind’s contemplating that ex- 
cellency of art, which thus rivals nature, 


ESS A YS. 




and seems to vie with her in creating 
such a striking resemblance of her works. 
Thus the arts may be justly termed imi- 
tative, even in the article of invention : 
for, in forming a character, contriving an 
incident, and describing a scene, he must 
still keep nature in view, and refer every 
particular of his invention to her standard ; 
otherwise his production will be destitute 
of truth and probability, without which 
the beauties of imitation cannot subsist. 
It will be a monster of incongruity, .such 
as Horace alludes to in the beginning of 
his Epistle to the Pisos : 

Humano capiti cervicein pictor equinam 
Jungere si velit, et varias inducere plumas 
Undique collatis membris, ut turpiter atrum 
Desinat in piscem mulier formosa siiperne ; 
Spectatum admissi risum teneatis amici ? 

Suppose a painter to a human head 
vShould join a horse’s neck, and wildly spread 
The various plumage of the feather’d kind 
O’er limbs of different beasts, absurdly join’d ; 

Or if he gave to view a beauteous maid, 

Above the waist with every charm array’d. 

Should a foul fi.sh her lower parts unfold, 

Would you not laugh such pictures to behold ? 

The magazine of nature supplies all 
those images which compose the most 
beautiful imitations. This the artist 
examines occasionally, as he would con- 
sult a collection of masterly sketches; 
and selecting particulars for his purpose, 
mingles the ideas with a kind of en- 
thusiasm, or Tu Ogiov, which is that gift 
of Pleaven we call genius, and hnally 
produces such a whole as commands 
admiration and applause. 

ESSAY XIV. 

0 right of Poetry. 

The study of polite literature is generally 
supposed to include all the liberal arts of 
poetry, painting, sculpture, music, elo- 
quence, and architecture. All these are 
founded on imitation ; and all of them 
mutually assist and illustrate each other. 
But as painting, sculpture, music, and 
architecture cannot be perfectly attained 
without long practice of manual operation, 
we shall distinguish them from poetiy 
and eloquence,' which depend entirely on 
the faculties of the mind; and on these 
last, as on the arts which immediately 
constitute the Belles Lettres, employ our 
attention in the present inquiry : or, if it 


should lom to a greater length than we 
propose, it shall be confined to poeti^ 
alone; a subject that comprehends in its 
full extent the province of taste, or what 
is called polite literature; and differs 
essentially from eloquence, both in its 
end and origin. 

Poetry sprang from ease, and was con- 
secrated to i^leasure; whereas eloquence 
arose from necessity, and aims at convic- 
tion. When we say poetry sprang from 
ease, perhaps we ought to except that 
species of it -which owed its rise to inspi- 
ration and enthusiasm, and properly be- 
longed to the culture of religion. In the 
first ages of mankind, and even in the 
original state of nature, the unlettered 
mind must have been struck with sublime 
conceptions, with admiration and awe, by 
those great phenomena which, though 
every day repeated, can never be viewed 
without internal emotion. Those would 
break forth in exclamations expressive of 
the passion produced, whether surprise 
or gratitude, terror or exultation. The 
rising, the apparent course, the setting, 
and seeming renovation of the sun ; the 
revolution of light and darkness ; the 
splendour, change, and circuit of the moon, 
and the canopy of heaven bespangled with 
stars, must have produced expressions of 
wonder and adoration. “ O glorious lu- 
minary ! great eye of the world ! source 
of that light which guides my steps! of 
that heat which warms me when chilled 
with cold ! of that influence which cheers 
the face of nature! whither dost thou re- 
tire every evening with th e shades ? Whence 
dost thou spring every morning with reno- 
vated lustre and never-fading glory? Art 
not thou the ruler, the creator, the god 
of all that I behold ? I adore thee, as thy 
child, thy slave, thy suppliant ! I crave 
thy protection, and the continuance of 
thy goodness ! Leave me not to peri.sh 
with cold, or to wander solitary in utter 
darkness ! Return , return, after thy wonted 
absence : drive before thee the gloomy 
clouds that would obscure the face of 
I nature. The birds begin to warble, and 
every animal is filled with gladness at thy 
approach: even the trees, the herbs, and 
the flowers seem to rejoice with fresher 
! beauties, and send forth a grateful mcense 
V. , ' ' 
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to thy po^ver, whence their origin is de- 
rived ! ’’ A number of individuals, inspired 
with the same ideas, would join in these 
orisons, which would be accompanied with 
corresponding gesticulations of the body. 
They would be improved by pmctice, and 
grow regular from repetition. The sounds 
and gestures would naturally fall into 
measured cadence. Thus the song and 
dance would he produced ; and a system 
of worship being formed, the muse would 
be consecrated to the purposes of religion. 

Hence those forms of thanksgivings 
and litanies of supplication with which 
the religious rites of all nations, even the 
most barbarous, are at this day celebrated 
in eveiy quarter of the known world. 
Indeed, this is a circumstance in which 
all nations surprisingly agree, how much 
soever they may ditfer in every other 
article of laws, customs, manners, and 
religion. The ancient Egyptians cele- 
brated the festivals of their god Apis wdth 
hymns and dances. The superstition 
of the Greeks, ]xartly derived from the 
Egyptians, a])ounded with poetical cere- 
monies, such as clioruses and hymns, sung 
and danced at their apotheoses, sacrifices, 
games, and divinations. The Romans 
had their Carmen Seciilare and Salian 
priests, who on certain festivals sung and 
danced through the streets of Rome. 
The Israelites were famous for this 
kind of exultation : “ And Miriam, the 
prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a 
timbrel in her hand, and all the 'women 
went out after her, with timbrels and with 
dances, and Miriam answered them. Sing 
ye to the Lord,” tS:c. — “ And David 
danced before the Lord with all his 
might.” The psalms composed by this 
monarch, the songs of Deborah and Isaiah, 
are farther confirmations of what we have 
advanced. 

From the Phoenicians the Greeks bor- 
rowed the cursed Orthyan song, when 
they sacrificed their children to Diana. 
The poetry of the bards constituted great 
part of the religious ceremonies among 
the Gauls and Britons; and the carousals 
of the Goths were religious institutions, 
celebrated with songs of triumph. The 
Mahometan Dervise dances to the sound 
of the flute, and whifls himself round until 


he grows giddy, and falls into a trance. 
The Marabous compose hymns in praise 
of Alla. The Chinese celebrate their 
grand festivals with processions of idols, 
songs, and instrumental music. The Tar- 
tars, Samoiedes, Laplanders, Negroes, 
even the Caffres called Hottentots, solem- 
nize their worship (such as it is) with 
songs and dancing; so that we may 
venture to say poetry is the universal 
vehicle in which all nations have expressed 
their most sublime conceptions. 

Poetry was, in all appearance, previous 
to any concerted plan of worship, and to 
every established system of legislation. 
When certain individuals, by dint ol 
superior prowess or understanding, had 
acquired the veneration of their fellow 
savages, and erected themselves into 
divinities on the ignorance and superstition 
of mankind ; then mythology took place, 
and such a swarm of deities arose, as pro- 
duced a religion replete with the most 
shocking absurdities. Those whom their 
superioi talents had deified were found to 
be still actuated by the most brutal passions 
of human nature ; and, in all probability, 
their votaries were glad to find such ex- 
amples, to countenance their own vicious 
inclinations. Thus fornication, incest, 
rape, and even bestiality, were sanctified 
by the amours of Jupiter, Pan, Mars, 
Venus, and Apollo. Theft was patronized 
by Mercury, drunkenness by Bacchus, and 
cruelty by Diana. The same heroes 
and legislators, those who delivered their 
country, founded cities, established socie- 
ties, invented useful arts, or . contributed 
in any eminent degree to the security and 
happiness of their fellow-creatures, were 
inspired by the same lusts and appetites 
which domineered among the inferior 
classes of mankind ; therefore every vice 
incident to human nature was celebrated 
in the worship of one or other of these 
divinities, and every infirmity consecrated 
by public feast and solemn sacrifice. In 
these institutions the Poet bore a principal 
share. It was his genius that contrived 
the plan, that executed the form of wor- 
ship, and recorded in verse the origin and 
adventures of their gods and demigods. 
Hence the impurities and horrors of cer- 
tain rites ; the groves of Paphos and Baal- 
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J^eor; the orgies of Bacchus j the human 
sacrifices to Moloch and Diana. Hence 
the theogony of Hesiod ; the theology of 
Homer ) and those innumerable maxims 
scattered through the ancient poets, in- 
viting mankind to gratify their sensual 
appetites, in imitation of the gods, who 
were certainly the best judges of hap- 
piness. It is well known that Plato 
expelled Homer from his commonwealth 
on account of the infamous characters by 
which he has distinguished his deities, as 
well as for some depraved sentiments 
which he found diffused through the course 
of the Iliad and Odyssey. Cicero enters 
into the spirit of Plato, and exclaims, in 
his first book De Natura Deoru?n:—“ Nec 
multa absurdiora sunt ea qu£e, poetarum 
vocibus fusa, ipsa suavitate nocuerunt: 
qui et ira inflamrnatos et libidine furentes 
induxerunt Decs, feceruntqiie iit eorum 
bella, pugnas, praelia, vulnera videremus ; 
odia prseterea, dissidia, discordias, ortus, 
Interritus, querelas, lamentationes, effusas 
in Omni intemperantia libidines, adulteria, 
vincula, cum humano genere concubitus, 
mortalesque ex immortal! procreates.” — 

Nor are those things much more absurd 
which, flowing from the poet’s tongue, 
have done mischief even by the sweetness 
of his expression. The poets have intro- 
duced gods inflamed with anger and 
enraged with lust; and even produced 
before our eyes their wars, their wrang- 
ling, their duels, and their wounds. They 
have exposed, besides, their antipathies, 
animosities, and dissensions ; their origin 
and death ; their complaints and lamenta- 
tions ; their appetites indulged to all man- 
ner of excess, their adulteries, their fetters, 
their amorous commerce with the human 
species, and from immortal parents derived 
a mortal offspring.” 

As the festivals of the gods necessarily 
produced good cheer, which often carried 
to riot and debauchery, mirth of conse- 
quence prevailed ; and this was always 
attended with buffoonery. Taunts and 
jokes, and raillery and repartee, would 
necessarily ensue ; and individuals would 
contend for the victory in wit and genius. 
These contests would in time be reduced 
to some regulations, for the entertainment 
of the people thus assembled, and some 
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prize would be decreed to him who was 
judged to excel his rivals. The candidates 
for fame and profit being thus stimulated, 
would task their talents, and naturally 
recommend these alternate recriminations 
to the audience by clothing them with a 
kind of poetical measure, which should 
bear a near resemblance to prose. Thus, 
as the solemn service of the day was com- 
posed in the most sublime species of poetfyj 
such as the ode or hymn, the subsequent 
altercation was carried on in iambics, and 
gave rise to satire. We are told by the 
Stagirite, that the highest species of poetry 
was employed in celebrating great actions, 
but the humbler sort used in this kind of 
contention ; and that in the ages of anti- 
quity there were some bards that professed 
heroics, and some that pretended to 
iambics only. 

Of fiev T^poiKtay, of Se IdjxjSoii' voiijrai. 

To these rude beginnings we not only 
owe the birth of satire, but likewise the 
origin of dramatic poetry. Tragedy her- 
self which afterwards attained to such 
dignity as to rival the epic muse, was at 
first no other than a trial of crambo, or 
iambics, between two peasants, and a goat 
was the prize, as Horace calls it, vile certa- 
men ob Mrcum, “a mean contest for a he- 
goat.” Hence the name rpayepSla, signi- 
fying the goat-song, from rpdyos, hreus, 
and (pSTj, earmen. 

Carmine qui tragico vilem certavit ob hircum, 
Mox etiam agrestes satyros nudavit, et asper 
Incolumi gravitate jocum tentavit eo, quod 
Illecebris erat et grata novitate morandus 
Spectator, functusque sacris, et potus et exlex. 

Horace. 

The tragic bard, a goat his bumble prize. 

Bade satyrs naked and uncouth arise ; 

His muse severe, secure and undisraay’d, 

The rustic joke in solemn strain conveyed ; 

For novelty alone he knew could charm 
A lawless crowd, with wine and feasting warm. 

Satire, then, was originally a clownish 
dialogue in loose iambics, so called because 
the actors were disguised like satyrs, who 
not only recited the praises of Bacchus, or 
some other deity, but interspersed their 
hymns with sarcastic jokes and altercation. 
Of this kind is the Cfe/pp of Euripides, 
in which Ulysses is the principal actor. 
The Romans also had their Atellance^ or 
interludes, of the same nature, so called 

V8 




from the city of Atella, where they were 
first acted ; but these were highly polished 
in comparison of the original entertainment, 
which was altogether rude and innocent 
Indeed the Cyclop itself, though composed 
by the accomplished Euripides, abounds 
with such impurity as ought not to appear 
on the stage of any civilized nation. 

It is very remarkable ihslihocAtellance, 
which were in effect tragi -comedies, grew 
into such esteem among the Romans, that 
the performers in these pieces enjoyed 
several privileges which were refused to 
the ordinary actors. They w^ere not 
obliged to unmask, like the other players, 
when their action was disagreeable to the 
audience. They were admitted into the 
army, and enjoyed the privileges of free 
citizens, Avithout incurring that disgrace 
which was affixed to the characters of 
other actors. The poet Laberius, who 
was of equestrian order, being pressed by 
Julius Caesar to act a part in his own per- 
formance, complied with great reluctance, 
and complained of the dishonour he had 
incurred in his prologue, preserved by 
Macrobius, which is one of the most 
elegant morsels of antiquity. 

Tragedy and comedy flowed from the 
same fountain, though their streams were 
soon divided. The same entertainment 
which, under the name of tragedy, was 
rudely exhibited by clowns, for the prize 
of a goat, near some rural altar of Bacchus, 
assumed the appellation of comedy when 
was transferred into cities, and repre- 
sented with a little more decorum in a 
cart or waggon that strolled from street to 
street, as the name Kcafic^Bla implies, being 
derived from /fw.io;, a street, and e^dTj, a 
To this origin Horace alludes in 

Dicitur et plaiistris vexisse poemata Thespis, 
Qujfi canerent agerentque peruncti fsedbus ora. 

Thespis, inventor of dramatic art, 

Convey’d his vagrant actors in a cart : 

High o’er the crowd the mimic tribe appear’d, 
iVud play’d and sung, with lees of wine be- 

the inventor of the 
Decause he raised the subject 
from clownish altercation to the character 
and exploits of some hero : he improved 
the language and versification, and relieved 


the chorus by the dialogue of two actors. 
This was the first advance towards that 
consummation of genius and art, which 
constitutes what is now called a perfect 
tragedy. The next great improver was 
iEschyius, of whom the same critic says : 

Post hunc personae pallaeque repertor honestse 
iEschylus, et modicis iustravit ^ulpita tignis ; 
Et docuit magnumqiie loqui nitique cothurno. 

Then ^Eschylus a decent vizard used, 

Built a low stage, the flowing robe difFused : 

In language more riiblime the actors rage, 

And in the graceful buskin tread the stage. 

The dialogue which Thespis introduced 
was called the Episode, because it was an 
addition to the former subject, namely, 
the praises of Bacchus ; so that now tragedy 
consisted of two distinct parts, indepen- 
dent of each other ; the old 7'ccitative, 
which was the chorus^ sung in honour of 
the gods ; and the episode^ which turned 
upon the adventures of some hero, This 
episode being found very agreeable to the 
people, /Eschylus, who lived about half a 
century after Thespis, still improved the 
drama, united the chorus to the episode, 
so as to make them both parts or members 
of one fable, multiplied the actors, con- 
trived the stage, and introduced the deco- 
rations of the theatre ; so that Sophocles, 
who succeeded iEschylus, had but one 
step to surmount in order to bring the 
drama to perfection. Thus tragedy was 
gradually detached from its original insti- 
tution, which was entirely religious. The 
priests of Bacchus loudly complained of 
this innovation by means of the episode, 
which was foreign to the intention of the 
chorus ; and hence arose the proverb of 
Nihil ad Dionysmm^ “ Nothing to the 
purpose. ” Plutarch himself mentions the 
episode as a peiwersion of tragedy from 
the honour of the gods to the passiGns of 
men. But notwithstanding all opporitibn, 
the new tragedy succeeded to admiration ; 
because it was found the most pleasing 
vehicle of conveying moral truths, of 
meliorating the heart, and extending the 
interests of humanity. 

Comedy, according to Aristotle, is the 
I younger sister of Tragedy. As the first 
! originally turned upon the praises of the 
I gods, the latter dwelt on the follies and 
1 vices of mankind. Such, we mean, was 
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the scope of that species of poetry which 
acquired the name of comedy, in contra- 
diction to the tragic muse ; for in the 
beginning they were the same. The 
foundation upon which comedy was built 
w'e have already explained to be the prac- 
tice of satirical repartee or altercation, in 
which individuals exposed the follies and 
frailties of each other on public occasions 
of worship and festivity. 

The first regular plan of comedy is said 
to have been the of Homer, ex- 

posing the idleness and folly of a worthless 
character; but of this performance we 
have no remains. That division which 
is termed the Aizcient Comedy htlongs to 
the labours of Eupolis, Cratinus, and 
Aristophanes, who were contemporaries, 
and fiourished at Athens about four hun- 
dred and thirty years before the Christian 
era. Such was the licence of the muse 
at this period, that, far from lashing vice 
in general characters, she boldly exhibited 
the exact portrait of every individual who 
had rendered himself remarkable or noto^ 
rious by his crimes, folly, or debauchery. 
She assumed every circumstance of his 
external appearance, his very attire, air, 
manner, and even his name; according 
to the observation of Horace, 

-- — : ^ ^ Poetae 

quorum comoedia prisca virorum est ; 

Si quis erat dignus describi, quod malus, aut fur, 
C^uod mcechus foret, aut sicarius, aut alioqui 
Famosus, multa cum Hbertate notabant. 

The comic poets, in its earliest age, 

Who form’d the manners of the Grecian stage — 
Was there a villain who might justly claim 
A better right of being damn’d to fame, 

Rake, cut-throat, thief, whatever was his crime. 
They boldly stigmatized the wretch in rhyme. 
Eupolis is said to have satirized Alcibiades 
in this manner, and to have fallen a sacri- 
fice to the resentment of that powerful 
Athenian : but others say he was drowned 
in the Hellespont, during a war against 
the Lacedemonians ; and that in con- 
sequence of this accident the Athenians 
passed a decree, that no poet should ever 
bear arms. 

The comedies of Cratinus are recom- 
mended by Quintilian for their eloquence ; 
and Plutarch tells us, that even Pericles 
himself could not escape the censure of 
this poet. 

Aristophanes, of whom there are eleven 


comedies still extant, enjoyed such a pre- 
eminence of reputation, that the Athe- 
nians, by a public decree, honoured him 
with a crown made of a consecrated olive 
tree, which grew in the citadel, for his 
care and success in detecting and exposing 
the vices of those who governed the com- 
monwealth. Yet this poet, whether im- 
pelled by mere wantonness of genius, or 
actuated by malice and envy, could not 
refrain from employing the shafts of his 
ridicule against Socrates, the most vener- 
able character of Pagan antiquity. In 
the comedy of The Clouds this virtuous 
philosopher was exhibited on the stage, 
under his own name, in a cloak exactly 
resembling that which Socrates wore, in 
a mask modelled from his features, dis- 
puting publicly on the nature of right 
and wrong. This was undoubtedly an 
instance of the most flagrant licentious- 
ness : and what renders it the more extra- 
ordinary, the audience received it with 
great applause, even wLile Socrates him- 
self sat publicly in the theatre. The truth 
is, the Athenians were so fond of ridicule, 
that they relished it even when employed 
against the gods themselves, some of 
whose characters were veiy roughly 
handled by Aristophanes and his rivals 
in reputation. 

We might liere draw a parallel between 
the inhabitants of Athens and the natives 
of England in point of constitution, genius, 
and disposition. Athens was a free state 
like England, that piqued itself upon the 
influence of the democracy. Like Eng- 
land, its wealth and strength depended 
upon its maritime power ; and it generally 
acted as umpire in the disputes that arose 
among its neighbours. The people of 
Athens, like those of England, were re- 
markably ingenious, and made great pro- 
gress in the arts and sciences. They 
excelled in poetiy, histoiy, philosophy, 
mechanics, and manufactures; they were 
acute, discerning, disputatious, fickle, wa- 
vering, rash, and combustible, and, above 
all other nations in Europe, addicted to 
ridicule; a character which the English 
inherit in a very remarkable degree. 

If we may judge from the writings of 
Aristophanes, his chief aim was to gratify 
the spleen and excite the mirth of his 
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audience; of an audience, too, that would says an orator should be “vehemens ut. 
seem to have been uninformed by taste, procella, excitate ut toiieiw, incensus ut 
and altogether ignorant of decorum ; for iiilmen: t^onat, Mguiat, et rapidis elo- 
his piece! are replete with the most ex- quentim flucbbus cuncta pronut et pro- 
travUnt absurdities, virulent slander, turbat.”-“Violent as a^ternpest, im- 
impiety, impurities, and low buffoonery, petuous as a torrent, and glowmg intense 
The comic muse, not contented with being like the red bolt of heaven, he thunders, 
allowed to make free with the gods and lightens,_ overthrows, and bears down all 
philosophers, applied her scourge so se- before hin^ by the irresistible tide of elo- 
verely to the mamstrates of the common- quence.” This is the mem divimorntque 
wealth, that it was thought proper to os ?}tagita sonatiirum oi This is 

restrain her within bounds by a law, the talent, 

enacting, that no person should be stig' Meum qui pectus inaniter angit, 

matized under his real name; and thus irritat, mulcet, falsis terroribus implet, 

the chorus was silenced. In order to Ut magus. 

elude the penalty of this law, and gratify With passions not my own who fires my heart . 
i.1 < hpcrnn Who with unreal terrors hlls my breast, 

the taste of the people, the poet g ^ ^ magic influence possess’d. 

to substitute fictitious name.s, under which i i a i tv 

they exhibited particular characters in We are told that Michael Angelo Buo- 
siich lively colours, that the resemblance naroti used to work at his statues in a fit 
could not possibly be mistaken or over- of enthusiasm, during which he made the 
looked. This practice gave rise to what fragments of the stone fly about him with 
is called the Middie Comedy, which was surprising violence. The celebrated Lully 


but of short duration ; for the legislature, 
perceiving that the first law had not re- 


being one day blamed for setting nothing 
to music but the languid verses of Qui- 


moved the grievance against which it was nault, was animated with the reproach, 
provided, issued a second ordinance, for- and running in a fit of enthusiasm to his 
bidding, under severe penalties, any real harpsichord, sung in recitative and ac- 
or family occurrences to be represented, compariied four pathetic lines from the 
This restriction was the immediate cause Iphigenia of Racine, with such expre.ssion 
of improving comedy into a general mirror, as filled the hearers with - astonishment 
held forth to reflect the various follies and and horror. 

foibles incident to human nature ; a species Though versification be one of the cri- 
of writing called the New Comedy, in- teria that distinguish poetry from prose, 
troduced by Diphilus and Menander, of yet it is not the sole mark of distinction, 
whose works nothing but a few fragments Were the histories of Polybius and Livy 
remain, simply turned into verse, they would not 
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I^oeiry distinguished from other Writing. 


become poems; because they would be 
destitute of those figures, embellishments, 
and flights of imagination, which display 


Having communicated our sentiments the poet’s art and invention. On the other 
touching the origin of poetry, by tracing hand, we have many productions that 
tragedy and comedy to their common justly lay claim to the title of poetry, 
source, we shall now endeavour to point without having the advantage of versifica- 
out the criteria by which poetry is dis- tioii; witness the Psalms of David, the 
tinguished from every other species of Song of Solomon, with many beautiful 
writing. In common with other arts, hymns, descriptions, and rhapsodies, to 
such as statuary and painting, it compre- be found in different parts of the Old 
hends imitation, invention, composition, Testament, some of them the immediate 
and enthusiasm. Imitation is indeed the production of divine in.spiration ; witness 
basis of all the liberal arts ; invention and ! the Celtic fragments which have lately 
enthusiasm constitute genius, in whatever appeared in the English language, and 
ifianner it may be displayed. Eloquence i are certainly i-eplete -^vith poetical merit, 
of 41 §orts admits of enthusiasm. TuUy ! But though good versification alone will not 
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constitute poetry, bad versification alone 
will certainly degrade and render disgustful 
the sublimest sentiments and finest flowers 
of imagination. This humiliating power 
ofibad verse appears in many translations 
of the ancient poets; in Ogiiby’s Homer, 

’ Trapp’s Virgil, and frequently in Creech’s 
Horace. This last indeed is not wholly 
; devoid of spirit; but it seldom rises above 
mediocrity, and, as Horace says, 

Madiacribus esse poetis 

Non homines, non Di, non concessere columnse. 

! But God, and man, and letter’d post denies. 

That Poets ever are of middling size. 

How is that beautiful ode beginning 
\Yiih. ymfum tenacem propositi vinmt 
chilled and tamed by the following trans- 
lation : 

He who by principle is sway’d, 

In truth and justice still the same, 

Is neither of the crowd afraid, 

Though civil broils the state inflame ; 

Nor to a haughty tyrant’s frown will stoop, 

Nor to a raging storm, when all the winds are up. 

e. Should nature with convulsions shake, 

Struck with the fiery bolts of Jove, 

The final doom and dreadful crack 
Cannot his constant courage move. 

That long Alexandrine — ‘‘Nor to a 
raging storm, when all the winds are up,” 

! is drawling, feeble, swoln with a pleonasm 
or tautology, as well as deficient in the 
rhyme ; and as for the “ dreadful crack,” 
in the next stanza, instead of exciting 
terror, it conveys a low and ludicrous 
idea, Tiow much more elegant and 
energetic is this paraphrase of the same 
ode, inserted in one of the volumes of 
Hume’s History of England: 

f The man whose mind, on virtue bent, 

Pursues some greatly good intent 
With undiverted aim. 

Serene beholds the angry crowd ; 

Nor can their clamours fierce and loud 
His stubborn honour tame. 

Nor the proud tyrant’s fiercest threat, 
r Nor storms that from their dark retreat 

; The lawless surges wake ; 

Nor Jove’s dread bolt, that shakes the pole, 
The firmer purpose of his soul 
With alHts powers can shake. 

Should nature’s frame in ruins fall, 

And chaos o’er the sinking ball 
Resume primeval sway, 

His courage chance and fate defies, 

Nor feels the wreck of earth and ski^s 

Obstruct its destined way. 
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If poetry exists independent of versifi- 
cation, it will naturally be asked, how 
then is it to be distinguished ? Undoubt- 
edly by its own peculiar expression*: it 
has a language of its own, which speaks 
so feelingly to the heart, and so pleasingly 
to the imagination, that its meaning can- 
not possibly be misunderstood by any 
person of delicate sensations. It is a 
species of painting with words, ixi which 
the figures are happily conceived, ingeni- 
ously arranged, affectingly expressed, and 
recommended with all the warmtli and 
harmony of coloming,: it consists of 
imagery, description, metaphors, similes, 
and sentiments, adapted with propriety 
to the subject, so contrived and executed 
as to soothe the ear, surprise and delight 
the fancy, mend and melt the heart, 
elevate the mind, and please the under- 
standing. According to Fiaccus : 

Aut prodesse volunt, aut delectare poetae ; 

Aut simul et jucunda et idonea dicere vitae. 

Poets would profit or delight mankind, 

And with th’ amusing show th’ instructive join’d. 

Omne tulit punctum, qui miscuit utile dulci, 
Lectorem’ delectando pariterque monendo. 

Profit and pleasure mingled thus with art, 

To soothe the fancy and improve the heart. 

Tropes and figures are likewise liberally 
used in rhetoric; and some of the most 
celebrated orators have owned themselves 
much indebted to the poets. Theophrastus 
expressly recommends the poets for this 
purpose. From their source the spirit 
and energy of the pathetic, the sublime, 
and the beautiful, are derived. But these 
figures must be more sparingly used in 
rhetoric than in poetry, and even then 
mingled ^vith argumentation, and a detail 
of facts, altogether different from poetical 
narration. The poet, instead of simply 
relating the incident, strikes off* a glowing 
picture of the scene, and exhibits it in the 
most lively colours to the eye of the 
imagination. “ It is reported that Homer 
was blind,” says Tuily in his Tusculan 
Questions; ‘*yet his poetry is no other than 
painting. What country, what climate, 
what ideas, battles, commotions, and con- 
tests of men, as well as of wild beasts, has 
he not painted in such a manner, as to 
bring before our eyes those very scenes 
which he himself could not behold ? ” We 
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cannot, therefore, subscribe to the opinion 
of some ingenious critics, who have blamed 
Mr. Pope for deviating in some instances 
from the simplicity of Homer, in his trans- 
lation of the Iliad and Odyssey* _ For 
example, the Grecian bard says simply 
“ the sun rose;” and his translator gives us a 
beautiful picture of the sun rising. Homer 
mentions a person who played upon the 
lyre; the translator sets him before us 
warbling to the silver strings. If this be a 
deviation, it is at the same time an improve- 
ment, Homer himself, as Cicero observes 
above, is full of this kind of painting, and 
particularly fond of description, even in 
situations where the action seems to require 
haste. Neptune, observing from Samo- 
thrace the discomfiture of the Grecians 
before Troy, flies to their assistance, and 
might have been wafted thither in half a 
line; but the bard describes him, first, 
descending the mountain on which he sat ; 
secondly, striding towards his palace at 
/Egae, and yoking his horses; thirdly, he 
describes him putting on his armour ; and, 
lastly, ascending his car, and driving along 
the surfece of the sea. Far from being 
disgusted by these delays, we are delighted 
* with the particulars of the description. 
Nothing can be more sublime than the 
circumstance of the mountain’s trembling 
beneath the footsteps of an immortal : 

5’ oiJpea (laKp^ kolL uAtj 

Uofftrlu dSapdroicrt UocreL^dcouos Uvros. 

But his passage to the Grecian fleet is 
altogether transporting : 

Bi? 5* i\dap eTrl K^jj.ar^ ic. r. A. 

He mounts the car, the golden scourge applies, 

He sits superior, .and the chariot flies ; 

jilis whirling wheels the glassy surface sweep ; 

Th’ enormous monsters, rolling o’er the deep, 
Gambol around him on the watery way, 

And heavy whales in awkward measure.s play : 
The sea subsiding spreads a level plain, 

Exults and crowns the monarch of the main ; 

The parting waves before his coursers fly ; 

The wond'ring waters leave his axle dry. 

With great veneration for the memory of 
Mr. Pope, wc cannot help objecting to 
some lines of this translation. We have 
no idea of the sea’s exulting and crowning 
Neptune, after it had subsided into a level 
plain. There is no such image in the 
original. Homer says, the whales exulted, 
and knew, or owned their king; and that 


the sea parted with joy: yrj6o<ruP7} 5^ 
daKdarca ^d(raTo. Neither is there a word 
of the wondering waters : we therefore 
think the lines might be thus altered to 
advantage : 

They knew and own’d the monarch of the main : 
The sea subsiding spreads a level plain ; 

The curling waves before his coursers fly ; 

The parting surface leaves his brazen axle dry. 

Besides the metaphors, similes, and allu- 
sions of poetry, there is an infinite variety 
of tropes, or turns of expression, occasion- 
ally disseminated through works of genius, 
which serve to animate the whole, and- 
distinguish the glowing effusions of real 
inspiration from the cold efforts of mere 
science. These tropes consist of a certain 
happy choice and arrangement of words, 
by which ideas are artfully disclosed in a 
great variety of attitudes ; of epithets, and 
compound epithets; of sounds collected 
in order to echo the sense conveyed ; of 
apostrophes ; and, above all, the enchant- 
ing use of the prosopopoeia, which is a kind 
of magic, by which the poet gives life and 
motion to every inanimate part of nature. 
Homer, describing the wrath of Agamem- 
non, in the first book of the Iliad, strikes 
off a glowing image in two words : 

bVcre 5’ ol irvpl KapLTT^ToavrL i‘iKr7}p. 

— and from his eyeballs flash! d the living flre. 
This indeed is a figure which has been 
copied by Virgil, and almost all the poets 
of every age, — oculis micat acribns ignis 
— ignescunt irm : anris dolor ossibus ardet. 
Milton, describing Satan in hell, says, 

With head uplift above the wave, and eye 
That spark Img blazed — 

— He spake : and to confirm his words out flew 
Millions of flaming swords, drawn from the 
thighs 

Of mighty cherubim. The sudden blaze 
Far round ilhnnined hell — 

There are certain words in every lan- 
guage particularly adapted to the poetical 
expression ; some from the image or idea 
they convey to the imagination, and some 
from the effect they have upon the ear. 
The first are figurative ; the others 
may be called emphatical. Rollin observes 
that Virgil has, upon many occasions, 
poetized (if we may be allowed the expres- 
sion) a whole sentence by means of the 
same word, which i^pendcre. 
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Ite mese, felix quondam pecus, ite capellas ; 

Non ego VOS postHac, viridi projectus in antro, 
Dumosa pendere procul de rupe videbo. 

At ease reclined beneath the verdant shade. 

No more shall I behold my happy flock 
Aloft browsing on the tufted rock. 

Here the word pendere wonderfully im- 
proves the landscape, and renders the 
whole passage beautifully picturesque. 
The same figurative verb we meet with in 
many different parts of the ^neid. 

Hi summo fluctu pendent^ his unda dehiscens 
Terrain inter fluctus aperit. 

These on the mountain billow hung; to those 
The yawning waves the yellow sand disclose. 

In this instance the words pendent and 
dehiscens^ htmg yardming^ are equally 
poetical. Addison seems to have had this 
passage in his eye when he wrote his 
Hymn, which is inserted in the Spectator : 

— For though in dreadful worlds we hnng^ 
High on the broken wave. 

And in another piece of a like nature in 
the same collection : 

Thy providence my life sustain’d, 

And all my wants redress’d, 

When in the silent womb I lay, 

And /i!7<!«^upon the breast. 

Shakespeare, in his admired description 
of Dover cliff, uses the same expression : 

half way down 

Hangs one that gathers samphire— dreadful 
trade ! 

Nothing can be more beautiful than the 
following picture, in which Milton has 
introduced the same expressive tint : 

—he, on his side 

Leaning, half raised, with looks of cordial love 
over her enamour’d. 

. We shall give one example more from 
Virgil, to show in what a variety of scenes 
it may appear with propriety and effect. 
In describing the progress of Dido’s passion 
for /Eneas the poet says : 

Iliacos itenim deniens audii*e labores 
Exposcit, pcjideigue iterum narrantis ab ore 

The woes of Troy once more she hegg’d to hear ; 
Once more the mournful tale employ’d his 
tongue, 

While in fond rapture on his lips she 

The reader will perceive, in all these 
instances, that no other word could be 


substituted with equal energy ; indeed, 
no other word could be used, without 
degrading the sense and defacing the 
image. 

There are many other verbs of poetical 
import, fetched from nature and from art, 
which the Poet uses to advantage, both 
in a literal and metaphorical sense ; and 
these have been alway.s tran.slated for the 
same purpose from one language to an- 
other ; such as qnasso^ concutio^ do, smdto, 
lento, saruio, ma7to,jluo, ardeo, mico,aro, to 
shake, to wake, to rouse, to soothe, to rage, 
to flow, to shine or blaze, to plough. — 
Quassantia tecium limina---jEncas casn 
concussiis ciere ^dros, ll/at'- 

temque accettdere ca niU‘—Aineas a cult 
Mar tern et se siiscitat — Imphtm lenite 
damorem — Lenibant citras—Ne stevi 
magne sacet'dos — Sudor ad imos manabat 
solos — Suspcnsceque din lachrymce flux ere 
per ora — Juvenali ardebat amore — Micat 
atreusensis — Nullum mar is (Oquor arandum. 
It will be unnecessary to insert examples 
of the .same nature from the English poets. 

The words we term emphaiical are .such 
as by their sound express the sense they 
are intended to convey; and with these 
the Greek abounds, above all other lan- 
guages, not only from its natural copious- 
ness, flexibility, and significance, but also 
from the variety of its dialects, which 
enables a writer to vary his terminations 
occasionally as the nature of the subject 
requires, without offending the most deli- 
cate ear, or incurring the imputation of 
adopting vulgar provincial expressions. 
Every smatterer in Greek can repeat 

Brj 8 ’ dnleav Trap^ Otm TroKuipKoicrfiolo 
OaXacrcTT^s, 

in which the two last words wonderfully 
echo to the sense, conveying the idea of 
the sea dashing on the shore. How much 
more significant in sound than that beau- 
tiful image of Shakespeare— 

The sea that on the unnumber’d pebbles beats ! 
And yet, if we consider the strictness of 
propriety, this last expression would seem 
to have been selected on purpose to concur 
with the other circumstances, which are 
brought together to ascertain the vast 
height of Dover cliff ; for the poet adds, 
‘‘ cannot be heard so higlv” The place 
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where Glo’ster stood was so high above j 
the surface of the sea that the <j>\o7(x$os, or 
das/iin^) could not.be heard; and there- 
fore an enthusiastic admirer of Shakespeare 
might, with some plausibility, affirm the 
poet had chosen an expression in which 
that sound is not at all conveyed. 

In the very same page of Homer’s 
Iliad we meet with two other striking in- 
stances of the same sort of beauty. Apollo, 
incensed at the insults his priest had sus- 
tained, descends from the top of Olympus 
with his bow and quiver rattling on his 
shoulder as he moved along : 

''EK\ay^cLV S’ oiVrw eV’ SfioDP. 

Here the sound of the word ad- 

mirably expresses the clanking of armour ; 
as the third line after this surprisingly 
imitates the twanging of a bow. 

Aetv'^ KXayyii dpyvpeoio $loio. 

In shrill-toned murmurs sang the twanging bow. 

Many beauties of the same kind are scat- 
tered through Homer, Pindar, and Theo- 
critus, such as the fX€\ixrora, 

sitsurrans apicula ; the dSil ifi0i/picrpta, 
dulcem susurrinn ; and the psKicrderai, for 
the sighing of the pine. 

The Latin language teems with sounds 
adapted to every situation, and the English 
is not destitute of this significant eiiergy. 
We have the cooing turtle, the sighing reed, 
the zvarbliug rivulet, the gliding stream, 
the luhispering breeze, the glance, the gleam, 
the flash, the bickering flame, the dashing 
wave, the gushing spring, the howling 
blast, the rattling storm, the pattering 
shower, the crimp earth, the monlderhig 
tower, the twanging bowstring, the clang- 
ing arms, the clanking chains, the twink’ 
stars, the iinklin^ chords, the trickling 
drops, the twittering swallow, the cawing 
rook, the screeching owl ; and a thousand 
other words and epithets, wonderfully 
suited to the sense they imply. 

Among the select passages of poetry 
'which we shall insert by way of illus- 
tration, the reader will find instances of 
all the different tropes and figures which 
the^ best authors have adopted in the 
variety of their poetical works, as 'vyell as 
of the apostrophe, abrupt transition, repe- 
tition^ and prosopopoeia, 


In the ineantime it will be necessary 
still farther to analyse those principles 
which constitute the essence of poetical 
merit ; to display those delightful parterres 
that teem with the fairest flowers of imagi- 
nation ; and distin^ish between the gaudy 
offspring of a cold insipid fancy and the 
glowing progeny, diffusing sweets, pro- 
duced and invigorated by the sun of 
genius, 

ESSAY XVI, 

Metaphor, 

Op all the implements of Poetry, the 
metaphor is the most generally and suc- 
cessfully used, and indeed may be termed 
the Muse’s caduceus, by the power of 
which she enchants all nature. The me- 
taphor is a shorter simile, or rather a 
kind of magical coat, by which the same 
idea assumes a thousand different ap- 
peai'ances. Thus the word plough^ which 
originally belongs to agriculture, being 
metaphorically used, represents the motion 
of a ship at sea and the effects of old age 
upon the human countenance : 

Plough’d the bosom of the deep; — 

And time had plough’d his venerable front. 

Almost every verb, noun substantive, 
or term of art in any language, may be in 
this manner applied to a variety of subjects 
with admirable effect ; but the danger is 
in sowing metaphors too thick, so as to 
distract the imagination of the reader, and 
incur the imputation of deserting nature, 

I in order to hunt after conceits. ’ Every 
clay produces poems of all kinds so in- 
i dated with metaphor, that they may be 
compared to the gaudy bubbles blown up 
from a solution of soap. Longinus is of 
opinion, that a multitude of metaphors is 
never excusable, except in those cases 
when the passions are roused, and, like 
a winter torrent, rush down impetuous, 
sweeping them with collective force along. 
He brings an instance of the following 
quotation from Demosthenes: “Men,” 
says he, “profligates, miscreants, and flat- 
I terers, who having severally preyed upon 
I the bowels of their country, at length be- 
I trayed her liberty, first to Philip, and now 
' again to Alexander; who, placing the 
I chief felicity of life in the indulgence of 
1 irtfaniovis lusts and appetites, overturned 
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in the dust that freedom and independence 
which was the chief aim and end of all 
our worthy ancestors- ” 

Aristotle and Theophrastus seem to 
think it is rather too bold and hazardous 
to use metaphors so freely, without inter- 
posing some mitigating phrase, such as, 
“ if I may be allowed the expression,” or 
some equivalent excuse. At the same 
time, Longinus finds fault with Plato for 
hazarding some metaphors, which, indeed, 
appear to be equally affected and ex- 
travagant ; when he says, “ The govern- 
ment of a state should not resemble a 
bowl of hot fermenting wine, but a cool 
and moderate beverage chastised by the 
sober deity, metaphor that signifies 
nothing more than “ mixed or lowered 
with water.” Demetrius Phalereus justly 
observes, that though a judicious use of 
metaphors wonderfully raises, sublimes, 
and adorns oratory or elocution, yet they 
should seem to flow naturally from the 
subject; and too great a redundancy of 
them inflates the discourse to a mere 
rhapsody. The same observation will 
hold in poetry; and the more liberal or 
sparing use of them will depend, in a great 
measure, on the nature of the subject. 

Passion itself is very figurative, and 
often bursts out into metaphors ; but, in 
touching the pathos, the poet must be 
perfectly well acquainted with the emo- 
tions of the human soul, and carefully 
distinguish between those metaphors which 
rise glowing from the heart, and those cold 
conceits which are engendered in the 
fancy. Should one of these last unfortu- 
nately in teiwene, it will be apt to destroy 
the whole effect of the most pathetical 
incident or situation. Indeed, it requires 
the most delicate taste, and a consummate 
knowledge of propriety, to employ meta- 
phors in such a manner as to avoid what 
the ancients call the ro \pvxpor, the frigid, 
or false sublime. , Instances of this kind 
were frequent even among the correct 
ancients. Sappho herself is blamed for 
using the hyperbole \evKor4poL 
whiter than snow, Demetrius is so nice 
as to be disgusted at the simile of s^uiji 
as the wind ; though, in speaking of a 
race-horse, we know from experience that 
this is not even a hyperbole. Pie would 


have had more reason to censure that 
kind of metaphor which Aristotle styles 
Kwd ivepy^tay, exhibiting things inanimate 
as endued with sense and reason ; such 
as that of the sharp pointed arrow, 
to take wing among the crowd : 

KaO^ ofxiKov iTtTrricrdai /ueveaimy. Not 
but that, in descriptive poetry, this figure 
is often allowed and admired. The cniet 
sword, the rtdh/ess dagger, the ruffian 
blast, are epithets which frequently occur. 
The faithful bosom of the earth, the 
joyous boughs, the trees that admire their 
images reflected in the stream, and many 
other examples of this kind, are found 
disseminated through the works of our 
best modern poets : yet still they must be 
sheltered under the privilege of the foeika 
licentia; and, except in poetry, they would 
give offence. 

More chaste metaphors are freely used 
in all kinds of writing; more sparingly in 
history, and more abundantly in rhetoric : 
we have seen that Plato indulges in them 
even to excess. The orations of Demos- 
thenes are animated, and even inflamed 
with metaphors, some of them so bold as 
even to entail upon him the censure of 
the critics. T<fr€ Utdmi ru ^ijrapi 
beoyri kolB^ ifioiv . — “Then I did not yield 
I to Python the orator, when he oveffiowed 
you with a tide of eloquence.” Cicero is 
still more liberal in the use of them ; he 
ransacks all nature, and pours forth a 
redundancy of figures even wdth a lavish 
hand. Even the chaste Xenophon, who 
generally illustrates his subject by way of 
simile, sometimes ventures to produce an 
expressive metaphor, such as ‘ ‘ Part of the 
phalanx fluctuated in the march ;” and, 
indeed, nothing can be more significant 
than this word e^€Kijfji.7)y€, to represent a 
body of men staggered, and on the point 
of giving way. Armstrong has used the 
word fluctuate with admirable efficacy, 
in his philosophical poem, entitled The 
Art of Preserving Health. 

Gh ! when the growling winds contend, and all 

The sounding forest Jluciuaies in the storm, 

To sink in warm repose, and hear the din 

Howl o’er the steady battlements^ — 

The word fluctuate on this occasion 
not only exhibits an idea of struggling, 
bub echoes to the sense like the 
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Se ixax'^ of Homer; which, ^ by 
the by, it is impossible to render into 
English, for the verb <ppicr<ro} signifies not 
only to stand erect like prickles, as a 
grove of lances, but also to make a noise 
like the crashing of armour, the hissing 
of javelins, and the splinters of spears. 

Over and above an excess of figures, a 
young author is apt to rim into a confusion 
of mixed metaphors, which leave the sense 
disjointed, and distract the imagination : 
Shakespeare himself is often guilty of 
these irregularities. The soliloquy in 
Hamlet, which we have so often heard 
extolled in terms of admiration, is, in our 
opinion, a heap of absurdities, whether 
we consider the situation, the sentiment, 
the argumentation, or the poetry. Hamlet 
is informed by the Ghost, that his father 
was murdered, and therefore he is tempted 
to murder himself, even after he had pro- 
mised to take vengeance on the usui*per, 
and expressed the utmost eagerness to 
achieve this enterprise. It does not a])- 
pear that he had the least reason to wish 
for death ; l)ut every motive which may 
be supposed to infiuence the mind of a 
young prince concurred to render life de- 
'.sirable,— revenge towards the usurper, 
love for the fair Ophelia, and the ambition 
of reigning. Besides, when he had an 
opportunity of dying without being ac- 
cessory to his own death — when he had 
nothing to do but, in obedience to his 
uncle’s command, to allow himself to be 
conveyed quietly to England, w^here he 
was sure of suffering death, — instead of 
amusing himself with meditations on mor- 
tality, he very wisely consulted the means 
of self-preservation, turned the tables upon 
his attendants, and returned to Denmark. 
Blit granting him to have been reduced 
to the lowest state of despondency, sur- 
rounded with nothing but horror and 
despair, sick of this life, and eager to 
tempt futurity, we shall see how far he 
argues like a philosopher. 

In order to support this general charge 
against an author so universally held in 
veneration, .whose very errors have helped 
to sanctify his character among the multi- 
tude, we will descend to particulars, and 
analyse this famous soliloquy. 

Hamlet, having assumed the disguise of 
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madness, as a cloak under which he might 
the more effectually revenge his father’s 
death upon the murderer and usurper, 
appears alone upon the stage, in a pensive 
and melancholy attitude, and communes 
with himself in these words : 

To be, or not to be ? that is the question : — 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, _ 

And, by opposing, end them?— To die-— to 
sleep — 

No more : and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand naturalshocks 
That flesh is heir to,— ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die— to sleep : 

To sleep ! perchance to dream !— ay, there’s the 
rub ! 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may 
come, 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause. There’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of 
time, 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s con- 
tumely, 

The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he him.self might hi.s quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 
To groan and sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death, — 
That undiscovered country, from whose bourne 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their curfent.s turn awry, 

And lose the name of action. 

We have already observed, that there 
is not any apparent circumstance in the 
fate or situation of Hamlet that should 
prompt him to harbour one thought of 
self-murder; and therefore these expres- 
sions of despair imply an impropriety in 
point of character. But supposing his 
condition was truly desperate, and he saw 
no possibility of repose but in the uncertain 
harbour of death, let us see in what manner 
he argues on that subject. The question is, 
“To be, or not to be to die by my own 
hand j or live and suffer the miseries of life. 
He proceeds to explain the alternative in 
these terms, “ Whether ’tis nobler in the 
mind to suffer, or endure, the frowns of 
fortune, or to take arms, and, by opposing, 
end them.” Here he deviates from his 
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first proposition, and death is no longer 
the question. The only doubt is, whether 
he will stoop to misfortune, or exert his 
faculties in order to surmount it. This 
surely is the obvious meaning, and indeed 
the only meaning that can be implied in 
these words, — 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to siiffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them. 

He now drops this idea, and reverts to 
his reasoning on death, in the course of 
which he owns himself deterred from 
suicide by the thoughts of what may follow 
death: 

- — -the dread of something after death,— 

That undiscovered country, from whose bourne 

N 0 traveller returns. 

This might be a good argument in 
a Heathen or Pagan, and such indeed 
Hamlet really was ; but Shakespeare has 
already represented him as a good Catholic, 
who must have been acquainted with 
the truths of revealed religion, and says 
expressly in this very play, 

——had not the Everlasting fix’d 
His canon ’gainst self-murder. 

Moreover, he had just been conversing 
with his father’s spirit piping hot from 
purgatory, which we presume is not within 
the bourne of this world. The dread 
of what may happen after death, says he, 

Makes us rather bear those ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 

This declaration at least implies some 
knowledge of the other world, and ex- 
pressly asserts, that there must be ills in 
that world, though what kind of ills they 
are we do not know. The argument, 
therefore, may be reduced to this lemma : 
this world abounds with ills which I feel ; 
the other world abounds with ills, the 
nature of which I do not know ; therefore, 
I will rather bear those ills I have, “than 
fly to others which I know not of:” a 
deduction amounting to a certainty, with 
respect to the only circumstance that could 
create a doubt, namely, whether in death 
he should rest from his misery ; and if he 
was certain there were evils in the next 
world, as well as in this, he had no room 
to reason at all about the matter. What 
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alone could justify his thinking on this 
subject would have been the hope of 
flying from the ills of this world, without 
encountering any others in the next. 

Nor is Hamlet more accurate in the 
following reflection : 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all. 

A bad conscience will make us cowards ; 
but a good conscience will make us brave. 
It does not appear that any thing lay 
heavy on his conscience; and from the 
premises we cannot help inferring, that 
conscience in this case was entirely out of 
the question. Hamlet was deterred from 
suicide by a full conviction, that, in flying 
from one sea of troubles which he did 
know, he should fall into another which 
he did not know’. 

His whole chain of reasoning, therefore, 
seems inconsistent and incongruous. “I 
am doubtful whether I should live or do 
violence upon my ow’ n life ; for I know 
not w'hether it is more honourable to bear 
misfortune patiently than to exert myself 
in opposing misfortune, and, by opposing, 
end it.” Let us throw it into the form of 
a syllogism, it will stand thus: “I am 
oppressed with ills; I know not whether 
it is more honourable to bear those ills 
patiently, or to end them by taking arms 
against them : ergo, I am doubtful whether 
I should slay myself or live. To die is 
no more than to sleep ; and to say that by 
a sleep we end the heartache,” &c. “ ’tis 
a consummation devoutly to be wished.” 
Now’ to say it w’asof no consequence, unless 
it had been true. “I am afraid of the 
dreams that may happen in that sleep of 
death ! and I choose rather to bear those 
ills I have in this life, than to fly to other ills 
in that undiscoveied country, from whose 
bourne no traveller ever returns. I have 
ills that are almost insupportable in this 
life. I know not wdiat is in the next, be- 
cause it is an undiscovered country : e7go, 
I’d rather bear those ills I have, than fly 
to others wdiich I know not of.” Here 
the conclusion is by no means w^arranted 
by the premises. “I am sore afflicted in 
this life; but 1 would rather bear the 
afflictions of this life, than plunge myself 
in the afflictions of another life : ergo, con- 
science makes cowards of us all.” Hut 
this conclusion would justify the logician 
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in saying, 7tegattif c67tsiqttens ; for it is 1 
entirely detached both frdm the major and 
minor proposition. 

This soliloquy is not less exceptionable 
in the propriety of expression, than in the 
chain of argumentation. “To die— to sleep 
—no more,” contains an ambiguity, which 
all the art of punctuation cannot remove ; 
for it may signify that “to die” is to sleep 
no more; of the expression “no rhore^ 
may be considered as an abrupt apostrophe 
in thinking, as if he meant to say “ no more 
of that reflection.” 

“Ay, there’s the rub,” is a vulgarism 
beneath the dignity of Hamlet’s character, 
and the words that follow leave the sense 
imperfect : 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may 
come, 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause. 

Not the dreams that might come, but 
the fear of what dreams might come, occa- 
sioned the pause or hesitation. Respect 
ill the same line may be allowed to pass 
for consideration : but 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s con- 
tumely, 

according to the invariable acceptation of 
the words 7W't>;/'^’'and contumely, can signify 
nothing but the wrongs sustained by the 
oppressor, and the contumely or abuse 
thrown upon the proud man; though it 
is plain that Shakespeare used them in a 
different sense : neither is the word spimt 
a substantive, yet as such he has inserted 
it in these lines : 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
7'hat patient merit of th’ unworthy takes. 

If we consider the metaphors of the 
soliloquy, we shall find them jumbled 
together in a strange confusion. 

If the metaphors were reduced to paint- 
ing, we should find it a very difficult task, 
if not altogether impracticable, to represent 
with any propriety outrageous fortune using 
her slings and arrows, between which, 
indeed, there is no sort of analogy in 
nature. Neither can any figure be more 
ridiculously absurd than that of a man 
taking arms against a sea, exclusive of 
the incongruous medley of slings, arrows, i 
and seas, justled within the compass of j 
one reflection. What follows is a strange i 





rhapsody of broken images of sleeping, 
dreaming, and shifting off a coil, which 
last conveys no idea that can bc represented 
on canvas. A man may bC exhibited 
shuffling off his garments, or his chains ; 
but how he should shuffle off a coil, which 
is another term for noise and tumult, we 
cannot comprehend. Then we have “ long- 
lived calamity,” and “tirne armed with 'll. 
wkips and scorns and “patient merit 
spurned at by im worthiness ; ’ ’ and “ misery 
with a bare bodkin going to make his own 
quietus,'' which at best is but a mean 
metaphor. These are followed by figures, 
“sweating under fardels of burdens,” 

“puzzled with doubts,” “shaking with 
fears,” and “flying from evils.” Finally, 
we see “ resolution sicklied o’er with pale 
thought,” a conception like that of repre- 
senting health by sickness ; and a “ current 
of pith turned awry, so as to lose the name 
of action,” which is both an error in fancy, 
and a solecism in sense. - In a word, the 
soliloquy may be compared to the v^jf/t : 

sojunia and the Tabula, cujus mncs Jin^ f 

guntur species. j, 

But while \ve censure the chaos of | 

broken, incongruous metaphors, we ought 
also to caution the young poet against the j 

opposite extreme of pursuing a metaphor, | 

until the spirit is quite exhausted in a suc- 
cession of cold conceits ; such as we see 
in the following letter, said to be sent by 
Tamerlane to the Turkish Emperor Baja- 
zet. “ Where is the monarch that dares 
oppose our arms ? Where is the potentate * 

who doth not glory in being numbered 
among our vassals ? As for thee, descended 
from a Turcoman mariner, since the vessel 
of thy unbounded ambition hath been 
wrecked in the gulf of thy self-love, it j 

would be proper that thou shouldst furl 
the sails of thy temerity, and cast the 
anchor of repentance in the port of sin- 
cerity and justice, which is the harbour of 
safety ; lest the tempest of our vengeance ' 

make thee perish in the sea of that punish- ! 

ment thou hast deserved.” ! 

But if these laboured conceits are ridi- 
culous in poetry, they are still more inex- 
cusable in prose : such as we find them 
frequently occur in Strada’s Belhim Belgi* 
cum: “ Vix descenderat a prsetoria navi \ 

Csesar, chm foeda ilico exorta in portu • 
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tempestas ; classem impetu disjecit, pra- 
toriam hausit, quasi non vecturam amplius 
Caesarem Csesarisque fortunam. “Csesar 
had scarcely set his feet on shore, when a 
terrible tempest arising, shattered the fleet 
even in the harbour, and sent to the bottom 
the prsetorian ship, as if he resolved it 
should no longer carry Gcesar and his 
fortunes*” 

Yet this is modest iii ddmpatison of 
the following flowers: “Alii, pulsis e 
tormento catenis discerpti sectique, dimi- 
diate corpore pugnabant sibi superstites, 
ac peremptEe partis ultores.” — “Others, 
dissevered and cut in twain by chain-shot, 
fought with one half of their bodies that 
remained, in revenge of the other half 
that was slain.” 

Homer, Horace, and even the chaste 
Virgil, is not free from conceits. The 
latter, speaking of a man’s hand cut off 
in battle, says, 

Te decisa suum, Laride, dextera quserit : 

Semianimesque m leant digiti, ferrunique re- 
tractaiit : 

thus enduing the amputated hand with sense 
and volition. This, to be sure, is a violent 
figure, and hath been justly condemned 
by some accurate critics; but we think 
they are too severe in extending the same 
censure to some other passages in the most 
admired authors. 

Virgil, in his sixth Eclogue, says : 

Omnia quas, Phffibo quondam meditante, 
beatus 

Audiit Eurotas, jussitque ediscere lauros, 

file canit. 

Whatever, when Phoebus bless’d the Arcadian 
plain, 

Eurotas heard and taught his bays the strain, 

The senior sung — 

And Pope has copied the conceit in his 
Pastorals : 

Thames heard the numbers as he flow’d along, 

And bade his willows learn the moving song. 

Vida thus begins his first Eclogue : 

Dicite, VOS musse, et juvenum memorate querelas: 

Eicite ; nam motas ipsas ad carmina cautes, 

Et requiSsse suos perhibent vaga flumina cur- 
, sus. ■ 

Say, heavenly muse, their youthful frays re- 
■ hearse 

Begin, ye daughters of immortal verse : 

Exulting rocks have own’d the power of song, 

And rivers listen’d as they flow’d along. 


Racine adopts the same bold figure in’ his 
Phaedra : / 

Le flot qui fapporta reciile 6poUvautd. 

The wave that bare him backwards shrunk 
appall’d. 

Even Milton lias indulged himself ill 
the same license of expression : 

As when to them who sail 

Beydnd the Cape of Hope, and now are past 
Mozambic, dflf at sea horth-east iVihQs blBW 
Sabaean odour from the spicy shore 
Of Araby the blest ; with such delay 
Well pleased, they slack their course, and many a 

league, 

Cheer’d with the grateful smell, old Ocean smiles. 

Shakespeare says, 

— — I’ve seen 

Th’ ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam. 

To be exalted with the threat’ning cloud.s. 

And indeed more correct writers, both 
ancient and modern, abound with the same 
kind of figure, which is reconciled to 
propriety, and even invested with beauty, 
by the efficacy of the prosopopoeia, which 
personifies the object. Thus, when Virgil 
says Enipeus heard the songs of Apollo, 
he raises up, as by enchantment, the idea 
of a river god crowned with sedges, his 
head raised above the sti*eam,' and in his 
countenance the expression of pleased 
attention. By the same magic we see, in 
the couplet quoted from Pope’s Pastorals, 
old father Thames leaning upon his urn, 
and listening to the poet’s strain. 

Thus in the regions of poetry all 
nature, even the passions and affections of 
the mind, may be personified into pictu- 
resque figures for the entertainment of the 
reader. Ocean smiles or frowns, as the 
sea is calm or tempestuous ; a Triton rules 
on every angry billow ; eveiy mountain 
has its Nymph ; every stream its Naiad ; 
every tree its Plamadryad ; and every art 
its Genius. We cannot, therefore, assent 
to those who censure Thomson as licen- 
tious for using the following figure : 

O vale of bliss ! 0 softly swelling hills ! 

On which the power of cultivation lies. 

And joys to see the wonders of his toil. 

We cannot conceive a more beautiful 
image than that of the Genius of Agricul- 
ture, distinguished by the implements of 
bis art, imbrowmed with labour, glowing 
with health, crowned with a garland of 
foliage, flowers, and fruit, lying stretched 
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at his case on the brow ofa gentle swelling 
hill, and contemplating with pleasure the 
happy effects ’of his own industry. 

Neither can we join issue against Shake- 
speare for this comparison, which hath 
likewise incurred the censure of the critics ; 

■ The noble sister of Poplicola, 

Ihe moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle 
That’s curdled by the frost from purest snow, 
And hangs on Dian’s temple 

This is no more than illustrating a quality 
of the mind, by comparing it with a sen- 
sible object. If there is no impropriety in 
saying such a man is true as steel, firm as 
a rock, inflexible as an oak, unsteady as 
the ocean j or in describing a disposition 
cold as ice, or fickle as the Avind — and 
these expressions are justified by constant 
practice — we shall hazard an assertion, 
that the comparison of a chaste woman to 
an icicle is proper and picturesque, as it 
obtains only in the circumstances of cold 
and purity; but that the addition of its 
being curdled from the purest snow, and 
hanging on the temple of Diana, the 
patroness of virginity, heightens the whole 
into a most beautiful simile, that gives a 
very respectable and amiable idea of the 
character in question. 

The simile is no more than an extended 
metaphor, introduced to illustrate and 
beautify the subject ; it ought to be apt, 
striking, properly pursued, and adorned 
with all the graces of poetical melody. 
But a simile of this kind ought never to 
proceed from the mouth of a person under 
any great agitation of spirit ; such as a 
tragic character overwhelmed with grief, 
distracted by contending cares, oragonising 
in the pangs of death. The language of 
passion will not admit simile, which is 
ahvays the result of study and deliberation. 
Wo will not allow a hero the privilege 
of a dying SAvan, which is said to chant 
its approaching fate in the most melodious 
strain ; and therefore nothing can be more 
ridiculously unnatural than "the represen- 
tation of a lover dying upon the stage with 
a laboured simile in his mouth. 

The Orientals, whose language was 
extremely figurative, have been very care- 
less in the choice of their similes f provided 
the resemblance obtained in one circum- 
stance, they minded not whether they 



disagreed with' the subject in every other 
respect Many instances of this defect in 
congruity may be culled from the most 
sublime parts of Scripture. 

Homer has been blamed for the bad 
choice of his similes on some particular 
occasions. He compares Ajax to an ass, 
in the Iliad, and Ulysses to a steak broiling 
on the coals, in the Odyssey. His admirers 
have endeavoured to excuse him, by re- 
minding us of the simplicity of the age in 
which he wrote ; but they have not i3een 
able to prove that any ideas of dignity or 
importance were, even in those days, 
affixed to the character of an ass, or the 
quality of a beef collop ; therefore they 
were very improper illustrations for any 
situation in which a hero ought to be 
represented. 

Virgil has degraded the wife of King 
Latinus, by comparing her, when she was 
actuated by the Fury, to a top which the 
boys lash for diversion. This, doubtless, 
is a low image, though in other respects 
the comparison is not destitute of pro- 
priety : but he is much more justly censured 
for the following simile, w'hich has no sort 
of reference to the subject. Speaking, of 
Turnus, he says : 

— ■ — medio dux agmine Turnus 
Vertitur arma tenens, et toto vertlce supra est : 
Ceu sep>tem surgens sedatis amnibus altus 
Per taciturn Ganges; aut pingtii flumine Nilus 
Cum refluit campis, et jam se condidit alveo. 

But Turnus, chief amidst the warrior train, 

In armour towers the tallest on the plain. 

The Ganges, thus by seven rich streams supplied, 
A mighty mass devolves in silent pride ; 

Thus Nilus pours from his prolific urn, 

When from the fields o’erflow’d his vagrant 
streams return. 

These, no doubt, are majestic images : 
but they bear no sort of resemblance to a 
hero glittering in armour at the head of 
his forces. 

Horace has been ridiculed by some 
shrewd critics for this comparison, which, 
however, we think is more defensible than 
the former. Addressing himself to IMu- 
natius Plancus, he says : 

Albus ut obscuro deterget nubila coelo 
Ssepe Notus, neque parturit imbres 
Perpetuos : sic tu sapiens finire memento 
Tristitiam, vitaeque labores 
Molli, Plance, mero. — — 
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As Notus often, when the welkin lowers. 
Sweeps olif the clouds, nor teems perpetual 
showers, 

So let thy wisdom, free from anxious strife, 

In mellow wine dissolve the cares of life. 

Dunkin. 

The analogy, it must he confessed, is not 
very striking ; but, nevertheless, it is not 
altogether void of propriety. The poet 
reasons thus : as the south wind, though 
generally attended with rain, is often 
known to dispel the clouds, and render 
the weather serene; so do you, though 
generally on the rack of thought, remember 
to relax sometimes, and drown your cares 
in wine. As the south wind is not always 
moist, so you ought not always to be dry. 
A few instances of inaccuracy, or medio- 
crity, can never der®gate from the super- 
lative merit of Homer and Virgil, whose 
poems are the great magazines, replete 
with every species of beauty and magnifi- 
cence, particularly aboundingwith similes, 
which astonish, delight, and transport the 
reader. 

Every simile ought not only to be well 
adapted to the subject, but also to include 
every excellence of description, and to be 
coloured with the warmest tints of poetry. 
Nothing can he more happily hit off than 
the following in the Georgies, to which 
the poet compares Orpheus lamenting his 
lost Eurydice : — 

Qualls populea raoerens Philomela sub umbr0, 
Amissos queritur feetus, quos durus arator 
Observans nido implumes detraxit ; at ilia 
Flet noctem, ramoque sedens miserabile carmen 
Integrat, et moestis late loca questibus implet. 

So Philomela, from th’ umbrageous wood. 

In strains melodious mourns her tender brood, 
Snatched from the nest by some rude plough- 
man’s hand: 

On some lone bough the warbler takes her stand ; 
The live-long night she mourns the cruel wrong, 
And hill and dale resound the plaintive song. 

Here we not only find the most scrupulous 
propriety, and the happiest choice, in com- 
paring the Thracian bard to Philomel, the 
poet of the grove ; but also the most beau- 
tiful description, containing a fine touch 
of the pathos— in which last particulai', 
indeed, Virgil, in our opinion, excels all 
other poets, whether ancient or modern. 
One would imagine that nature had 
exhausted itself, in order to embellish the 
poems of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, with 


similes and metaphors. The first of these 
very often uses the comparison of the wind, 
the whirlwind, the hail, the torrent, to 
express the rapidity of his combatants; 
but when he comes to describe the velocity 
of the immortal horses that drew the 
chariot of Juno, he raises his ideas to 
the subject, and, as Longinus observes, 
measures every leap by the whole breadth 
of the horizon. 

‘^'Oa'crop 5* liepoeiSey dv'^p tSep 6<pdaKjno7a'ip 
"'li/JL€Pos ip (TKOTi.fjf Xeia^crcap iirl aXpoita, 
‘vrdvrop, 

Tdacop iirLdpciaKovcn 9eooP vtj/TJxees iTrTrot. 

For, as a watchman, from some rock on high. 

O’er the wide main extends his boundless eye ; 

Through such a space of air, with thund’ring 
sound. 

At every leap th’ immortal coursers bound. 

The celerity of this goddess seems to he a 
favourite idea with the poet ; for in another 
place he compares it to the thought of a 
traveller revolving in his mind the different 
places he had seen, and passing through 
them, in imagination, more swift than the 
lightning flies from east to west. 

Homer’s best similes have been copied 
by Virgil and almost every succeeding 
poet, howsoever they may have vaiiedin 
the manner of expression. In the third 
l)ook of the Iliad, Menelaus seeing Paris 
is compared to a hungry lion espying a 
hind or goat : 

"jQcTTe \€cop ix'^PV iirl o'ey^uart 

RT^po'as 

Evp^p ^ ^Kaepop KepadPf ^ aypiop ftTyct, 

K. r. X. 

So joys the lion, if a branching deer 

Or mountain goat his bulky prize appear ; 

In vain the youths oppose, the mastifts bay— • 

The lordly savage rends the panting prey. 

Thus, fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 

In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground. 

The Mantuan bard, in the tenth book 
of the ./Eneid, applies the same simile to 
Mezentius, when he beholds Acron in the 
battle: 

Impastus stabula alta leo ceu ssepe peragraus 

(Suadet eninv vesana fames) si forte fugacem 
, Conspexit capream, aut surgentem in cornua 
cervum ; 

Gaudet hians immane, comasque arrexit, ct 
' hkret 

Visceribus super accumbens : lavit improba teter 
: ^'::Ora nruor.-— -• 
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Then, as a hungry lion, who beholds 
A gamesome goat who frisks about the folds. 

Or beamy stag that grazes on the plain ; 

He runs, he roars, hie shakes his rising mane -: 
He grins, and opens wide his greedy jaws — 
The prey lies panting underneath his paws ; 

He fills his famish’d maw; his mouth runs o’er 
With unchew’d morsels, while he chums the 
gore.— Dryden. 

The reader will perceive that Virgil 
has improved the simile in one particular, 
and in another fallen short of his original. 
The description of the lion shaking^ his 
mane, opening his hideous jaws distained 
■with the blood of his prey, is great and 
picturesque ; but, on the other hand, he 
has omitted the circumstance of devouring 
it without being intimidated or restrained 
by the dogs and youths that surround 
him-— a circumstance that adds greatly to 
our idea of his strength, intrepidity, and 
importance. 

ESSAY XVII. 

Hyperbole, 

Of all the figures in poetry, that called 
the hyperbole is managed with the greatest 
difficulty. The hyperbole is an exagge- 
ration with which the Muse is indulged 
for the better illustration of her subject, 
when she is warmed into enthusiasm. 
Quintilian calls it an ornament of the 
bolder kind. Demetrius Phalereus is still 
more severe. He says the hyperbole is of 
nil forms of speech the most frigid ; Ma- 
Aiarra 7? vT^p^okrj xpvxporarov vavreov: 
but this must Ixj understood with some 
grains of allowance. Poetry is animated 
by the passions ; and all the passions ex- 
aggerate. Passion itself is a magnifying 
medium. There are beautiful instances 
of the lu'pcrbole in the Sciipture, which I 
a reader of sensibility cannot read without 
being strongly affected. The difficulty 
lies in choosing such hyperboles as the ' 
subject will admit of; for, according to 
the definition of Theophrastus, the frigid 
in style is that which exceeds the expres- 
sion suitable to the subject The judgment 
does not revolt against Homer for repre- 
senting the horses of Ericthonius running 
over the standing coni without breaking 
off the heads, because the whole is con- 
sidered as a fable, and the north wind is 
represented as their sire ; but the imagi- 
nation is a little startled, when Virgil, 


in imitation of this hypeibole, exhibits 
Camilla as flying over it without even 
touching the tops : 

Ilia vel intactse segetis per summa volaret 

Gramina. 

This elegant author, we are afraid, has, 
upon some other occasions, degenerated 
into the frigid, in straining to improve 
upon his great master. 

Plomer, in the Odyssey, a work which 
Longinus does not scruple to charge with 
bearing the marks of old age, describes a 
storm in which all the four winds were 
concerned together : 

d’ Evpds T€, Nords t’ €T€(r€, Z€(pvp6s 
re Sverarjs, 

Kal Bop€r]5 al6p7}y€v4Tii)s pidya kvp,a Kuktv- 
dcoy. 

We know that such a contention of 
contrary blasts could not possibly exist in 
nature ; for, even in hurricanes, the winds 
blow alternately from different points of 
the compass. Nevertheless, Virgil adopts 
the description, and adds to its extra- 
vagance : 

Incubiiere mari, totumque a sedibiis imis 

Una Eurusque Notusque ruunt, creberque pro- 
cellis 

Africus. 

Here the winds not only blow together, 
but they turn the whole body of the ocean 
topsy-turvy : 

East, west, and south, engage with furions 
sweep, 

And from its lowest bed upturn the foaming 
deep. 

The north wind, however, is still more 
mischievous : 

Stridens aqullone procella 

Velum adver.sa fer it, fluctusque ad sidera tolHt 

. The sail then Boreas rends with hideous Cry, 

And whirls the madd’ning billows to the sky. 

The motion of the sea between Scylla 
and Chaiybdis is still more magnified; 
and ^Etiia is exhibited as throwing out 
volumes of flame which brush the stars. 
Such expressions as these are not intended 
as a real representation of the thing speci- 
fied: they are designed to strike the 
reader’s imagination; hut they generally 
serv’^e as marks of the author’s sinking 
under his own ideas, who, apprehensive 
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of injuring the greatness of his own 
conception, is hurried into excess and 
extravagance. 

Quintilian allows the use of hyperbole 
when words are wanting to express any- 
thing in its just strength or due energy: 
then, he says, it is better to exceed in ex- 
pression than fall short of the conception ; 
but he likewise obseiwes, that there is no 
figure or form of speech so apt to run into 
fustian : “ Nec alia magis via in Kam^rt- 
Xlav itur. ” 

If the chaste Virgil has thus trespassed 
upon poetical probability, what can we 
expect from Lucan but hyperboles even 
more ridiculously extravagant? He repre- 
sents the winds in contest, the sea in 
suspense, doubting to which it shall give 
way. He affirms, that its motion would 
have been so violent as to produce a 
second deluge, had not Jupiter kept it 
under by the clouds; and as to the ship 
during this dreadful uproar, the sails 
touch the clouds, while the keel strikes 
the groiuid: 

N ubila tanguntui* velis, et terra carina. 

This image of dashing water at the 
stars Sir Richard Blackmore has pro- 
duced in colours truly ridiculous. De- 
scribing spouting whales in his Prince 
Arthur, he makes the following com- 
parison : — 

Like some prodigious water-engine made 

To play on heaven, if fire should heaven invade. 

The great fault in all these instances is 
a deviation from propriety, owing to the 
erroneous judgment of the writer, who, 
endeavouring to captivate the admiration 
with novelty, very often shocks the under- 
standing with extravagance. Of this 
nature is the whole description of the 
Cyclops, both in the Odyssey of Homer 
and in the j®neid of Virgil. It must be 
owned, however, that the Latin poet, 
with all his merit, is more apt than his 
great original to dazzle us with false fire, 
and practise upon the imagination with 
gay conceits, that will not bear the critic’s 
examination. There is not in any of 
Homer’s works now subsisting such an | 
example of the false sublime as Virgil’s 
description of the thundei-bolts forging 
under the hammers of the Cyclops : 


Tres imbris tort! radios, tres nubis aquosae 
Addiderant, rutili tres ignis et alitis Austri. 

Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three more, 
Of winged southern winds and cloudy store 
As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame. 

Dryden. 

This is altogether a fantastic piece of 
affectation, of which we can form no sen- 
sible image, and serves to chill the fancy, 
rather than warm the admiration, of a 
judging reader. 

Extravagant hyperbole is a weed that 
grows in great plenty through the works 
of our admired Shakespeare. In the fol- 
lowing description, which hath been much 
celebrated, one sees he has had an eye to 
j Virgil’s thunderbolts 

Oh, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairy’s midwife ; and she comes, 

In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep: 

Her wagon-spokes made of long spinner’s legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 

The traces, of the smallest .spider’s web ; 

The collars, of the ^noonshine' s ivaiery beams. 
&c. 

Even in describing fantastic beings there 
is a propriety to be observed ; but surely 
nothing can be more revolting to common 
sense, than this numbering of the moon- 
beams among the other implements of 
Queen Mab’s harness, which, though ex- 
tremely slender and diminutive, are never- 
theless objects of the touch, and may be 
conceived capable of use. 

The Ode and Satire admit of the boldest 
hyperboles: such exaggerations suit the 
impetuous wannth of the: one; and in 
the other have a good effect in exposing 
' folly, and exciting horror against vice. 
They may be likewise successfully used 
in Comedy, for moving and managing 
the powers of ridicule. 

ESSAY XVIII. 

Versi/lcaiiott. 

Verse is an harmonious arrangement of 
long and short syllables, adapted to dif- 
ferent kinds of poetry, and owes its oifigin 
entirely to the measured cadence, or music, 
which was used when the first songs and 
hymns were recited. This music, divided 
into different parts, required a regular 
return of the same measure, and thus 
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every strophe^ antistrophe^ stama^ con- 
tained the same number of feet To 
know what constituted the different kinds 
of rhythmical feet among the ancients,- 
with respect to the number and quantity 
of their syllables, we have nothing to do 
but to consult those who have written on 
grammar and prosody : it is the business 
of a schoolmaster, rather than the accom- 
plishment of a man of taste. 

Various essays have been made in dif- 
ferent countries to compare the characters 
of ancient and modern versification, and to 
point out the difference beyond any possi- 
bility of mistake. But they have made 
distinctions where, in fact, there w’as no 
difference, and left the criterion unohserved. 
They have transferred the name of rhyme 
to a regular repetition of the same sound 
at the end of the line, and set up this vile 
monotony as the characteristic of modern 
verse, in contradistinction to the feet of 
the ancients, which they pretend the 
poetry of modern language will not admit 
Rhyme, from the Greek word pvd(ji,6s, 
is nothing else but number, which was 
essential to the ancient as well as to the 
modern versification. As to the jingle 
of similar sounds, though it was never used 
by the ancients in any regular return in 
the middle or at the end of the line, and 
was by no means deemed essential to the 
versification, yet they did not reject it as 
a blemish, where it occurred without the 
appearance of constraint. We meet with 
it often in the epithets of Homer — dpyv- 
pioio ^mo, "'Ava^ duBpiav ^ Ayap.i(xva>v : 
almost the whole first ode of Anacreon is 
what we call rhyme. The following line 
of Virgil has been admired for the simili- 
tude of sound in the first two words : 

(^j'vyiwthusa tuo SicuHs confunditur undis. 

^ Rhythmiis, or number, is certainly essen- 
tial to verse, whether in the dead or living 
languages ; and the real difference between 
the two is this: the number in ancient 
verse relates to the feet, and in modern 
poetry to the syllables ; for to assert that 
modern poetry has no feet is a ridiculous 
absurdity. The feet that principally enter I 
into the composition of Greek and”' Latin 
verses are either of two or three syllables. 
Those of two syllables are either both long, 
as the spondee ; or both short, as the pyr- 


rhic ; or one short and the other long, as 
the iambic; or one long, and the other 
short, as the trochee. Those of three syl- 
lables are the dactyl, of one long and. two 
short syllables ; the anapest, of two short 
and one long ; the tribrachium, of three 
short ; and the molossus, of three long. 

From the different combinations of these 
feet, restricted to certain numbers, the 
ancients formed their different kinds ot 
verses, such as the hexameter, or heroic, 
distinguished by six feet, dactyls and spon- 
dees, the fifth being always a dactyl, and 
the last a spondee. Exempli gratut: 

I 2, 3 4 . 5 6 

Principi-is ob-sta, se-ro medi-cina pa-ratur. 

The pentameter of five feet, dactyls and 
spondees, or of six, reckoning two coesiiras: 

12 3 . 4, s 6 

Cum mala per Ion-gas mvalu-ere mo-ras. 

They had likewise the iambic of threr 
sorts— the dimeter, the trimeter, and the 
tetrameter— and all the different kinds of 
lyric verse specified in the odes of Sappho, 
Alcmus, Anacreon, and Horace. Each of 
these w’as distinguished by the number as 
well as by the species of their feet ; so that 
they were doubly restricted. Nowall the 
feet of the ancient poetry are still found in 
the versification of living languages; for 
as cadence was regulated by the ear, it 
was impossible for a man to write melo- 
dious verse without naturally falling into 
the use of ancient feet, though perhaps he 
neither knows their measure nor denomi- 
nation. Thus Spenser, Shakespeare, Mil- 
ton, Dryden, Pope, and all our poets, 
abound with dactyls, spondees, trochees, 
anapests, &c. which they use indiscrimi- 
nately in all kinds of composition, whether 
tragic, epic, pastoral, or ode, having in this 
particular greatly the advantage of the 
ancients, who were restricted to particular 
kinds of feet in particular kinds of verse. 
If we, then, are confined with the fetters 
of what is called rhyme, they were restricted 
to particular species of feet; so that the 
advantages and disadvantages are pretty 
equally balanced : but indeed the English 
are more free in this particular than any 
other modern nation. They not only use 
blank verse in tragedy and the epic, but even 
in lyric poetry. Milton’s translation of 
Horace’s ode to Pyrrha is universally 
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known and generally admired, in our 
opinion much above its merit. There is 
an ode extant without rhyme addressed to 
Evening, by the late Mr. Collins, much 
more beautiful; and Mr. Warton, with 
some others, has happily succeeded in 
divers occasional pieces, that are free of 
this restraint: but the number in all of 
these depends upon the syllables, and not 
upon the feet, which are unlimited. 

It is generally supposed that the genius 
of the English language will not admit of 
Greek or I^tin measure; but this, we 
apprehend, is a mistake, owing to the pre- 
judice of education. It is impossible that 
the same measure, composed of the same 
times, should have a good effect upon the 
ear in one language and a bad effect in 
another. The truth is, we have been 
accustomed from our infancy to the num- 
bers of English poetry, and the very sound 
and signification of the words dispose the ear 
to receive them in a certain manner ; so that 
its disappointment must be attended with 
a disagreeable sensation. In imbibing the 
first rudiments of education, we acquire, 
as it were, another ear for the numbers of 
Greek and Latin poetry; and this being 
reserved entirely for the sounds and signi- 
fications of the words that constitute those 
dead languages, will not easily accommo- 
date itself to the sounds of our vernacular 
tongue, though conveyed in the same time 
and measure. In a word, Latin and 
Greek have annexed to them the ideas of 
the ancient measure, from which they are 
not easily disjoined. But we will venture 
to say this difficulty might be surmounted 
by an effort of a^ttention and a little prac- 
tice; and in that case we should in time 
be as well pleased with English as with 
Latin hexameters. 

Sir Philip Sydney is said to have mis- 
carried in his essays ; but his miscarriage 
was no more than that of failing in an 
attempt to introduce a new fashion. The 
failure was not owing to any defect or 
imperfection in the scheme, but to the 
want of taste, to the irresolution and igno- 
rance of the public. Without all doubt 
the ancient measure, so different from that 
of modern poetry, must have appeared 
remarkably uncouth to people in general, 
who were ignorant of the classics; and 


nothing but the countenance and perse- 
verance of the learned could reconcile them 
to the alteration. We have seen several 
late specimens of English hexameters and 
sapphics so happily composed that, by 
attaching them to the idea of ancient 
measure, we found them in all respects as 
melodious and agreeable to the ear as the 
works of Virgil and Anacreon, or Horace. 

Though the number of syllables distin- 
guishes the nature of the English verse 
from that of the Greek and Latin, it con- 
stitutes neither harmony, grace, nor ex- 
j pression. These must depend upon the 
choice of words, the seat of the accent, 
the pause, and the cadence. The accent 
or tone is understood to be an elevation 
or sinking of the voice in reciting : the 
pause is a rest that divides the verse into 
two parts, each of them called an hemistich. 
The pause and accent in English poetry 
vary occasionally, accord ing to the meaning 
of the words ; so that the hemistich does 
not always consist of an equal number of 
syllables ; and this variety is agreeable, as 
it prevents a dull repetition of regular stops, 
like those in the French versification, every 
line of which is divided by a pause exactly 
in the middle. The cadence comprehends 
that poetical style which animates every 
line, that propriety which gives strength 
and expression, that numerosity which 
renders the verse smooth, flowing, and 
harmonious, that significancy which marks 
the passions, and in many cases makes the 
sound an echo of the sense. The Greek 
and Latin languages, in being copious and 
ductile, are susceptible of a vast variety of 
cadences which the living languages will 
not admit ; and of these a reader of any 
ear will judge for himself. 

ESSAY XIX. 

Schools of Music. 

A SCHOOL, in the polite arts, properly 
signifies that succession of artists which 
has learned the principles of the art from 
some eminent master, either by hearing 
his lessons or studying his works, and 
consequently who imitate his manner either 
through design or from habit. Musicians 
seem agreed in making only three prin- 
cipal schools in music ; namely, the school 
of Pergolese in Italy, of Lully in France. 
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and of I-Iaiidel in England ; though some 
are for making Rameau the founder of a 
new school, different from those of the 
former, as he is the inventor of beauties 
, peculiarly his own. 

Without all doubt Pergolese’s music 
deserves the first rank ; though excelling 
neither in variety of movements, number 
of parts, nor unexpected flights, yet he is 
universally allowed to be the musical 
Raphael of Italy. This great master’s 
principal art consisted in knowing how to 
excite our passions by sounds which seem 
frequently opposite to the passion they 
would express : by slow solemn sounds 
he is sometimes known to throw us into 
all the rage of battle ; and even by faster 
movements he excites melancholy in 
every heart that sounds are capable of 
affecting. This is a talent which seems 
born with the artist. We are unable to 
tell why such sounds affect us : they, seem 
no way imitative of the passion they would | 
express, but operate upon us by an inex- j 
pressible sympathy ; the original of which ! 
ivS as inscrutable as the secret springs of , 
life itself. To this excellence he adds : 
another, in which he is superior to every ! 
other artist of the profession, — the happy | 
transition from one passion to another, i 
No dramatic poet better knows to prepare ! 
his incidents than he ; the audience are j 
pleased in those intervals of passion with ! 
the delicate, the simple harmony, if I may ; 
so express it, in which the pai ts are all 
thrown into fugues, or often are barely | 
unison. liis melodies also, where no ; 
passion is expressed, give equal pleasure 
from this delicate simplicity ; and I need 
only instance that song in the Ssrm Pa- 
drona which begins “ Lo conosco a quegl’ 
occelli,” as one of the finest instances of 
excellence in the duo. 

The Italian artists in general have fol- 
lowed his manner, yet seem fond of 
embellishing the delicate simplicity of 
the original. Their style in music seems 
somewhat to resemble that of Seneca 
in writing, where there are some beau- 
tiful starts of thought; but the whole 
is filled with studied elegance and un- 
affecting affectation. 

Lully in France first attempted the 
improvement of their music, which in 


general resembled that of our old solemn 
chants in churches. It is w^orthy of re- 
mark, in general, that the music in every 
country is solemn in proportion as the 
inhabitants are merry ; or, in other words, 
the merriest and sprightliest nations are 
remarked for having the slowest music ; 
and those whose character it is to be 
melancholy are pleased with the most 
brisk and airy movements. Thus, in 
France, Poland, Ireland, and Switzerland, 
the national music is slow, melancholy, 
and solemn; in Italy, England, Spain, 
and Germany, it is faster, proporlionably 
as the people are grave. Lully only 
changed a bad manner, which he found, 
for a bad one of his own. His drowsy 
pieces are played still to the most sprightly 
audience that can be conceived ; and even 
though Rameau, who is at once a musician 
and a philosopher, has shown, both by 
precept and example, what improvements 
French music may still admit of, yet his 
countrymen seem little convinced by his 
reasonings; and the Pont-Neuf taste, as 
it is called, still prevails in their best 
performances. 

The English school was first planned 
by Purcell : he attempted to unite the 
Italian manner that prevailed in his time 
with the ancient Celtic carol and the 
Scottish ballad, which probably had also 
its origin in Italy; for some of the best 
Scottish ballads, — “ The Broom of Cow- 
denknows,” for instance,— are still as- 
cribed to David Rizzio. But be that as 
it will, his manner was something peculiar 
to the English ; and he might have con- 
tinued as head of the English school, had 
not his merits been entirely eclipsed by 
Handel. Handel, though originally a 
German, yet adopted the English manner ; 
he had long laboured to please by Italian 
composition, but without success ; and 
though his English oratorios are accounted 
inimitable, yet his Italian operas are fallen 
into oblivion. Pergolese excelled in pas- 
sionate simplicity : Lully was remarkable 
for creating a new species of music, where 
all is elegant, but nothing passionate or 
sublime. Handel’s true characteristic is 
sublimity; he has employed all the variety 
of sounds and parts in all his pieces : the 
performances of the rest may be pleasing, 
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though executed by few performers ; bis 
require the full band. The attention is 
awakened, the soul is roused up at his 
pieces ; but distinct passion is seldom ex- 
pressed, In this particular he has seldom 
found success ; he has been obliged, in 
order to express passion, to imitate words 
by sounds, which, though it gives the 
pleasure which imitation always produces, 
yet it fails of exciting those lasting affec- 
tions which it is in the power of sounds 
to produce. In a word, no man ever 
understood harmony so well as he ; but in 
melody he has been exceeded by several. 

ESSAY XX. 

Carolan, ihe Irish Bard. 

There can be perhaps no greater enter- 
tainment than to compare the rude 
Celtic simplicity with modern refinement. 
Books, however, seem incapable of fur- 
nishing the parallel ; and to be acquainted 
with the ancient manners of our - own 
ancestors, we should endeavour to look 
for their remains in those countries which, 
being in some measure retired from an 
intercourse with other nations, are still 
untinctured with foreign refinement, lan- 
guage, or breeding. 

The Irish will satisfy curiosity in this 
respect preferably to all other nations I 
have seen. They, in several parts of 
that country, still adhere to their ancient 
language, dress, furniture, and super- 
stitions ; several customs exist among 
them that still speak their original ; and, 
in some respects, Caesar’s description of 
the ancient Britons is applicable to these. 

Their bards, in particular, are .still 
held in great veneration among them ; 
those traditional heralds are invited to 
every funeral, in order to fill up the in- 
tervals of the howl with, their songs and 
harps. In these they rehearse the actions 
of the ancestors of the deceased, bewail 
the bondage of their country under the 
English government, and generally con- 
clude with advising the young men and 
maidens to make the best use of their 
time; for they will soon, for all their 
present bloom, be stretched under the 
table, like the dead body before them. 

Of all the bards this country ever 
produced, the last and the gieatest was 


Carolan the Blind. He was at once 
a poet, a musician, a composer, and sung 
his own verses to his harp. The original 
natives never mention his name without 
rapture ; both his poetry and music they 
have by heart; and even some of the 
English themselves, who have been trans- 
planted there, find his music extremely 
pleasing. A song beginning, 

O’Rourke’s noble fare will ne’er be forgot, 
translated by Dean Swift, is of his com- 
position; which, though perhaps by this 
means the best known of his pieces, is 
yet by no means the most deserving. His 
songs in general may be compared to 
those of Pindar, as they have frequently 
the same flights of imagination; and are 
composed ( I do not say written, for he 
could not write) merely to flatter some 
man of fortune upon some excellence of 
the same kind. In these one man is 
praised for the excellence of his stable, as 
in Pindar, another for his hospitality, a 
third for the beauty of bis wife and 
children, and a fourth for the antiquity of 
j his family. Whenever any of the original 
I natives of distinction were assembled at 
I feasting or revelling, Carolan was gene- 
1 rally there, whei*e he was always ready 
with his harp to celebrate their praises. 
Pie seemed by nature formed lor his pro- 
fession ; for as he w^as born blind, so also 
he w'as possessed of a most astonishing 
memory, and a facetious turn of think- 
ing, which gave his entertainers infinite 
satisfaction. Being once at the house 
of an Irish nobleman, where there was 
a musician present who was eminent in 
the profession, Carolan immediately chal- 
lenged him to a trial of skill. To carry 
the jest forward, his lordship persuaded 
the musician to accept the challenge, and 
he accordingly played over on his fiddle 
the fifth concerto of Vivaldi. Carolan, 

I immediately taking his harp, played over 
the whole piece after him, without missing 
a note, though he had never heard it 
before, which produced some surprise; 
but their astonishment increased, when he 
assured them he could make a concerto 
I in the same taste himself, which he instantly 
j composed; and that with such spirit and 
; elegance, that it may compare (for we have 
i it still) with the finest compositions of Italy. 
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His death was not less remarkable than have foreseen the end of all his schemes, 
his life. Homer was never more fond of for whom he was improving, and what 
a glass than he^ he would drink whole changes his designs were to undergo, he 
pints of usquebaugh, and, as he used to would have scarcely amused his innocent 
think, without any ill consequence. His life whh what, for several years, employed 
iiiternperance, however, in this respect, at him in a most harmless manner, and 
length brought on an incurable disorder ; abridged his scanty fortune. As the pro- 
and when just at the point of death, he gress of this improvement is a true picture 
called for a cup of his beloved liquor, of sublunary vicissitude, I could not help 
Those who were standing round him, sur- calling up my imagination, which, while 
prised at the demand, endeavoured to per- I walked pensively along, suggested the 


suade him to the contrary ; but he persisted, 
and when the bowl was brought to him, 


following Reverie. 

As I was turning my back upon a beau- 


attempted to drink, but could not ; where- tiful piece of water, enlivened with cascades 
fore, giving away the bowl, he observed, and rock-work, and entering a dark walk, 
with a smile, that it would be hard if two by which ran a prattling brook, the Genius 
such friends as he and the cup should part of the place appeared before me, but more 
at least without kissing, and then expired, resembling the God of Time, than him 

more peculiarly appointed to the care of 
ESSAY XXL gardens. Instead of shears he bore a 

scythe; and he appeared rather with the 
Oft ihe Tenants of the Leasowes, implements of husbandry than those of a 

Of all men who form gay illusions of modern gardener. Having remembered 
distant happiness, perhaps a poet is the this place in its pristine beauty, I could 
most sanguine. Such is the ardour of his not help condoling with him on its present 
hopes, tliat they often are equal to actual ruinous situation. I spoke to him of the 
enjoyment ; and he feels more in expect- many alterations which had been made, 
ance than actual fruition. I have often and all for the worse; of the many shades 
regarded a character of this kind with which had been taken away, of the bowers 
some degree of envy. A man possessed that were destroyed by neglect, and the 
of such warm imagination commands all hedge-rows that were spoiled by clipping, 
nature, and arrogates possessions of which The Genius, with a sigh, received my con- 
the owner has a blunter relish. While life dolement, and assured me that he was 
continues, the alluring prospect lies before equally a martyr to ignorance and taste, 
him ; he travels in the pursuit with confi- to refinement and rusticity. Seeing me 
donee, and resigns it only with his last desirous of knowing farther, he went on ; 
breath, “ Y ou see, in the place before you, the 

It is this happy confidence which gives paternal inheritance of a poet ; and, to a 
life its true relish, and keeps up our spirits man content with little, fully sufficient for 
amidst every distress and disappointment, his subsistence : but a strong imaginationj 
How much less would be done, if a man and a long acquaintance with the rich, are 
knew how little he can do ! How dangerous foes to contentment. Out poet, 
wretched a creature would he be if lie instead of sitting down to enjoy life, 
saw the end as well as the beginning of resolved to prepare for its future enjoy- 
his projects! He would' have nothing ment, and set about converting a place of 
left but to sit down in torpid despair, profit into a scene of pleasure. This he 
and exchange employment for actual at first supposed could be accomplished 
calamity. at a small expense; and he was willing 

I was led into this train of thinking upon for a while to stint his income, to have an 
lately visiting the beautiful gardens of the opportunity of displaying his taste. The 
late Mr. Shenstone,who was himself a poet, improvement in this manner went forward ; 
and possessed of that warm imagination one beauty attained led him to wish for 
which made him ever foremost in the pur- some other; but he still hoped that every 
suit of flying happiness. Could he but emendation would be the last It was 
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j now therefore found, that the Iraprove- 
i meiit exceeded the subsidy— that the place 
was grown too large and too fine for the 
inhabitant But that pride which was 
once exhibited could not retire ; the garden 
was made for the owner, and though it 
was become unfit for him, he could not 
willingly resign it to another. Thus the 
I first idea, of its beauties contributing to the 

happiness of his life, was found unfaithful ; 
so that, instead of looking within for satis- 
faction, he began to think of having re- 
course to the praises of those who came 
to visit his Improvement 

“ In consequence of this hope, which 
! now took possession of his mind, the 
I gardens were opened to the visits of every 
1 stranger; and the country flocked round 
to walk, to criticize, to admire, and to do 
mischief. He soon found that the ad- 
mirers of his taste left by no means such 
strong marks of their applause, as the 
; envious did of their malignity. All the 

' windows of his temples and the walls of 

his retreats were impressed ‘ with the 
characters of profaneness, ignorance, and 
obscenity ; his hedges were broken, his 
statues and urns defaced, and his lawns 
worn bare. It was now, therefore, neces- 
sary to shut up the gardens once more, and 
to deprive the public of that happiness 
; which had before ceased to be his own. 
j “In this situation the poet continued 

j for a time, in the character of a jealous 

j lover, fond of the beauty he keeps, but 

j unable to supply the extravagance of every 
I demand. The garden by this time was 
! completely grown and finished ; the marks 
; of art were covered up by the luxuriance 

' of nature ; the winding walks were grown 

i' dark ; the brook assumed a natural sylvage ; 
and the rocks were covered with moss. 
Nothing now remained but to enjoy the 
beauties of the place, when the poor poet 
died, and his garden was obliged to be 
sold for the benefit of those who had 
■ contributed to its embellishment. 

;i “ The beauties of the place had now for 

some time been celebrated as well in prose 
as in verse ; and all men of taste wished 
for so envied a spot, where every turn was 
I marked with the poet’s pencil, and every 
j walk awakened genius and meditation. 

The first purchaser was one Mr. True- 


penny, a button maker, who was possessed 
of three thousand pounds, and was willing 
also to be possessed of taste and genius. 

“ As the poet’s ideas were for the natural 
wdldness of the landscape, the button 
maker’s were for the more regular produc- 
tions of art He conceived, perhaps, that 
as it is a beauty in a button to be of a 
regular pattern, so the same regularity 
ought to obtain in a landscape. Be this 
as it will, he employed the shears to some 
purpose ; he clipped up the hedges, cut 
down the gloomy walks, made vistas upon 
the stables and hog-sties, and showed his 
friends that a man of taste should always 
be doing. 

“ The next candidate for taste and genius 
was a captain of a ship, who bought the 
garden because the former possessor could 
find nothing more to mend ; but unfor- 
tunately he had taste too. His great 
passion lay in building, in making Chinese 
temples and cage-w^ork summer-houses. 
As the place bSbre had an appearance 
of retirement and inspired meditation, he 
gave it a more peopled air ; every turning 
presented a cottage, or ice-house, or a 
temple; the Improvement was converted 
into a little city, and it only wanted inha- 
bitants to give it the air of a village in 
the East Indies. 

“ In this manner, in less than ten years, 
the Improvement has gone through the 
hands of as many proprietors, w^ho \vere 
all willing to have taste, and to show their 
taste too. As the place had received its 
best finishing from the hand of the first 
possessor, so every innovator only lent a 
hand to do mischief. Those parts which 
W'ere obscure, have been enlightened; 
those walks %vhich led naturally, have 
been twisted into serpentine windings. 
The colour of the flowers of the field is 
not more various than the variety of tastes 
that have been employed here, and all in 
direct contradiction to the original aim of 
the first improver. Could the original 
possessor but revive, with what a sorrowful 
heart 'would he look upon his favourite 
spot again j He would scarcely recollect 
a Dryad or a ^¥ood-nymph of his former 
acquaintance, and might perhaps find him- 
self as much a stranger in his own plan- 
tation as in the deserts of Siberia.” 
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ESSAY XXIL 

Scnihninial 'Comedy, 

The theatre, like all other amusements, 
has its feshiotis and its prejudices ; and 
when satiated with its excellence, man- 
kind begin to mistake change for improve- 
ment. For some years tragedy was the j 
reigning entertainment; but of late it has 
entirely given way to comedy, and our 
best efforts are now exerted in these lighter 
kinds of composition. The pompous ti'ain, 
the swelling phrase, and the unnatural 
rant are displacedfor that natural portrait 
of human folly and frailty, of which all are 
judges, because all have sat for the picture. 

But as in describing nature it is pre- 
sented with a double face, either of mirth 
or sadness, our modern writers find them- 
selves at a loss which chiefly to copy 
from ; and it is now debated, whether the 
exhibition of human distress is likely to 
afford the mind more entertainment than 
that of human absurdity ? 

Comedy is defined by Aristotle to be a 
picture of the frailties of the lower part 
of mankind, to distinguish it from tragedy, 
wdiich is an exhibition of the misfortunes 
of the great. When comedy, therefore, 
ascends to produce the characters of 
princes or generals upon the stage, it is 
out of its walk, since low life and middle 
life are entirely its object. The principal 
question therefore is, whether, in de- 
scribing low or middle life, an exhibition 
of its follies be not preferable to a detail 
of its calamities? Or, in other words, 
which deserves the preference,— the weep- 
ing .sentimental comedy so much in fashion 
at present, or the laughing and even low 
comedy which seems to have been last 
exliibited by Vanbrugh and Cibber? 

Tf we apply to authorities, all the great 
masters in the dramatic art hav-e but one 
opinion. Their rule is, that as tragedy 
displays the calamities of the great, so 
comedy should excite our laughter by 
ridiculously exhibiting the follies of the 
lower part of mankind. Boileau, one 
of the best modern critics, asserts that 
comedy will not admit of tragic distress : 

I..e comiqiie, enneini des soupirs et des pleurs, 

N'admet point dans ses vers de tragiques dou- 
kurs 


Nor is this rule without the strongest 
foundation in nature, as the distresses of 
the mean by no means affect us so strongly 
as the calamities of the great. When 
tragedy exhibits to us some great man 
fallen from his height, and struggling with 
want and adversity, we feel his situation 
in the same manner as we suppose he 
himself must feel, and our pity is increased 
in proportion to the height from which 
he fell. On the contrary, we do not so 
strongly sympathise with one born in 
humbler circumstances, and encountering 
accidental distress ; so that while we melt 
for Belisarius, we scarce give halfpence to 
the beggar who accosts us in the street. 
The one has our pity; the other our con- 
tempt. Distress, therefore, is the proper 
j object of tragedy, since the great excite 
! our pity by their fall; but not equally so 
■ of comedy, since the actors employed in 
I it are originally so mean, that they sink 
; but little by their fall. 

I Since th e fi rst origin of the stage, tragedy 
I and comedy have run in distinct channels^ 

I and never till of late encroached upon 
i the provinces of each other. Terence, 

I who seems to have made the nearest ap- 
; proaches, always judiciously stops short 
i before he comes to the downright pathetic ; 
i and yet he is even reproached by Csesar 
j for wanting the vis comica. All the other 
! comic writers of antiquity aim only at 
i rendering folly or vice ridiculous, but 
! never exalt their characters into buskined 
i pomp, or make what Voltaire humorously 
i calls a Imdesman' s tragedy. 

I Yet notwithstanding this weight of 
I authority, and the universal practice of 
' former ages, a new species of dramatic 
i composition has been introduced, under 
I the name of sentimental comedy, in wliich 
the virtues of private life are exhibited, 

: rather than the vices exposed; and the 
! distresses rather than the faults of man- 
; kind make our interest in the piece, 
i These comedies h‘ave had of late great 
success, perhaps from their novelty, and 
also from their flattering every man in his 
favourite foible. In these plays almost 
all the characters are good, and exceed- 
generous; they are lavish enough 
of their tin money on the stage; and 
though they want humour, have abundance 
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of sentunent and feeling. If they happen 
to hav» faults or foibles, the spectator is 
taught, not only to pardon, but to applaud 
them, in consideration of the goodness of 
their hearts ; so that folly, instead of being 
ridiculed, is commended, and the comedy 
aims at touching our passions without the 
power of being truly pathetic. In this 
manner we are likely to lose one great 
source of entertainment on the stage ; for 
while the comic poet is invading the 
province of the tragic muse, he leaves her 
lovely sister quite neglected. Of this, 
however, he is no way solicitous, as he 
measures his fame by his profits. 

But it will be said that the theatre is 
formed to amuse mankind, and that it 
matters little, if this end be answered, by 
what means it is obtained. If mankind 
find delight in weeping at comedy, it 
would be cruel to abridge them in that 
or any other innocent pleasure. If those 
pieces are denied the name of comedies, 
yet call them by any other name, and if I 
they are delightful, they are good. I'heir : 
success, it will be said, is a mark of their 
merit, and it is only abridging our happi- 
ness to deny us an inlet to amusement 

These objections, however, are rather 
specious than solid. It is true that ; 
amusement is a great object of the theatre, ■ 
and it will be allowed that these senti- | 
mental pieces do often amuse us ; but the j 
question is, whether the true comedy ! 
would not amuse us more? The question ; 
is, whether a character supported through- 
out a piece with its ridicule still attending, 
would not give us more delight than this 
species of bastard tragedy, which only is 
applauded because it is new? 

A friend of mine, who was sitting 
unmoved at one of these sentimental 
pieces, was asked how he could be so 
indifferent? “Why, truly,” says he, “as 
the hero is but a tradesman, it is indif- 
ferent to me whether he be turned out of 
his counting-house on Fish-street Hill, 
since he will still have enough left to 
open shop in St. Giles’s. ’ ’ 

The other objection is as ill-grounded ; 
for though we should give these pieces 
Another name, it will not mend their 
efficacy. It will continue a kind of mulish ’ 
production, with all the defects of its 


opposite parents, and marked with sterili ty. 
If we are permitted to make comedy weep, 
we have an equal right to make tragedy 
laugh, and to set down in blank verse the 
jests and repartees of all the attendants 
in a funeral procession. - 

But there is one argument in favour of 
sentimental comedy, which wull keep it 
on the stage, in spite of all that can be 
said against it It is, of all others, the 
most easily written. Those abilities that 
can hammer out a novel are fully suffi- 
cient for the production of a sentimental 
comedy. It is only sufficient to raise the 
characters a little; to deck out the hero 
with a ribbon, or give the heroine a title ; 
then to put an insipid dialogue, withoiit 
character or humour, into their mouths, 
give them mighty good hearts, very fine 
clothes, furnish a new set of scenes, make 
a pathetic scene or two, with a sprinkling 
of tender melancholy conversation through 
the whole, and there is no doubt but all 
the ladies will cry, and all the gentlemen 
applaud. 

Humour at present seems to be de- 
parting from the stage, and it will soon 
happen that our comic players will have 
nothing left for it but a fine coat and a 
song. It depends upon the audience 
wdiether they will actually drive those 
poor merry creatures from the stage, or 
sit at a play as gloomy as at the tabernacle. 
It is not easy to recover an art when once 
lost ; and it will be but a just punishment, 
that when, by our being too fastidious, 
we have banished humour from the stage, 
■vve should ourselves be deprived of the 
art of laughing. 

ESSAY XXIII. 

Scoiiisk Marriages. 

As I see you are fond of gallantry, and 
seem willing to set young people together 
as soon as you can, I cannot helj^ lending 
my assistance to your endeavours, as I 
am greatly concerned in the attempt. 
You must know, sir, that I am landlady 
of one of the most noted inns on the road 
to Scotland, and have seldom less than 
eight or ten couples a week, who go 
down rapturous lovers, and return man 
and wife. 
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If there be in this world an. agreeable 
situation, it must be that in which a young 
couple find themselves, when just let loose 
from confinement, and whirling off to the 
land of promise, When the post-chaise 
is driving off, and the blinds are drawn 
up, sure nothing can equal it. And yet, 

I do not know how, what with the fears 
of being pursued, or the wishes for greater 
happiness, not one of my customers but 
seems gloomy and out of temper. The 
gentlemen are all sullen, and the ladies 
discontented. 

But if it be so going down, how is it 
with them coming back? - Having been 
for a fortnight together, they are then 
mighty good company to be sure. It is 
then the young lady’s indiscretion stares 
her in the face, and the gentleman himself 
finds that much is to be done before the 
money comes in. 

For my own part, sir, I was married in 
the usual way ; all my friends were at the 
wedding ; I was conducted with great cere- 
mony from the table to the bed ; and I do 
not find that it any ways diminished my 
happiness with iny husband, while, poor 
man! he continued with me. For my 
part, I am entirely for doing things in the 
old family way ; I hate your new-fashioned 
manners, and never loved an outlandish 
marriage in my life. 

As I have had numbers call at my 
house, you may be sure I was not idle in 
inquiring who they were, and how they did 
in the world after they left me. I cannot 
say that I ever heard much good come of 
them : and of an history of twenty-five that 
I noted down in my ledger, I do not know 
a single couple that would not have been 
full as hapj.')y if tliey had gone the plain 
way to work, and asked the consent of 
their parents. To convince you of it, I 
will mention the names of a few, and refer 
the rest to some fitter opportunity. 

Imprimis, Miss Jenny Hastings went 
down to Scotland with a tailor, who, to 
be sure, for a tailor, was a veiy agreeable 
sort of a man. But, I do not know how, 
he did not take proper measure of the 
young lady’s disposition : they quarrelled 
at my house on their return ; so she left 
him for a cornet of dragoons, and he went 
back to his shop-board. 


Miss Rachel Runfort went off with a 
grenadier. They spent all their money 
going down; so that he carried her down 
in a post-chaise, and coming back, she 
helped to carry his knapsack. 

Miss Racket went down with her lover 
in their own phaeton ; but upon their 
return, being veiy fond of driving, she 
would be every now and then for holding 
the whip. This bred a dispute ; and before 
they were a fortnight together, she felt 
that he could exercise the whip on some- 
body else besides the horses. 

Miss Meekly, though all compliance to 
the will of her lover, could never reconcile 
him to the change of his situation. It 
seems he married her supposing she had 
a large fortune; but being deceived in 
their expectations, they parted ; and they 
now keep separate gaixets in Rosemary 
Lane. 

The next couple of whom I have any 
account actually lived together in great 
harmony and uncloying kindness for no 
less than a month ; but the lady, who was 
a little in years, having parted with her 
fortune to her dearest life, he left her to 
make love to that better part of her which 
he valued more. 

The next pair consisted of an Irish 
fortune-hunter and one of the prettiest, 
modestest ladies that ever my eyes beheld. 
As he was a well-looking gentleman, all 
dressed in lace, and as she seemed very 
fond of him, I thought they were blest 
for life. Yet I was quickly mistaken. 
The lady was no better than a common 
woman of the town, and he was no better 
than a sharper; so they agreed upon a 
mutual divorce: he now dresses at the 
York Ball, and she is in keeping by the 
member for our borough in Parliament. 

In^ this manner we see that ail those 
marriages, in which there is interest on 
one side, and disobedience on the other, 
are not likely to promise a long harvest of 
delights. If our fortune-hunting gentlemen 
would but speak out, the young lady, 
instead of a lover, would often find a sneak- 
ing rogue, that only wanted the lady’s 
purse, and not her heart. For my own 
part, I never saw anything but design and 
falsehood in every one of them ; and my 
blood has boiled in my veins when I saw 
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a young fellow of twenty kneeling at the 
feet of a twenty-thousand pounder, pro- 
fessing his passion, while he was taking 
aim at her money. I do not deny but 
there may be love in a Scottish marriage, 
but it is generally all on one side. 

Of all the sincere admirers I ever knew, 
a man of my acquaintance, who however 
did not run away with his mistress to 
Scotland, was the most so. An old excise- 
man of our town, who, as you may guess, 
was not very rich, had a daughter who, 
as you shall see, was not very handsome. 
It was the opinion of everybody that this 
young woman would not soon be married, 
as she wanted two main articles, beauty 
and fortune. But, for all this, a very 
well-looking man, that happened to be 
travelling those parts, came and asked the 


exciseman for his daughter in marriage. 
The exciseman, willing to deal openly by 
him, asked if he had seen the girl ; “ for,” 
says he, “she is humpbacked.”— -“ Very 
well,” cried the stranger, “ that will do for 
me.” — “Ay,” says the exciseman, “but 
my daughter is as brown as a berry.” — 
“ So much the better,” cried the stranger ; 
“such skins wear well.” — “But she is 
bandy-legged,” says the exciseman. — “No 
matter,” cries the other; “ her petticoats 
will hide that defect But then she is 
very poor, and wants an eye. ” — “ Your de- 
scription delights me,” cries the stranger : 
“ I have been looking out for one of her 
make ; for I keep an exhibition of wild 
beasts, and intend to show her off for a 
chimpanzee,” 
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No. L *—^9 a inrday, October 6, 1 7 59. this debate between fear and ambition 

There is not, perhaps, a more whimsically my publisher happening to arrive, inter- 
dismal figure in nature than a man, of real rupted for a while my anxiety. Perceiving 
modesty, who assumes an air of impudence my embarrassinent about making my first 
— who, while his heart beats with anxiety, appearance, he instantly offered his assist- 
studies ease, and affects good-humour. In ance and advice. “ Y ou must know, sir,” 
this situation, however, a periodical writer says he, “ that the republic of letters is at 
often finds himself upon his first attempt present divided into three classes. One 
to address the public in form. All his writer, for instance, excels at a plan or a 
power of pleasing is damped by solicitude, title-page, another works away the body 
and his cheerfulness dashed with appre- of the book, and a third is a dab at an 
hension. Impressed with the terrors of index. Thus a magazine is not the result 
the tribunal before which he is going to of any single man’s industry, but goes 
appear, his natural humour turns to pert- through as many hands as a new pin, 
ness, and for real wit he is obliged to before it is fit for the public. I fancy, sir,” 
substitute vivacity. His first publication continues he, “ I can provide an eminent 
draws a crowd; they part dissatisfied ; and hand, and upon moderate terms, to draw 
the author, never more to be indulged with up a promising plan to smooth up our 
a favourable hearing, is left to condemn readers a little, and pay them as Colonel 
tlie indelicacy of his own address or their Charteris paid his seraglio, at the rate of 
want of discernment. three halfpence in hand, and three shillings 

For my part, as I was never distin- more in promises.” 
guished for address, and have often even He was proceeding in his advice, which 
blundered in making my bow, such bodings however I thought proper to decline, by 
as these had like to have totally repressed assuring him, that as I intended to pursue 
my ambition. I was at a loss whether to no fixed method, so it was impossible to 
give the public specious promises, or give form any regular plan ; determined never 
iione ; whether to be merry or sad on this to be tedious in order to be logical, wher- 
solemn occasion. If I should decline all ever pleasure presented, I was resolved to 
merit, it was too probable the hasty reader follow. Like the Bee, which I had taken 
might have taken me at my word. If, on for the title of my paper, I would rove 
the other hand, like labourers in the maga- from flov.er to flower, with seeming in- 
zine trade, I had, with modest impudence, attention, but concealed choice, expatiate 
humbly presumed to promise an epitome over all the beauties of the season, and 
of all the good things that ever were said ‘ make my industry my amusement, 
or written, this might have disgusted those This reply may also serve as an apology 
readers I most desire to please. Had I to the reader, who expects, before he sits 
been merry, I might have been censured down, a bill of his future entertainment, 
as vastly low ; and had I been sorrowful, It would be improper to pall his curiosity 
I might have been left to mourn in solitude by lessening his surprise, or anticipate any 
and silence ; in short, whichever way I pleasure I am able to procure him by 
turned, nothing presented but prospects saying what shall come next Thus much, 
of terror, despair, chandlers’ shops, and however, he maybe assured of, that neither 
waste paper. war nor scandal shall make any part of it. 
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Homer finely imagines his deity turning 
away with horror from the prospect of a 
field of battle, and seeking tranquillity 
among a nation noted for peace and sim- 
idicit}^ Happy cotilcl any effort of mine, ' 
but for a moment, repress that savage 
pleasure some men find in the daily 
accounts of human misery ! How gladly 
would I lead them from scenes of blood 
and altercation to prospects of innocence 
and ease, where every breeze breathes 
health, and every sound is but the echo 
of tranquillity. 

But whatever the merit of his intentions 
may be, every writer is now convinced, 
that he must be chiefly indebted to good 
fortune for finding readers willing to allow 
him any degree of reputation. It has been 
remarked, that almost every character 
which has excited either attention or praise 
has owed part of its success to merit, and 
part to an happy concurrence of circum- 
stances in its favour. Had Cmsar or 
Cromwell exchanged countries, the one 
might have been a sergeant, and the other 
an exciseman. So it is v/ith wit, which 
generally succeeds more from being hap- 
pily addressed, than from its native poig- 
nancy. A ho)i mot, for instance, that 
might be relished at White's may lose all 
its flavour when delivered at the Cat and 
Bagpipes in StUiles’s. A jest calculated 
to spread at a gaming table may be re- 
ceived with a perfect neutrality of face 
should it happen to drop in a mackerel 
Ijoat. We have all seen dunces triiiinpli 
in such companies, when men of real 
humour "were disregarded, by a general 
combination in favour of stupidity. To 
drive the observation as far as it will go, 
should the lal^ours of a writer who designs 
lus performances for readers of a more 
refined appetite lall into the hands of a 
devourer of compilations, what can he 
expect but contempt and confusion? If 
his merits are to be determined by judges 
who estimate the value of a book from its 
bulk or its frontispiece, every rival must 
acquire an easy superiority wdio, with per- 
suasive eloquence, promises four extraordi- 
nary pages of letter-press or three beauti- 
ful prints, curiously coloured from nature. 

But to proceed : though I cannot pro- 
mise as much entertainment, or as much 


elegance, as others have done, yet the 
reader may be assured, he shall have as 
much of both as I can. He shall, at least, 
find me alive while I study his entertain- 
ij^nt ; for I solemnly assure him, I was 
never yet possessed of the secret at once 
of writing and sleeping. 

During the course of this paper, there- 
fore, all the wit and learning I have are 
heartily at his service ; wliich if, after so 
candid a confession, he should, notwith- 
standing, still find intolerably dull, low, 
or sad stuff, this, I protest, is more than I 
know. I have a clear conscience, and am 
entirely out of the secret. 

Yet I v'ould not have him, upon the 
perusal of a single paper, pronounce me 
incorrigible ; he may try a second, which, 
as there is a studied difterence in subject 
and style, may be more suited to his taste : 
if this also fails, I must refer him to a 
third, or even to a fourth, in case of extre- 
mity. If he should still continue -to be 
refractory, and find me dull to the last, 
I must inform him, with Bayes, in the 
Rehearsal, that I think him a very odd 
kind of a fellow, and desire no more of 
his acquaintance. 

I It is with such reflections as these I 
I endea^'Olu• to fortify myself against the 
' future contempt or neglect of some read- 
I ers, and am prepared for their dislike by 
I mutual recrimination. If such should 
' impute dealing neither in battles nor 
; scandal to me as a fault, instead of ac- 
j quiescing in their censure, I must beg leave 
I to tell them a story. 

i “A traveller, in his way to Italy, hap- 
I pening to pass at the foot of the Alps, 
j found himself at last in a country where 
the inhabitants had each a large excres- 
j cence depending from the chin, like the 
j pouch of a monkey. This deformity, as 
! it was endemic, and the people little used 
j to strangers, it had been the custom, time 
I immemorial, to look upon as the greatest 
ornament of the human visage. Ladies 
grew toasts from the size of dieir chins, 
and none were regarded as pretty fellows 
but such whose faces were broadest at the 
bottom. — It avas Sunday ; a country 
church was at hand, and our traveller was 
willing to perform the duties of the day. 
Upon his first appearance at the church 
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door the eyes of all, were naturally fixed 
upon the stranger; but what was their 
amazement, when they found that he 
actually wanted tliat emblem of beauty, a 
pursed chin ! This was a defect that not 
a single creature had sufficient gravity 
(though they were noted for being grave) 
to withstand. Stifled bursts of laughter, 
winks, and whispers circulated from visage 
to visage, and the prismatic figure of the 
stranger’s face \vas a fund of infinite 
gaiety ; even the parson, equally remark-^ 
able for his gravity and chin, could hardly 
refrain joining in the good humour. Our 
traveller could no longer patiently con- 
tinue an object for deformity to point at. 
‘Good folks,’ said he, ‘I perceive that I 
am the unfortunate cause of all this good 
humour. It is true I may have faults in 
abundance ; but I shall never be induced 
to reckon my want of a swelled face 
among the number.’” 


' ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK 
^ BLIND WITH LIGHTNING. 

IMITATED FKOM THE SPANISH. 

Lumine Aeon dextro capta est Leonida sinistro, 

Et poterat forma vincere uterque Deos. 

Parye puer, lumen quod habes concede puellae ; 

Sic tu csecus amor, sic erit ilia Venus. 

REMARKS ON OUR TPIEATRES. 

Our theatres are now opened, and all 
Grub Street is preparing its advice to the 
managers. We shall undoubtedly hear 
leai-ned disquisitions on the structure of 
one actor’s legs and another’s eyebrows. 
We shall be told much of enunciations, 
tones, and attitudes ; and shall have our 
liglitest pleasures commented upon by 
didactic dulness. We shall, it is feared, 
be told that Garrick is a fine actor, but 
then, as a manager, so avaricious ! That 
Palmer is a most surprising genius, and 
Holland likely to do well in a particular 
caste of character. We shall have them 
giving Shiiter instnictions to amuse us by 
rule, and deploring over the ruins of 
desolated majesty at Coyent Garden. As 
I love to be advising too — for advice is 
easily given, and bears a show of wisdom 
and superiority — I must be permitted to 
i offer a few observations upon our theatres 




and actors, without, on this trivial occa- 
sion, throwing my thoughts into the for- 
mality of method. 

There is something in the deportment 
of all our players infinitely more stiff and 
formal than among the actors of other 
nations. Their action sits uneasy upon 
them ; for as the English use very little 
gesture in ordinary conversation, our Eng- 
lish bred actors are obliged to siq^ply 
stage gestures by their imagination rdone. 
A French comedian finds proper models 
of action in eveiy company and in every 
coffee-house he enters. An Englishman 
is obliged to take his models from the 
stage itself ; he is obliged to imitate nature 
from an imitation of nature. I know of 
no set of men more likely to be improved 
by travelling than those of the theatrical 
profession. The inhabitants of the Con- 
tinent are less reserved than here ; they 
may be seen through upon a first acquaint- 
ance : such are the proper models to 
draw from ; they are at once striking, and 
are found in great abundance. 

Though it would be inexcusable in a 
comedian to add anything of his own to 
the poet’s dialogue, yet, as to action, he 
is entirely at liberty. By this he may 
show the fertility of his genius, the poig- 
nancy of his humour, and the exactness 
of his judgment. We scarcely see a cox- 
comb or a fool in common life that has 
not some peculiar oddity in his action. 
These peculiarities it is not in the power 
of words to represent, and depend solely 
upon the actor. They give a x'elish to the 
humour of the poet, and make the appear- 
ance of nature more illusive. The Italians, 
it is true, mask some characters, and en- 
deavour to preserve the peculiar humour 
by the make of the mask ; but I have 
seen others still preserve a great fund of 
humour in the face without a mask ; one 
actor, particularly, by a squint which he 
threw into some characters of low life, 
assumed a look of infinite solidity. This, 
though upon reflection we might condemn, 
yet immediately upon representation we 
could not avoid being pleased with. To 
illustrate what I have been saying by the 
plays which I have of late gone to see : 
in the Miser, which was played a few 
nights ago at Covent Garden. Lovegold 
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appears through the whole in ‘circum- 
stances of exaggerated avarice ; all, the 
player’s action, therefore, should conspire 
with the poet’s design, and represent him 
as an epitome of penury. The French 
comedian in this character, in the midst of 
one of his most jiolent passions, while he 
appears in an ungovernable rage, feels the 
demon of avarice still upon hiin, and 
stoops down to pick up a pin, which he | 
quilts into the flap of Ms coat pocket with 
great assiduity. Two candles are lighted 
up for his wedding ; he flies and turns 
one of them into the socket : it is, how- 
ever, lighted up again ; he then steals to 
it, and privately crams it into his pocket. 
The Mock Doctor was lately played at 
the other house. Here again the comedian 
had an opportunity of heightening the 
ridicule by action. The French player 
sits in a chair with a high back, and then 
begins to show away by talking nonsense, 
which he would have thought Latin by 
those he knows do not understand a syl- 
lable of the matter. At last he grows 
enthusiastic, enjoys the admiration of the 
company, tosses his legs and arms about, 
and, in the midst of his raptures and 
vociferation, he and the chair fall back 
together. All thi.s appears dull enough in 
the recital, but the gravity of Cato could 
not stand it in the representation. In 
short, there is hardly a character in comedy 
to which a player of any real humour 
might not add strokes of vivacity that 
could not fail of applause. I hit, instead 
of this, we too often see our fine gentle- 
men do nothing, through a whole part, 
but .strut and open their snuff-box ; our 
pretty fellows sit indecently with their 
legs across ; and our clowns pull up their 
breeches. These, if once, or even twice, 
repeated, might do well enough ; but to 
see them served up in every scene argues 
the actor almost as barren as the character 
he would expose. 

The magnificence of our theatres is far 
.superior to any others in Europe, where 
plays only are acted. The great care our 
performers take in painting for a part, 
their exactness in all the minutiae of dress, 
.and other little scenical proprieties, have 
been taken notice of by Ricoboni, a 
gentleman of Italy, who tmvelled Europe 


with no other design but to remark upon 
the stage..; but there are several impro- 
prieties still continued, or lately come into 
fashion. As, for instance, spreading a 
carpet punctually at the beginning of the 
death scene, in order to prevent our actors 
from spoiling their clothes : this immedi- 
, ately apprises us of the tragedy to follow ; 
for laying the cloth is not a more sure 
indication of dinner, than laying the car- 
pet of bloody work at Drury Lane, Our 
little pages, also, with unmeaning faces, 
that bear up the train of a weeping 
princess, and our awkward lords in wait- 
ing, take off much from her distress. 
Mutes of every kind divide our attention, 
and lessen our sensibility ; but here it is 
entirely ridiculous, as wesee them seriously 
employed in doing nothing. If we must 
have dirty-shirted guards upon the the- 
atres, they should be taught to keep their 
eyes fixed on the actors, and not roll them 
round upon the audience, as if they were 
ogling the boxes. 

Beauty, methinks, seems a requisite 
qualification in an actress. This seems 
scrupulously observed elsewhere, and, for 
my part, I could wish to see it observed 
at home. I can never conceive an hero 
dying for love of a lady totally destitute 
of beauty. I must think the part im- 
! natural ; for I cannot bear to hear him 
call that face angelic, where even paint 
cannot hide its wrinkles. I must con- 
demn him of stupidity ; and the person 
whom I can accuse for want of taste will 
seldom become the object of my affections 
or admiration. But if this be a defect, 
what must be the entire perversion ’ of 
scenical decorum, when, for instance, we 
see an actress that might act the Wapping 
landlady without a bolster, pining in the 
character of Jane Shore, and, while un- 
wieldy with fat, endeavouring to convince 
the audience that she is dying with 
hunger! 

For the future, then, I could wish that 
the parts of the young or beautiful were 
given to performers of suitable figures ; 
for I must own I could rather see the stage 
filled with agreeable objects, though they 
might sometimes bungle a little, than see 
it crowded with withered or misshapen 
figures, be their emphasis, as I think it is 
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called, ever so proper. The first may have 
the awkward appearance of new raised 
troops ; but in viewing the last I cannot 
avoid the mortiiication of fancying myself 
placed in an hospital of invalids, 

THE STORY OF ALCANDER AND 
SEPTIMIUS, 

7'ranslaied from a Byzantme Hutorian. 

Athens, even long after the decline of 
the Roman empire, still continued the seat 
of learning, politeness, and wisdom. The 
emperors and generals, who in these 
periods of approaching ignorance still felt 
a passion for science, from time to time 
added to its buildings, or increased its pro- 
; fessorships. Theodoric, the Ostrogoth, was 
of the number : he repaired those schools 
which barbarity was suffering to fall into 
decay, and continued those pensions to men 
of learning which avaricious governors had 
monopolized to themselves. 

/ In this city, and about this period, 

' Alcander and Septimius were fellow- 
students together : the one the most 
subtle reasoner of all the Lyceum, the 
other the most eloquent speaker in the 
; Academic grove. Mutual admiration soon 
begot an acquaintance, and a similitude 
of disposition made them perfect friends. 
'Their fortunes were nearly equal, their 
studies the same, and tliey were natives of 
the two most celebrated cities in the world ; 

\ for Alcander was of Athens, Septimius 
came from Rome. 

In this mutual harmony they lived for 
some time together, when Alcander, after 
passing the first part of his youth in the 
: indolence of philosophy, thought at length 

of entering into the busy world, and, as a 
step previous to this, placed his affections 
on Hypatia, a lady of exquisite beauty. 
1 1 ypatia showed no dislike to his addresses. 

; dlie day of their intended nuptials was 
; fixed, the previous ceremonies were per- 
formed, and nothing now remained but 
: her being conducted in triumph to the 

apartment of the intended bridegroom. 

, An exultation in his own happiness, or 
his being unable to enjoy any satisfaction 
without making hi^ friend Septimius a 
' partner, prevailed upon him to introduce 
his mistress to his fellow- student, which he 
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did with all the gaiety of a man who found 
himself equally happy in friendship and 
love. But this was an interview fatal to 
the peace of both ; for Septimius no sooner 
saw her, but he was smit with ail involun- 
tary passion. He used every effort, but 
in vain, to suppress desires at once so 
imprudent and unjust. He retired to his 
apartment in inexpressible agony ; and the 
emotions of his mind in a short time became 
so strong, that they brought on a fever, 
which the physicians judged incurable. 

During this illness Alcander watched 
him with all the anxiety of fondness, and 
brought his mistress to join in those amiable 
offices of friendship. The sagacity of the 
physicians, by this means, soon discovered 
the cause of their patient’s disorder ; anti 
Alcander, being apprised of their dis- 
covery, at length extorted a confession 
from the reluctant dying lover. 

It ivould but delay the narrative to 
describe the conflict between love and 
friendship in the breast of Alcander on this 
occasion; it is enough to say, that the 
Athenians were at this time arrived at such 
refinement in morals, that every virtue was 
carried to excess. In short, forgetful of his 
own felicity, he gave up his intended bride, 
in all her charms, to the young Roman. 
They were married privately by his conni- 
vance ; and this unlooked-for change of 
fortune wrought as unexpected a change 
in the constitution of the nmv hapjiy 
Septimius. In a few days he was perfectly 
recovered, and set out with his fair partner 
for Rome. Here, by" an exertion of those 
talents of which he was so eminently pos- 
sessed, he in a few years arrived at the 
highest dignities of the state, and was 
constituted the city judge, or prmtor. 

Meanwhile Alcander not only felt the 
pain of being separated from his friend 
and mistress, but a prosecution -was also 
commenced against him by the relations 
of Hypatia, for his having basely given 
her up, as was suggested, for money. 
Neither his innocence of the crime laid to 
his charge, nor his eloquence in his own 
defence, was able to withstand the influence 
of a powerful party. He w^as cast, and con- 
demned to pay an. enormous fine. Unable 
to raise so large a sum at the time 
appointed, his possessions were confis- 
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catc<!, himself stripped of the habit of free- 
dom, exposed in the market-place, and 
sold as a slave to the highest bidder. 

A merchant of Thrace becoming his 
purchaser, Alcander, with some other 
companions of distress, was carried into 
tliat region of desolation and sterility. 
His stated employment was to follow the 
herds of an imperious master ; and his skill 
in huntivig was all that was allowed him 
to supply a precarious subsistence. Con- 
demned to hopeless servitude, every morn- 
ing waked him to a renewal of famine or 
toil, and every change of season served 
but to aggravate his unsheltered distress. 
Nothing but death or flight was left him, 
and almost certain death was the conse- 
quence of his attempting to fly. After 
some years of bondage, however, an op- 
portunity of escaping offered ; he embraced 
it with ardour, and travelling by night, 
and lodging in caverns by day, to shorten 
a long story, he at last arrived in Rome. 
The day of Alcandefs arrival Septimius 
sat in the forum administering justice ; and 
hither our wanderer came, expecting to 
be instantly known and jniblicly acknow- 
ledged. Here he stood the whole day 
among the crowd, w'atchiiig the eyes of 
the judge, and expecting to he taken notice 
of ; but so much was he altered by a long 
succession of hardships, that he passed 
entirely without notice ; and in the evening, 
when he was going up to the pnelor’s 
chair, be wris brutally repulsed by the 
attending lictors. The attention of the 
poor is generally driven from one un- 
grateful object to another; night coming 
on, he now fouml himself under a necessity 
of seeking a place to lie in, and yet knew 
not where to apply. All emaciated and 
in rags as he was, none of the citizens 
would harbour so much wretchedness, an<l 
sleeping in the streets might be attended 
with interruption or danger : in short, he 
was obliged to take up his lodging in one 
of the tombs without the city, the usual 
retreat of guilt, poverty, or despair. 

In this mansion of horror, la5dng his 
head upon an inverted urn, he forgot his 
miseries for a while in sleep ; and virtue 
foxind on this flinty couch more ease than 
down can supply to the guilty. 


It was midnight when two robbers came 
to make this cave their retreat ; but hap- 
pening to disagree about the division of 
their, plunder, one of them stabbed the 
other to the heart, and left him weltering 
in blood at the entrance. In these cir- 
cumstances he was found next morning, 
and this naturally induced a farther in- 
quiry. The alarm was spread, the cave 
was examined, Alcander was found sleep- 
ing, and immediately apprehended and 
accused of robbery and murder. The 
circumstances against him were strong, 
and the wretchedness of his appearance 
confirmed suspicion. Misfortune and he 
were now so long acquainted, that he at 
last became regardless of life. H e detes ted 
a world where he had found only ingrati- 
tude, falsehood, and cruelty, and was 
determined to make no defence. Thus, 
lowering with resolution, he was dragged, 
bound witli cords, before the tribunal of 
Septimius. The proofs were positive 
against him, and he offered nothing in his 
own vindication; the judge, therefore, 
was proceeding to doom him to a most 
cruel and ignominious death, when, as if • 
illumined by a ray from Heaven, he dis- ; 
covered, through 'all his misery, the fea- 
tures, though dim with sorrow, of his long 
lost, loved Alcander. It is impossible to 
describe his joy and his pain on this strange 
occasion ; happy in once more seeing the 
person he most loved on earth, distressed 
at finding him in siicli circumstances. Thus 
agitated by contending passions, he flew 
from his trilninal, and, falling on the neck ' 
of his dear benefactor, burst, into an agony 
of distress. The attention of the multitude 
was soon, however, divided by another 
oV)ject. The robber who had been really 
guilty was apprehended selling his plun- 
der, and, struck with a panic, confessed 
I his crime. He was brought bound to the 
same tribunal, and acquitted every other 
person of any partnership in his guilt. 
Need the sequel be related? Alcander 
was acquitted, shared the friendship and 
the honours of liis friend Septimius, lived 
afterwards in happiness and ease, and left 
it to be engraved on his tomb, that no 
circumstances are so desperate which 
Providence may not relieve. ” 
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A LETTER FROM A TRAVELLER. 

Cracow, Aiigust 2, 1758. 

My DEAR Will, —You see, by the date 
of my letter, that I am arrived in Poland. 
When will my wanderings be at an end? 
When will my restless disposition give me 
leave to enjoy the present hour? When 
at Lyons, L thought all happiness lay be- 
yond the Alps; when in Italy, I found 
myself still in want of something, and 
expected to leave solicitude behind me by 
going into Romelia ; and now you find me 
turning back, still expecting ease every- 
where but where I am. It is now seven 
years since I saw the face of a single crea- 
ture who cared a farthing whether I was 
dead or alive. Secluded from all the 
comforts of confidence, friendship, or 
.society, I feel the solitude of a hermit, 
but not his ease. 

The Prince of has taken me in his 

train, so that I am in no danger of starving 
for this bout. The prince’s governor is 
a rude ignorant pedant, and his tutor a 
battered rake; thus, between two such 
characters, you may imagine he is finely 
instructed,. I made some attempts to dis- 
play all the little knowledge I had acquired 
by reading or observation ; but I find my- 
self regarded as an ignorant intruder. The 
truth is, I shall never be able to acquire 
a power of expressing myself wdth ease in 
any language but my own; and, out of 
my own country, the highest character I 
can ever acquire is that of being a philo- 
sophic vagabond. 

When I consider myself in the country 
which was once so formidable in war, and 
spread terror and desolation over the whole 
Roman empire, I can hardly account for 
the present wretchedness and pusillanimity 
of its inhabitants : a prey to every invader ; 
their cities plundered without an enemy ; 
their magistrates seeking redress by com- 
plaints, and not by vigour. Everything 
conspires to raise my compassion for their 
miserie,s, were not my thoughts too busily 
engaged by my own. The whole king- 
dom is in a strange disorder : when onr 
equipage, which consists of the prince and 
thirteen attendants, had arrived at some 
towns, there were no conveniences to be 
found, and we were obliged to have girls 


to conduct us to the next. I have seen a 
woman travel thus on horseback before us 
for thirty miles, and think herself highly 
paid, and make twenty reverences, upon 
receiving, with ecstasy, about twopence 
for her trouble. In general, we "were 
better served by the women than the men 
on these occasions. The men seemed 
directed by a low sordid interest alone : 
they seemed mere machines, and all their 
thoughts were employed in the care of 
their horses. If we gently desired them 
to make more speed, they took not the 
least notice : kind language was what they 
had by no means been used to. It was 
proper to speak to them in the tones of 
anger, and sometimes it was even necessary 
to use blows, to excite them to their duty. 
How different these from the common 
people of England, whom a blow might 
induce to i*etiirn the affront sevenfold ! 
These poor people, however, from being 
brought up to vile usage, lose all the 
respect which they should have for them- 
selves. They have contracted a habit of 
regarding constraint as the great rule of 
their duty. Wlien they were treated with 
mildness, they no longer continued to per- 
ceive a superiority. They fancied them- 
selves our equals, and a continuance of 
our humanity might probably have ren- 
dered them insolent : but the imperious 
tone, menaces, and blows, at once changed 
their sensations and their ideas ; their ears 
and shoulders taught their souls to shrink 
back into servitude, from which they had 
for some moments fancied themselves 
disengaged. 

I The enthusiasm of liberty an English- 
man feels is never so strong as when 
presented by such prosjoects as these. I 
must own, in all my indigence, it is one 
of my comforts, (perhaps, indeed, it is my 
only boast,) that I am of that happy 
country ; though I scorn to starve there ; 
though I do not choose to lead a life of 
wretched dependence, or be an object 
for my former acquaintance to point at 
While you enjoy all the ease and elegance 
of pindence and virtue, your old friend 
wanders over the world, without a single 
anchor to hold by, or a friend, except 
you, to confide in. 
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Yours. &c. 



A SHORT ACCOUNT OF THE LATE 
MR. MAUPERTUIS. 

Maupertuis, lately deceased, was 
first to whom the English philosophers 
owed their being particularly admired by 
the rest of Europe. The romantic system 
of Des Cartes was adapted to the taste 
of the superticial and the indolent y the 
foreign universities had embraced it with 
ardour, and such are seldom convinced of 
their errors till all others give up such 
false opinions as untenable. The philo- 
sophy of Newton and the metaphysics of 
Locke appeared ; but, like all new truths, 
they were at once received with opposition 
and contempt. The English, it is true, 
studied, understood, and, consequently, 
admired them: it was very different on 
the Continent. Fontenelle, who seemed 
to preside over the republic of letters, 
unwilling to acknowledge that all his life 
had been spent in erroneous philosophy, 
joined in the universal disapprobation, 
and the English philosophers seemed 
entirely unknown. 

Maupertuis, however, made them his 
study: he thought he might oppose the 
physics of his country, and yet still be a 
good citizen ; he defended our countrymen, 
wrote in their favour, and, at last, as_he_ 
had truth on his side, carriefirhssCSSSeT 
Almost all the learning of the English, till 
very lately, was conveyed in the language 
of France. The writings of Maupertuis 
spread the reputation of his master, New- 
ton, and by a happy fortune have united 
his fame with that of our human prodigy. 
The first of his performances, openly 
vindication of the Newtonian system, 
his treatise entitled “ Sur la Figure des 
Astres,” if I remember right ; a work at 
once expressive of a deep geometrical 
knowledge and the most happy manner 
of delivering abstruse science with ease. 
This met with violent opposition from a 
people, though fond of novelty in every- 
thing else, yet, however, in matters of 
science, attached to ancient opinions with 
bigotry. As the old and obstinate fell 
away, the youth of France embraced the 
new opinions, and now seem more eager 
to defend Newton than even his country- 


The oddity of character which great 
men are sometimes remarkable for, Mau- 
pertuis was not entirely free from. If we 
can believe Voltaire, he once attempted 
to castrate himself ; but whether this be 
true or no, it is certain he was extremely 
whimsical Though born to a large for- 
tune, when employed in mathematical 
jinquiries he disregarded his person to such 
a degree, and loved retirement so much, 
that he has been more than once put on 
the list of modest beggars by the curates 
of Paris, when he retired to some private 
quarter of the town, in order to enjoy his 
meditations without interruption. The 
character given of him by one of Voltaire’s 
antagonists, if it can be depended iipon, 
is much to liis honour. “You,” says this 
writer to Mr. Voltaire, “ were entertained 
by the King of Prussia as a buffoon, but 
Maupertuis as a philosopher.” It is cer- 
tain that the preference which this royal 
scholar gave to Maupertuis was the cause 
of Voltaire’s disagreement with him, 
Voltaire could not bear to see a man 
whose talents he liad no great opinion of 
preferred before him as president of the 
Royal Academy. liis “ Micromegas ” 
was designed to ridicule Maupertuis ; and, 
probably, it has brought more disgrace on 
the author than the subject. Whatever 
absurdities men of letters have indulged, 
and how fantastical soever the modes of 
science have been, their anger is still more 
subject to ridicule. 

No. ll.'—Safurifay, October 13, 1759. 


ON DRESS. 

Foreigners observe that there are no 
ladies in the world more beautiful, or more 
ill dressed, than those of England. Our 
countrywomen have been compared to 
those pictures where the face is the 'work 
of a Raphael, but the draperies thrown 
out by some empty pretender, destitute 
of taste, and entirely unacquainted with 
. design. 

! If I were a poet, I might observe on this 
; occasion, that .so miicli beauty set off "witli 
I all the advantages of dress would be too 
, powerful an antagonist for the opposite 
! sex; and, therefore, it was wisely ordered 
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that our ladies should want taste, lest their 
admirei's should entirely want reason. 

But, to confess a truth, I do not find they 
have a greater aversion to fine clothes than 
the women of any other country whatso- 
ever. I cannot fancy that a shopkeeper’s 
wife ill Gheapside has a greater tenderness 
for the fiirtune of her husband than a 
citizen’s wdfe in Paris, or that Miss in a 
boarding-school is more an economist *in 
dress than Mademoiselle in a nunnery. 

Although Paris may be accounted the 
soil in wdiich almost every fashion takes 
its rise, its infiuence is never so general 
there as wdth us. They study there the 
happy method of uniting grace and fashion, 
and never excuse a woman for being aw^k- 
wardly dressed by saying her clothes are 
made in the mode. A French woman is 
a perfect architect in dress: she never, 
with Gothic ignorance, mixes the order; 
she never tricks out a squabby Doric shape 
wdih Corinthian finery ; or, to speak with- 
out metaphor, she conforms to general 
fashion only when It happens not to be 
repugnant to private beauty. 

Our ladies, on the contrary, seem to 
have no other standard for grace but the 
run of the town. If fashion gives the 
word, every distinction of beauty, com- 
plexion, or stature ceases. Sweeping 
trains, Prussian bonnets, and trollopees, 
as like each other as if cut from the same 
piece, level all to one standard. The 
Mall, the gardens, and the playhouses 
are filled with ladies in uniform, and their 
whole appearance show's as little variety 
or taste as if their clothes w'ere bespoke 
by the colonel of a marching regiment, or 
fancied by the same artist who dresses the 
three battalions of Guards. 

But not only ladies of every shape and 
complexion, but of every age too, are pos- 
sessed of tins unaccountable passion of 
dressing in the same manner. A lady of 
no quality can be distinguished from a 
lady of some quality only by the redness 
of her hands ; and a w'oman of sixty, 
masked, might easily pass for her grand- 
daughter. I rememher, a few days ago, 
to have walked behind a damsel, tossed 
out in all the gaiety of fifteen ; her dress 
was loose, unstudied, and seemed the 
result of conscious beauty. T called up 


all my poetry on this occasion, and fancied 
twenty Cupids prepared for execution in 
every folding of her white negligee. I 
had prepared my imagination for an 
angel’s face; but what W'as my mortifica- 
tion to find that the imaginary goddess was 
no other than my cousin Idannah, foiii 
years older than myself, and I shall he 
sixty-tw'o the twelfth of next November. 

After the transports of our first salute 
were over, I could not avoid running my 
eye over her wdiole appearance. Her 
gown W'as of cambric, cut short before, 
in order to discover a high -heeled shoe, 
which W’as buckled almost at the toe. H cr 
cap, if cap it might he called that cap was 
none, consisted of a few' bits of cambiic, 
and flow'ersof painted paper stuck on one 
side of her head. Her bosom, that had 
felt no hand but the hand of time these 
tw'enty years, rose suing, but in vain, to 
be pressed. I could, indeed, have wished 
her more than a handkerchief of Baris net 
to shade her beauties ; for, as Tasso says 
of the rosebud, “Quanto si mostra men 
tanto e piu bella,” 1 should think hers 
most pleasing when least discovered. 

As my cousin had not put on all this 
finery for nothing, she W'as at that time 
sallying out to the Park, W'hen I had oxer- 
taken her. Perceiving, however, that I 
had on my best w'ig, she offered, if I 
w’ould squire her there, to send home 
the footman. Though I trembled for our 
reception in public, yet I could not wdlh 
any civility refuse ; so, to be as gallant as 
possible, 1 took her hand in my arm, and 
thus we marched on together. 

When w'e made our entry at the Park, 
tw'o antiquated figures, so polite and so 
tender as w'e seemed to he, soon attracted 
the eyes of the company. As we made 
our way among crowds who w'ere out to 
show their finery as w'ell as we, wherever 
W'e came I perxeived we brought good 
humour in our train. The polite could 
not forbear smiling, and the vulgar hiir^t 
out into a horse-laugh at our grotesque 
figures. Cousin Hannah, who was per- 
fectly conscious of the rectitude of her own 
appearance, attributed all this inirlh to 
the oddity of mine, while 1 as cordially 
placed the whole to her account. Tims, 
from being two of the hest-natured crea- 





Uire:i alive, before we got half-way up the 
IvTall, we both began to grow peevish, 
and, like two mice oa a string, endea- 
voured to revenge the impertinence of 
others upon ourselves. “I am amazed, 
cousin Jeffrey,” says Miss, “that I can 
never get you to dress like a Christian. I 
knew we should have the eyes of the Park 
upon us, with your great wig so frizzed, 
and yet so beggarly, and your monstrous 
muff. I hate those odious muffs.” I 
could have patiently borne a criticism on 
all the rest of my equipage ; but as I had 
always a peculiar veneration for my muft, 
1 could not forbear being piqued a little ; 
and, throwing my eyes with a spiteful air 
on her bosom, “I could heartily wish, 
madam,” replied I, “that for your sake 
my muff was cut into a tippet.” 

As my cousin, by this time, was grown 
heartily ashamed of her gentleman usher, 
and as I was never very fond of any 
kind of exhibition myself, it was mutually 
agreed to retire for a while to one of the 
seats, and from that retreat remark on 
others as freely as tlicy had remarked 
on us. 

Wlien seated, we continued silent for 
some time, employed in very different spe- 
culations. I regarded the whole company, 
now passing in review before me, as drawn 
out merely for my amusement. For my 
entertainment the beauty had all that 
morning been improving her charms ; the 
beau had put on lace, and the young 
doctor a ])ig-wig, merely to please me. 
But quite different were the sentiments of 
cousin Hannah ; she regarded every well- 
dressed woman as a victorious rival, hated 
every face that seemed dressed in good 
humour, or wore the appearance of greater 
happiness than her own. I perceived her 
uneasiness, and attempted to lessen it by 
observing that there was no company in 
the Park to-day. To this she readily 
assented ; “and yet,” says she, “it is full 
enough of scriil)s of one kind or another,” 
My smiling at this observation gave her 
spirits to pursue the bent of her inclination, 
and now slie began to exhibit her skill in 
secret history, as she found me disposed to 
listen. “Observe,” says she to me, “that 
old woman in tawdry silk, and dressed 
out even beyond the fashion. That is 


Miss Biddy Evergreen, bliss Biddy, it 
seems, has money ; and as she considers 
that money was never so scarce as it is 
now, she seems resolved to keep what she 
has to herself. She is ugly enough you 
see; yet I assure you she has I'efused 
severa'l offers, to my own knowledge, within 
this twelvemonth. Let me see, three 
' gentlemen from Ireland who study the 
law, two waiting captains, a doctor, and 
a Scotch preacher, who had like to have 
carried her off. All her time is passed 
between sickness and hnery. Thus .she 
spends the whole week in a close chamber, 
with no other company but her monkey, 
her apothecaiq^ and cat; and comes dressed 
out to the Park every Sunday, to show her 
airs, to get new lovers, to catch a new cold, 
and to make new work for the doctor. 

“There goes blrs. Roundabout — I mean 
I the fat lady in the lutestring trollopee. 

I Between you and I, she is but a cutler’s 
; wife. See how she’s dressed, as fine as 
liands and pins can make her, while her 
tw^o marriageable daifgliters, like bunters 
in stuff gow'ns, are now taking sixpenny 
worth of tea at the White Conduit House. 
Odious puss ! how she waddles along, 
with her train two yards behind lier 1 She 
puts me in mind of my Lord Bantam’s 
Indian sheep, which are obliged to have 
their monstrous tails trundled alozig in a 
go-cart. For all her airs, it goes to her 
husband’s heart to see four yards of good 
lutestring wearing against the ground, like 
one of his knives on a grindstone. To 
speak my mind, cousin Jeffrey, I never 
liked tails ; for suppose a young fellow 
should be mde, anti the lady should offer 
to step back in a fright, instead of retiring, 
she treads upon her train, and falls fairly 
on her back ; and then, you know, cousin 
— ^her clothes may be spoiled. 

“Ah, bliss Mazzard ! I knew we should 
not miss her in the Park ; she in the 
monstrous Prussian bonnet, bl iss, though 
so very fine, was bred a milliner, and 
might have liad some custom if she had 
minded her business ; but the girl was 
fond of finery, and instead of dressing her 
customei's, laid out all her goods in adorn- 
ing herself. Every new gown she put on 
impaired her credit : she still, however, 
went on improving her appearance, and 
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lessening her little fortune, and is now, | 
you see, become a belie and a bankrupt.” | 

My cousin was proceeding in her re-” 
marks, which ' were interrupted by the 
approach of the very lady she had been so 
freely describing. Miss had perceived 
her at a clistaiice, and approached to salute 
her. I found, by the warmth of the 
two ladies’ protestations, that they had 
been long intimate esteemed friends and 
acquaintance. Both were so pleased at 
this happy rencounter, that they were 
resolved not to part for the day. So we 
all crossed the Park together, and I saw 
them into a hackney coach at the gate of 
St. James’s^ I could not, however, help 
observing, That they are generally most 
ridiculous themselves, who are apt to see 
most ridicule in others. 

SOME PARTICULARS RELATIVE TO 
CHARLES XI 1. 

NOT COMMONLY KNOWN. 

Stockholm. 

Sir, — I cannot resist your solicitations, 
though it is possible I shall be unable to 
satisfy your curiosity, llie polite of every 
country seem to have but one character. 
A gentleman of Sweden differs but little, 
except in trifles, from one of any other 
country. It is among the vulgar we are 
to find those distinctions which charac- 
terise a people, and from them it is that I 
take my picture of the Swedes. 

Though the Swedes, in general, appear 
to languish under oppression, which often 
renders others wicked or of malignant 
dispositions, it has not, however, the same 
influence upon them, as they are faithful, 
civil, and incapable of atrocious crimes. 
Would you believe that, in Sweden, high- 
way robberies are not so much as heard 
of ? P'or my part, I have not in the whole 
country seen a gibbet or a gallows. They 
pay an infinite respect to their ecclesiastics, 
whom they suppose to be the privy council- 
lors of Providence, who, on their part, turn 
this credulity to their own advantage, and 
manage their parishioners as they please. 
In general, however, they seldom abuse 
their sovereign authority. ITearkened to as 
oracles, regarded as the dispensers of eter- 
nal rewards and punishments, they readily 
influence their hearers into justice, and 


make them practical philosophers without 
the pains of study. 

As to their persons, they are perfectly 
well made, and the men particularly have 
a very engaging air. The greatest part 
of the boys whom I saw in the couhtiy 
had very white hair. They were as beau- 
tiful as Cupids, and there was something 
open and entirely happy in their little 
chubby faces. The girls, on the contrary, 
have neither such fair nor such even com- 
plexions, and their features are much less 
delicate, which is a circumstance different 
from that of almost every other country. 
Besides this, it is observed that the women 
ai-e generally ajfflicted with the itch, for 
which vScania is particularly remarkable. 

I had an instance of this in one of the 
inns on the road. The hostess was one 
of the most beautiful women 1 have ever 
seen : she had so fine a complexion, that 
I could not avoid admiring it. But what 
was my surprise, when she opened her 
bosom "in order to suckle her child, to 
perceive that seat of delight all covered 
with this disagreeable distemper. The 
careless manner in which she exposed to 
our eyes so disgusting an object sufflciently 
testifies that they regard it as no very 
extraordinaiy malady, and seem to take 
no pains to conceal it. Such are the 
remarks, which probably you may think 
trifling enough, I have made in my jour- 
ney to Stockholm, which, to take it all 
together, is a large, beautiful, and even a 
popidous city. 

The arsenal appears to me one of its 
gi*eatest curiosities : it is a handsome, 
spacious building, but, however, scantily 
supplied with the implements of war. To 
recompense this defect, they have almost 
filled it with trophies and other marks 
of their former military glory. I saw 
there several chambers filled with Danish, 
Saxon, Polish, and Russian standards. 
There was at least enough to suffice half 
a dozen armies ; but new standards are 
more easily made than new armies can be 
enlisted. I saw, besides, some very rich 
furniturej and some of the crown jewels, 
of great value ; but what principally en- 
gaged my attention, and touched me with 
passing melancholy, were the bloody, yet 
precious, spoils of the two greatest heroes 
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the NorOi ever produced. What I mean 
are the clothes in which the great Gustavus 
A^dphus and the intrepid Charles XII, 
died by a fate not unusual to kings. The 
first, if I remember, is a sort of a buff 
waistcoat, made antique fashion, very plain, 
and without the least ornaments ; the 
second, which was even more remarkable, 
consisted only of a coarse blue cloth coat, 
a large hat of less value, a shirt of coarse 
linen, large boots, and buff gloves made 
to cover a great part of the arm. His 
saddle, his pistols, and his sword have 
nothing in them remarkable : the meanest 
soldier was in this respect no way inferior 
to his gallant monarch. I shall use this 
opportunity to give you some particulars 
of the life of a man already so well known, 
W'hich I had from persons who knew him 
when a child, and who now, by a fate not 
unusual to courtiers, spend a life of poverty 
and retirement, and talk over in raptures 
all the actions of their old victorious king, 
companion, and maslet;^ 

Courage and inflexible constancy formed 
tlie basis of this monarch’s character. In 
his temlerest years he gave instances of 
both. When he was yet scarcely seven 
years old, being at dinner with the queen 
his mother, intending to give a bit of bread 
to a great dog he was fond of, this hungry I 
animal snapt too greedily at the morsel, 
and bit his hand in a terrible mariner. 
The wound bled copiously ; but our young 
hero, without offering to cry, or taking the 
least notice of his misfortune, endeavoured 
to conceal what had happened, lest his 
dog should be brought into trouble, and 
wrapped liis bl(.)ody hand in the napkin. 
Tlie queen, perceiving that he did not cat, 
asked him the reason. He contented him- 
self with replying, that he thanked her, 
be was not hungry. They thought he was 
taken ill, and so repeated their solicitations; 
but all was in vain, though the poor child 
was already grown pale with the loss of 
blood. An officer who attended at table 
at last perceived it; for Charles would 
sooner have died than betrayed his dog, 
who, he knew, intended no injiuy. 

At another time, when iii the small -pox, 
and his case appeared dangerous, he grew 
one day very uneasy in his bed, and a 
gentleman who watched him, desirous of 


covering him up close, received from the 
patient a violent box on his ear. Some 
hours after, observing the prince more calm, 
he entreated to know how he had incurred 
his displeasure, or what he had doneAo 
have merited a blow. “A blow?” replied 
Charles; “I don’t remember anything of 
it: I remember, indeed, that I thought 
myself in the battle of Arbela, fighting for 
Darius, where 1 gave Alexander a blow 
which brought him to the ground.” 

What great effects might not these two 
qualities of courage and constancy have 
produced, had they at first received a just 
direction 1 Charles, with proper instruc- 
tions, thus naturally disposed, would have 
been the delight and the glory of his age. 
Happy those princes who are educated 
by men who are at once virtuous and wise, 
and have been for some time in the school 
of affliction ; who weigh happiness against 
glory, and teach their royal pupils the real 
value of fame ; who are ever showing the 
superior dignity of man to that of royalty 
— that a peasant who does his duty is a 
nobler character than a king of even mid- 
dling. reputation ! Happy, I say, were 
princes, could such men be found to instruct 
them ; but those to whom such an educa- 
tion is generally intrusted are men who 
themselves have acted in a sphere too higli 
to know mankind. Puffed up themselves 
with the ideas of false grandeur, and 
measuring merit by adventitious circum- 
stances of greatness, they generally com- 
municate those fatal prejudices to their 
pupils, confirm their pride by adulation, or 
increase their ignorance by teaching them 
to despise that wisdom which is found 
among the poor. 

But not to moralize when. I only intend 
a story, — what is related of the journeys 
of this prince is no less astonishing. lie 
has sometimes been on horseback for four- 
and-twenty hours successively, and thus 
traversed the greatest part of his kingdom. 
At last none of his officers were found 
capable of following him; he thus con- 
sequently rode the greatest part of his 
journeys quite alone, without taking a 
moment’s repose, and without any other 
subsistence hut a bit of bread. In one of 
these rapid courses he underwent an adven- 
ture singular enough. Riding thus post 
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one day, all alone, he had the misfortune 
to have his horse fall dead under him. 
This might have embarrassed an ordinary 
man, but it gave Charles no sort of uneasi- 
ness. Sure of finding another horse, but 
not equally so of meeting with a good 
saddle and pistols, he ungirths his horse, 
claps the whole equipage on his own back, 
and, thus accoutred, marches on to the 
next inn, which by good fortune was not 
far off. Entering the stable, he here found 
an horse entirely to his mind ; so, without 
I farther ceremony, he clapped on his saddle 
I and housing with great composure, and 
i was just going to mount, when the gentle- 
man who owned the horse was apprised 
of a stranger’s going to steal his property 
out of the stable. Upon asking the king, 
i whom he had never seen, bluntly how he 
presumed to meddle with his horse, Charles 
coolly replied, squeezing in his lips, which 
was his usual custom, that he took the 
horse because he wanted one; “for you 
\ see, ” continued he, “ if I have none, I shall 
be obliged to carry the saddle myself.” 

‘S’ This answer did not seem at all satisfac- 
] tory to the gentleman, who instantly drew 
his sword. In this the king was not much 
behindhand with him, and to it they were 
going, when the guards by this time came 
up, and testified that surprise which wms 
natural to see arms in the hand of a sub- 
ject against his king. Imagine whether 
the gentleman was less surprised than 
they at his unpremeditated disobedience. 
His astonishment, how'ever, was soon dis- 
sipated by the king, who, taking him by 
the hand, assured him he was a brave 
fellow, and himself would take care he 
should be provided for. This promise 
i was afterwards fulfilled, and I have been 
I assured the king made him a captain. 

I HAPPINESS IN A GREAT MEASURE 
J DEPENDENT ON CONSTITUTION. 

I When I reflect on the unambitious re- 
^tirement in which I passed the earlier 
part of my life in the country, I cannot 
avoid feeling some pain in thinking that 
those happy days are never to return. 
In that retreat all nature seemed capable 
of affording, pleasure : I then made no 
refinements on happiness, but could be i 


pleased with the most awkward efforts 
of rustic mirth ; thought cross purposes 
the highest stretch of human wdt, and 
questions and commands the most rational 
amusement for spending the evening. 
Happy could so charming an illusion still 
continue. I find age and knowledge only 
contribute to sour our dispositions. My 
present enjoyments may be more refined, 
but they are infinitely less pleasing. Tlie 
pleasure Garrick gives can no way com- 
pare to that I have received from a 
country wag, who imitated a Quaker’s 
sermon. The music of Mattei is disso- 
nance to what I felt when our old dairy- 
maid sang me into tears with Johnny 
Armstrong’s Last Good Night, or the 
cruelty of Barbara Allen. 

Writers of every age have endeavoured 
to show that pleasure is in us, and not in 
the objects offered for our amusement. 
If the soul be happily disposed, every- 
thing becomes a subject of entertainment, 
and distress will almost want a name. 
Every occurrence passes in review like 
the figures of a procession : some may be 
awkward, others ill dressed ; but none 
but a fool is for this enraged with the 
master of the ceremonies. 

I remember to have once seen a slave 
in a fortification in Flanders, who ap- 
peared no w'ay touched wdth his situation. 
Tie was maimed, deformed, and chained; 
obliged to toil from the appearance of 
day till nightfall, and condemned to this 
for life; yet with all these circumstances 
of apparent wretchedness, he sang, would 
have danced, but that he wanted a leg, 
and appeared the merriest, happiest man 
of all the garrison. What a practical 
philosopher was here ! an happy consti- 
tution supplied philosophy, and though 
seemingly destitute of wisdom, he was 
really wise. No reading or study had 
contributed to disenchant the fairy-land 
around him. Everything furnished him 
wdth an opportunity of mirth ; and though 
some thought him, from his insensibility, 
a fool, he was such an idiot as philosophers 
might wash ih vain to imitate. 

They who, like him, can place them- 
selves on that side of the world in which 
everything appears in a ridiculous or 
pleasing light, will find something in 
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every occurrence to excite their good 
humour. The most calamitous events, 
either to themselves or others, can bring 
no new afllictioii : the whole world is to 
them a theatre, on which comedies only 
are acted. All the bustle of heroism or 
the rants of ambition serve only to 
heighten the absurdity of the scene, and 
make the humour more poignant. They 
feel, in short, as little anguish at their 
own distress, or the complaints of others, 
as the undertaker, though dressed in 


black, feels sorrow” at a funeral. 

Of all the men I ever read of, the 
famous Cardinal de Retz possessed this 
liappiness of temper in the highest degree. 
As lie was a man of gallantry, and 
despised all that wore the pedantic ap- 
pearance of philosophy, wiierever pleasure 
was to be sold he was generally foremost 
to raise the auction. Being an universal 
admirer of the fair sex, when he found 
one lady crael, he generally fell in love 
with another, from whom he expected 
a more favourable reception ; if she too 
rejected his addresses, he never thought 
of retiring into deserts, or pining in hope- 
less distress : he iiersiiaded himself that, 
instead of loving the lady, he only fancied 
he had loved her, and so all was well 
again. When Fortune wore her angriest 
look, when he at la.st fell into the power 
of his most deadly enemy, Cardinal Maza- 
rine, and was confined a close prisoner 
in the Castle of Valenciennes, he never 
attempted to support his distress by 
wisdom or philosophy, for he pretended 
to neither. lie laughed at himself and 
his persecutor, and seemed infinitely 
pleased at his new” situation. In this 
mansion of distress, though secluded from 
his friends, though denied all the amuse- 
ments, and even the conveniences, of life, 
teased every hour by the impertinence of 
w”retches who veere employed to guard 
him, he still retained his good humour, 
laughed at all their little spite, and carried 
the jest so far as to be revenged, by 
writing the life of his gaoler. 

All that philosophy can teach is to be 
stubborn or sullen under misfortunes. 
The Cardinars example wdll instruct us 
to be merry in circumstances of the 
highest affliction. It matters not whether 
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our good humour be construed by others 
into insensibility, or even idiotism : it is 
happiness to ourselves ; and none but a 
fool would measure his satisfaction by 
what the world thinks of it. 

Dick Wildgoose wras one of the happiest 
silly fellows I ever knew. He was of the 
number of those good-natured creatures 
that are said to do no harm to any but 
themselves. Whenever Dick fell into 
any misery, he usually called it “ seeing 
life.” If his head w^as broke by a chair- 
man, or his pocket picked by a sharper, 
he comforted himself by imitating the 
Hibernian dialect of the one, or the more 
fashionable cant of the other. Nothing 
came amiss to Dick. His inattention to 
money matters had incensed his father to 
such a degree, that all the intercession of 
friends in his favour was fruitless. The 
old gentleman w”as on liis deathbed. The 
w'hole family, and Dick among the 
number, gathered round him. “Heave 
my second son Andrew”,” said the expiring 
miser, “my whole estate, and desire him 
to be frugal.” Andrew” in a sorrowful 
j tone, as is usual on these occasions, 
“prayed Heawn to prolong his life and 
health to enjoy it himself.” — I recom- 
mend Simon, my third son, to the care 
of his elder brother, and leave him beside 
four thousand pounds.” — “ Ah, father! ” 
cried Simon,- (in great affliction to be 
sure,) “ may Heaven give you life and 
health to enjoy it yourself!” At last, 
turning to poor Dick, “ As for you, you 
have always been a sad dog—yoii’ll never 
come to good, you’ll never be rich; I’ll 
leave you a shilling to buy an halter.”— 
“ Ah, father! ” cries Dick, without any 
emotion, “ may Heaven give you life and 
health to enjoy it yourself!” This wms 
all the trouble the loss of fortune gave 
this thoughtless imprudent creature. 
However, the tenderness of an uncle 
recompensed the neglect of a father; 
and Dick is not only excessively good- 
humoured, but competently rich. 

The world, in short, may cry out at a 
bankrupt wdio appears at a l/all; at an 
author ’who laughs at the public wdiich 
pronounces him a dunce; at a general 
who smiles at the reproach of the vulgar ; 
or the lady who keeps her good humour in 
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spite of scandal : but such is., the wisest Her hands are not alternately stretched 
behaviour they can possibly assume. It out, and then drawn in again, as with the 
is certainly a better way to oppose cala- singing women at Sadlers’ Wells : they 
mity by dissipation, than to take up the are employed with graceful variety, and 
amis of reason or resolution to oppose it : every moment please with new and unex- 
by the first method we foig^et our miseries, pected eloquence. Add to this, that their 
by the last we only conceal them from motion is generally from the shoulder; 
others. By struggling with misfortunes she never flourishes her hands while the 
we are sure to receive some wounds in upper part of her arm is motionless, nor 
the conflict: the only method to come otf has she the ridiculous appearance as if 
victorious is by running away. her elbows were pinned to her hips. 

But of all the cautions to be given to 
ON OUR THEATRES. our rising actresses, I would particularly 

hlADEMOiSELLE Clairon, a Celebrated recommend it to them never to take 
actress at Paris, seems to me the most notice of the audience upon any occasion 
perfect female flgure I have ever seen whatsoever; let the spectators applaud 
upon any stage. Not perhaps that nature never so loudly, their praises should pass, 
has been more liberal of personal beauty except at the end of the epilogue, with 
to lier, than some to be seen upon onr seeming inattention. I can never pardon 
theatres at home. There are actresses here a lady on the stage who, when she draws 
who have as much of what connoisseurs the admiration of the whole audience, 


call statuary grace, by which is meant ele- 
gance unconnected with motion, as she; 
but they all fall infinitely short of her 
%vhen the soul comes to give expression 
to the limbs, and animates every feature. 

Her first appearance is excessively en- 
gaging : she never comes in staring round 
upon the company, as if she intended to 
count the benefits of the house, or at least 
to see, as well as be seen. Her eyes are 
always, at first, intently fixed upon the 
persons of the drama, and she lifts them, 
by degrees, with enchanting diffidence, 
upon the spectators. Her first speech, 
or at least the first part of it, is delivered 
with scarce any motion of the arm ; her 
hands and her tongue never set out toge- 
ther; but the one prepares us for the 
other. She sometimes begins with a 
mute eloquent attitude; but never goes 
forward all at once with hands, eyes, head, 
and voice. This observation, though it 
may appear of no importance, should cer- 
tainly be adverted to ; nor do I see any 
one performer (Garrick only excepted) 
among us, that is not in this particular 
apt to offend. By this simple beginning 
she gives herself a power of rising in the 
passion of the scene. As she proceeds 
every gesture, every look, acquires new 
violence, till at last, transported, she fills 
the whole vehemence of the part, and all 
the idea of the poet. 


turns about to make them a low courtesy 
for their applause. Such a figure no longer 
continues Belvidera, but at once drops into 
Mrs. Cibber. Suppose a sober tradesman, 
who once a year takes his shilling’s worth 
at Drury Lane, in order to be delighted 
with the figure of a queen — the Queen- of 
Sheba, for instance, or any other queen — 
this honest man has no other idea of the 
great but from their superior pride and 
impertinence : suppose such a man placed 
among the spectators, the first figure that 
appears on the stage is the queen herself, 
courtesying and cringing to all the com- 
pany; how can he fancy her the haughty 
favourite of King Solomon the wise, who 
appears actually more submissive than 
the wife of his bosom ? We are all 
tradesmen of a nicer relish in this respect, 
and such conduct must disgust every 
spectator who loves to have the illusion 
of nature strong upon him. 

Yet, while I recommend to our actresses 
a skilful attention to gesture, I would not 
have them study it in the looking-glass. 
This, without some precaution, will render 
their action formal ; by too great an inti- 
macy with this they become stiff and 
affected. People seldom improve when 
they have no other model but themselves 
to copy after. I remember to have known 
a notable performer of the other sex, who 
/made great rise of this flattering monitor,^ 



THE SEE, 


and yet was one of the stiffest figures I 
ever saw. I am told his apartment was 
hung round with looking-glasses, that he 
might see his person twenty times reflected 
upon entering the room ; and I will make 
bold to say, he saw twenty very ugly 
fellows whenever he did so. 

No. lll.Saturday, October 20, 1759. 

ON THE USE OF LANGUAGE. 

The manner in which most writers begin 
their treatises on the use of language is 
generally thus: — “Language has been 
granted to man, in order to discover his 
wants and necessities, so as to have them 
relieved by society. Whatever we desire, 
whatever we wish, it is but to clothe those 
desires or wishes in words, in order to 
fruition. The principal use of language, 
therefore,” say the}^ “is to express our 
wants, so as to receive a speedy redress.” 

vSuch an account as this may serve to 
satisfy grammarians and rhetoricians well 
enough, but men who know the world 
maintain very contrary maxims ; they hold, 
and I think with some show of reason, 
that he who best knows bow to conceal 
his necessity and desires is the most likely 
person to find redress, and that the true 
use of speech is not so much to express 
our wants, as to conceal them. 

When we reflect on the manner in which 
mankind generally confer their favours, 
we shall find that they who seem to Avant 
them least are the very persons who most 
liberally share them. There is something 
so attractive in riches, that the large heap 
generally collects from the smaller ; and 
the poor find as much pleasure in increas- 
ing the enormous mass, as the miser who 
owns it sees happiness in its increase. Nor 
is there in this anything repugnant to the 
laws of true morality, Seneca himself 
allows that, in conferring benefits, the 
present should always be suited to the 
dignity of the receiver. Thus the rich 
receive large presents, and are thanked 
for accepting them; men of middling 
stations are obliged to be content with 
presents something less ; \vhile the beggar, 
who may ]:)e truly said to want indeed, 
is well paid if a farthing rewards his 
^varmest solicitations. 


Every man who has seen the world, and 
has had his ups and dowms in life, as the 
expression is, must have frequently expe- 
rienced the truth of this doctrine, and 
must know, that to have much, or to seem 
to have it, is- the only \vay to have more. 
Ovid finely compares a man of broken 
fortune to a falling column ; the lower it 
sinks, the greater weight it is obliged to 
sustain. Thus, when a man has no occa- 
sion to borrow, he finds numbers willing 
to lend him. Should he ask his friend to 
lend him a hundred pounds, it is possible, 
from the largeness of bis demand, he may 
find credit for twenty; but should he 
humbly only sue for a trifle, it is two to 
one whether he might be trusted for tw’'o- 
pence. A certain young fellow at George’s, 
wdienever he had occasion to ask his friend 
for a guinea, used to prelude his request 
as if he wanted two hundred, and talked 
so familiarly of large sums, that none could 
ever think he wanted a small one. The 
same gentleman, whenever he wanted 
credit for a new suit from his tailor, always 
made a proposal in laced clothes : for lie 
found by experience that if he appeared 
shabby on these occasions, Mr. Lynch had 
taken an oath against trusting ; or, what 
was every bit as bad, his foreman was out 
of the w'ay, and would not be at home 
these two days. 

There can be no inducement to I'eveal 
our wants, except to find pity, and by this 
means relief; but before a poor man opens 
his mind in such circumstances, he should 
first consider whether he is contented to 
lose the esteem of the person he solicits, 
and whether he is willing to give up friend- 
ship only to excite compassion. Pity and 
friendship are passions incompatible with 
each other, and it is impossible that both 
can reside in any breast for the smallest 
space, without impairing each other. 
Friendsliip is made up of esteem and 
pleasure ; pity is composed of sorrow and 
contempt : the mind may for some time 
fluctuate between them, but it never can 
entertain both together. 

Yet let it not be thought that I would 
exclude pity from the human mind. There 
are scarcely any who are not, in some 
degree, possessed of this pleasing softne.ss ; 
hut it is at best but a short-lived passion, 
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and seldom affords distress more than 
transitory assistance ; with some it scarcely 
lasts from the first impulse till the hand 
can be put into the pocket ; with others it 
may continue for twice that space, and on 
some of extraordinary sensibility I have 
seen It operate for half an hour. But, 
however, last as it will, it generally pro- 
duces but beggarly effects ; and where, 
from this motive, we give* a halfpenny, 
from others we give always pounds. In 
great distress we sometimes, it is true, 
feel the influence of tenderness strongly ; 
when the same distress solicits a second 
time, we then feel with diminished sensi- 
bility ; but, like the repetition of an echo, 
every new impulse becomes weaker, till 
at last our sensations lose every mixture 
of sorrow, and degenerate into downright 
contempt. 

Jack Spindle and I were old acquaint- 
ance; but he’s gone. Jack w'as bred in 
a compting-house, and his father dying 
just as he ■was out of his time, left him a 
handsome fortune, and many friends to 
advise with. The restraint in which he 
had been brought up had thrown a gloom 
upon his tempef, which some regarded as 
habitual prudence, and from such con- 
siderations he had every day repeated 
offers of friendship. Those who had 
money were ready to offer him their 
assistance that %vay ; and they who had 
daughters frequently, in the warmth of 
affection, advised him to marry. Jack, 
however, was in good circumstances; 
he wanted neither money, friends, nor 
a wife, and therefore modestly declined 
their proposals. 

Some errors in the management of his 
affairs and several losses in trade soon 
brought Jack to a different way of think- 
ing ; and he at last thought it his best 
way to let his friends know, that their 
offers were at length acceptable. His 
first address was, therefore, to a scrivener 
who had formerly made him frequent offers 
of money and friendship at a time when, 
perhaps, he knew those offers would have 
been refused. 

Jack, therefore, thought he might use 
his old friend without any ceremony; 
and, as a man confident of not being 
refused, requested the use of an hundred 


guineas for a few da3^s, as he just then 
had an occasion for money. ‘‘ And pray, 
Mr. Spindle,” replied the scrivener, “ do 
you want all this money?” — ‘‘Want it, 
sir,” says the other; “if I did not want 
it, I should not have asked I am 

sorry for that,” says the friend; “for 
those who want money when they come 
to borrow, will want money when they 
should come to pay. To say the truth, Mr. 
■Spindle, money is money noAV-a-days. I 
believe it is all sunk in the bottom of the 
sea, for my part ; and he that has got a 
little is a fool if he does not keep what 
he has got.” 

Not quite disconcerted by this refusal, 
our adventurer was resolved to apply to 
another, whom he knew to be the very 
best friend he had in the world. The 
gentleman whom he now addressed re- 
ceived his proposal Ivith all the affiability 
that could be expected from genei'ous 
friendship. “ Let me see, — you want an 
hundred guineas ; and pray, dear Jack, 
would not fifty answer?”— “If you have 
but fifty to spare, sir, I must be contented.” 
— “ Fifty to spare ! I do not say that, for 
I I believe I have but twenty about me.”-— 
I “ Then I must borrow tlie other thirty 
i from some other friend.” — And pray,” 

; replied the friend, “ would it not be the 
I best way to l^orrow the whole money from 
I that other friend ? then one note will serve 
I for all, you know? Lord, Mr. Spindle, 
make no ceremony with me at any time ; 
you know I’m your friend, when you 
choose a bit of dinner or so. You, Tom, 
see the gentleman down. You won’t for- 
get to dine with us now and then ? Your 
very humble servant.” 

Distressed, but not discouraged at this 
I treatment, he Avas at last resolved to find 
i that assistance from love Avhich he could 
: not have from friendship. Miss Jenny 
Dismal had a fortune in her oavii hands, 
and she had already made all the advances 
that her sex’s modesty Avould permit Fie 
made his propo.sal, therefore, Avith confi- 
dence, but soon perceived “No bankrupt 
ever found the fair one kind.” Miss Jenny 
and Master Billy Galoon were lately fallen 
! deeply in love with each other, and the 
I whole neighbourhood thought it would 
soon be a match. 
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Every day now began to strip Jack of 
his former finery : his clothes flew piece 
by piece to the pawnbrokers ; and he 
seemed at length equipped in the genuine 
mourning of antiquity. But still he thought 
himself secure from starving the number- 
less invitations he had received to dine, 
even after his losses, were yet unanswered ; 
he was, therefore, now resolved to accept 
of a dinner, because he wanted one; and 
in this manner he actually lived among 
his friends a whole week without being 
openly affronted. The last place I saw 
poor Jack was at the Reverend Dr. Gos- 
ling’s. He had, as he fancied, just nicked 
tlie time, for he came in just as the cloth 
was laying. He took a chair without 
being desired, and talked for some time 
without being attended to. He assured 
the company, that nothing procured so 
good an appetite as a walk to White Con- 
duit House, where he had been that 
morning. He looked at the tablecloth, 
and praised the figure of the damask ; 
talked of a feast where he had been the 
day before, but that the venison was over- 
done. All this, however, procured the 
poor creature no invitation, and he was 
not yet sufficiently hardened to stay with- 
out being asked ; wherefore, finding the 
gentleman of the house insensible to all 
his fetches, he thought proper at last to 
retire, and mend his appetite by a walk 
in the Park. 

You then, 0 ye beggars of my acquaint- 
ance, whether in rags or lace — whether 
in Kent Street or the Mall — whether at 
Smyrna or St. Giles’s, — might I advise you 
as a friend, never seem in want of the 
favour wliich you solicit. Apply to every 
passion but pity for redress. You may 
find relief from vanity, from self-interest, 
or from avarice, but seldom from compas- 
sion. The very eloquence of a poor man 
is disgusting; and that mouth which is 
opened, even for flattery, is seldom expected 
to close without a petition. 

If, then, you would ward off the gripe 
of poverty, pretend to be a stranger to her, 
and she will at least use you with ceremony. 
Hear not my advice, but that of Ofellus. 
If you be caught dining upon a halfpenny 
porringer of pease soup and potatoes, 
praise the wholesomeness of your frugal 


repast. You may observe that Dr. Cheyne 
has prescribed pease broth for the gravel ; 
hint that you are not one of those who are 
always making a god of your belly. If 
you are obliged to wear a flimsy stuff in 
the midst of winter, be the first to remark 
that stuffs are very much worn at Paris. 
If there be found some irreparable defects 
in any part of your equipage, which can- 
not be concealed by all the arts of sitting 
cross-legged, coaxing, or darning, say that 
neither you nor Sampson Gideon were 
ever very fond of dress. Or if you be a 
philosopher, hint that Plato and Seneca 
are the tailors you choose to employ ; 
assure the company, that men ought to be 
content with a bare covering, since what 
is now so much the pride of some, was 
formerly our shame. Horace will give 
you a Latin sentence fit for the occasion, — 
Toga defendere frigus, 

Quamvis crassa, queat. 

In short, however caught, do not give 
up, but ascribe to the frugality of your 
disposition what others might be apt to 
attribute to the narrowness of your cir- 
cumstances, and appear rather to be a 
miser than a beggar. To be poor, and to 
seem poor, is a certain method never to 
rise. Pride in the great is hateful, in the 
wise it is ridiculous ; beggarly pride is the 
only sort of vanity I can excuse. 

THE HISTORY OF HYPATIA. 

Man, when secluded from society, is not 
a more solitary being than the woman 
who leaves the duties of her own sex to 
invade the privileges of ours. She seems, 
in such circumstances, like one in banish- 
ment; she appears like a neutral being 
between the sexes ; and, though she may 
have the admiration of both, she finds 
true happiness from neither. 

Of all the ladies of antiquity I have read 
of, none was ever more justly celebrated 
than the beautiful Hypatia, the daughter 
of Theon the philosopher. This most 
accomplished of women was born at 
Alexandria, in the reign of Theodosius 
the Younger. Nature was never more 
lavish of its gifts than it had been to her, 
endued as she was with the most exalted 
understanding and the happiest turn to 
science. Education completed what nature 
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had begun, and made her the prodigy not 
only of her age, but the glory of her sex. 

From her father she learned geometry 
and astronomy ; she collected from the 
conversation and schools of the other 
philosophers, for which Alexandria was 
at that time famous, the principles of the 
rest of the sciences. 

What cannot be conquered by natural 
penetration and a passion of study ? The 
boundless knowledge which, at that period 
of time, was required to form the charac- 
ter of a philosopher no way discouraged 
her ; she delivered herself up to the study 
of Aristotle and Plato, and soon not one 
in all Alexandria understood so perfectly 
as she all the difficulties of these two 
philosophers. 

But not their systems alone, but those 
of every other sect, were quite familiar to 
her ; and to this knowledge she added ' 
that of polite learning and the art of i 
oratory. All the learning which it was 
possible for the human mind to contain, 
.being joined to a most enchanting elo- 
quence, rendered this lady the wonder 
not only of the populace, who easily ad- 
mire, but of philosophers themselves, who 
are seldom fond of admiration. 

The city of Alexandria was every day 
crowded with strangers, who came from all | 
parts of Greece and Asia to see and hear | 
her. As for the charms of her person, they | 
might not probably have been mentioned, 
did she not join to a beauty the most strik- 
ing a virtue that might repress the most 
assuming : and though in the whole capital, 
famed for charms, there was not one who 
could equal her in beauty; though in a city, 
the resort of all the learning then existing 
in the world, there was not one who could 
equal her in knowledge ; yet, with such 
accomplishments, Plypatia was the most 
modest of her sex. Her reputation for 
virtue was not less than her virtues ; and, 
though in a city divided between two fac- 
tions, though visited by the wits and the 
philosophers of the age, calumny never 
dared to* suspect her morals, or attempt 
her character. Both the Christians and the 
Heathens wdio have transmitted her his- 
tory and her misfortunes have but one 
voice, when they speak of her beauty, her 
knowledge, and her virtue. Nay, so much 




harmony reigns in their accounts of this 
prodigy of perfection, that, in spite of the 
opposition of their faith, we should never 
have been able to judge of what religion 
w'as Hypatia, were we not informed, 
from other circumstances, that she was an 
heathen. Providence had taken so much 
pains in forming her, that we are almost 
induced to complain of its not having 
endeavoured to make her a Christian ; but 
from this complaint we are deterred by 
a thousand contrary observations, which 
lead us to reverence its inscrutable mys- 
teries. 

This great reputation, of which she so 
justly was possessed, was, at last, however, 
the occasion of her ruin. 

The person who then possessed the 
patriarchate of Alexandria was equally 
remarkable for his violence, cruelty, and 
pride. Conducted by an ill-grounded zeal 
for the Christian religion, or, perhaps, 
desirous of augmenting his authority in 
the city, he had long meditated the banish- 
ment of the Jews. A difference arising 
betw'een them and the Christians, with 
respect to some public games, seemed to 
him a proper juncture for putting his 
ambitious designs into execution. He 
found no difficulty in exciting the people, 
naturally disposed to revolt. The prefect 
who at that time commanded the city 
interposed on this occasion, and thought 
it just to put one of the chief creatures of 
the patriarch to the torture, in order to 
discover the first promoter of the conspi- 
racy. The patriarch, " enraged at the 
injustice he thought offered to his cha- 
racter and dignity, and piqued at the 
protection which was offered to the Jews, 
sent for the chiefs of the synagogue, and 
enjoined them to renounce their designs, 
upon pain of incurring his highest dis- 
pleasure. 

The Jews, far from fearing his menaces, 
excited new tumults, in which several 
citizens had the misfortune to fall. The 
patriarch could no longer contain : at the 
head of a niimei'ous body of Christians, 
he flew to the synagogues, which he de- 
molished, and drove the Jews from a city 
of which they had been possessed since 
the times of Alexander the Great. It 
may be easily imagined that the prefect 
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could not behold, without pain, his juris- 
diction thus insulted, and the city ^de- 
prived of a number of its most mdustrious 
inhabitants. 

The affair was, therefore, brought before 
the emperor. The patriarch complained 
of the excesses of the Jews, and the prefect 
of the outrages of the patriarch. At this 
very juncture five hundred monks of 
Mount Nitiia, imagining the life of their 
chief to he in danger, and that tlieir 
religion was threatened in his fall, flew 
into the city with ungovernahle rage, 
attacked the prefect in the streets, and, 
not content with loading him with re- 
proaches, wounded liim in several places. 

The citizens had by this time notice of 
llie fury of the monks ; they therefore 
assembled in a body, put tlie monks to 
flight, seized on him who had been found 
throwing a stone, and delivered him to the 
prefect, who caused him to be put to death 
without farther delay. 

The patriarch immediately ordered the 
dead body, which had l)een exposed to 
view, to be taken down, procured for it all 
the pomp and rites of burial, and went 
even so far as himself to pronounce the 
funeral oration, in which he classed a 
seditious monk among the martyrs. This 
conduct was by no means generally 
approved of j the most moderate even 
among the Christians perceived and blamed 
his indiscretion ; but he was now too far 
advanced to retire. He had made several 
overtures towards a reconciliation with the 
prefect, which not succeeding, he bore all 
those an. implacable hatred whom he im- 
agined to have had any hand in traversing 
his designs; but Hypatia was particularly 
destined to ruin. She could not find 
pardon, as she was known to have a most 
refined friendship for the prefect ; -where- 
fore the populace were incited against 
her. Peter, a reader of the principal 
church, one of those vile slaves by whom 
men in power are too frequently attended 
— wretches ever ready to commit any crime 
^vhich they hope may render them agree- 
able to their employei*,~this fellow, I say, 
attended by a crowd of villains, waited for 



■going in, and dragged her to one of the 


churches called Cesarea, where, stripping 
her in a most inhuman manner, they exer- 
cised the most horrible cruelties upon 
her, cut her into pieces> and burnt her 
remains to ashes. .Such was the end of 
Hypatia, the glory of her own sex, and 
the astonishment of ours. 

ON JUSTICE AND GENEROSITY. 
Lysippus is a man whose greatness of 
soul the whole world admires. His gene- 
rosity is such that it prevents a demand, 
and saves the receiver the trouble and the 
confusion of a request. His liberality also 
does not oblige more by its greatness than 
by his inimitable grace in giving. Some- 
times he even distributes his bounties to 
strangers, and has been known to do good 
offices to those who professed themselves 
his enemies. All the world are unanimous 
in the praise of his generosity; there is 
only one sort of people who complain of 
his conduct, — Lysippus does not pay his 
debts. 

It is no difficult matter to account for a 
conduct so seemingly incompatible with 
itself. There is greatness in being gene- 
rous, and tiiere is only simple justice in 
satisfying his creditors. Generosity is the 
part of a soul raised above the vulgar. 
There is in it something of what we admire 
in heroes, and praise with a degree of rap- 
ture. Justice, on the contrary, is a mere 
mechanic virtue, fit only for tradesmen-,- 
and what is practised by every broker in 
Change Alley. 

In paying his debts a man barely does 
his duty, and it is an action attended with 
no sort of glory. Should Lysippus satisfy 
his creditors, who would be at the pains 
of telling it to the world? Generosity is 
a virtue of a very different complexion. 
It is raised above duty, and, from its 
elevation, attracts the attention and the 
I praises of us little mortals below. 

In this manner do men generally reason 
upon justice and generosity. The first is- 
despised, though a virtue essential to the 
good of society ; and the other attracts our' 
esteem, which too frequently proceeds- 
from an impetuosity of temper, rather 
directed by vanity than reason. Lysippus • 
is told that his banker asks a debt of forty 
pounds, and that a distressed acquaintance' 
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petitions for the same sum. He gives it 
without hesitating to the latter ; for he 
demands as a favour what the former 
requires as a debt 

Mankind in general are not sufficiently 
acquainted with the import of the word 
justice: it- is commonly believed to consist 
only in a performance of those duties to 
which the laws of society can oblige us. 
This, I allow, is sometimes the import of 
the word, and in this sense justice is dis- 
tinguished from equity; but there is a 
justice still more extensive, and which 
can be shown to* embrace all the virtues 
united. 

Justice maybe defined to be that virtue 
which impels its to give to every person 
what is his due. In this extended sense 
of the word, it comprehends the practice 
of every virtue which reason prescribes 
or society should expect. Our duty to 
our Maker, to each other, and to ourselves, 
are fully answered, if we give them what 
we owe them. Thus justice, properly 
speaking, is the only virtue, and all the 
rest have their origin in it. 

The qualities of candour, fortitude, 
charity, and generosity, for instance, are 
not, in their own nature, virtues; and if 
ever they deserve the title, it is owing only 
to justice, which impels and directs them. 
Without such a moderator candour might 
become indiscretion, fortitude obstinacy, 
charity impmdence, and generosity mis- 
taken profusion. 

A disinterested action, if it be not con- 
ducted by justice, is at best indifierent in 
its nature, and not unfrequently even turns 
to vice. The expenses of society, of pre- 
sents, of entertainments, and the other 
helps to cheerfulness, are actions merely 
indifferent, when not repugnant to a better 
method of disposing of our superfluities ; 
but they become vicious when they obstruct 
or exhaust our abilities from a more vir- 
tuous disposition of our circumstance.?. 

True generosity is a duty as indispen- 
sably necessaiy as those imposed upon us 
by law. It is a rule imposed upon us by 
reason, which should be the sovereign law’” 
of a rational being. But this generosity 
does not consist in obeying every impulse 
of humanity, in following blind passion for 
pur gi;ide, and impairing our circumstances 


by pi'esent benefactions, so as to render us 
incapable of future ones. 

Misers are generally characterised as 
men mthout honour or without humanity, 
who live only to accumulate, and to this 
passion sacrifice every other happiness. 
They have been described as madmen, 
who, in the midst of abundance, banish 
every pleasure, and make from imaginary 
wants real necessities. But few, very few, 
correspond to this exaggerated picture ; 
and perhaps there is not one in whom all 
these circumstances are found united. 
Instead of this, we find the sober and the 
industrious branded by the vain and the 
idle with this odious appellation ; men 
who, by frugality and labour, raise them- 
selves above their equals, and contribute 
their share of industry to the common 
stock. 

Whatever the vain or the ignorant may 
say, Avell were it for society had we more 
of this chai-acter among us. In general, 
these close men are found at last the true 
benefactors of society. With an avaricious 
man we seldom lose in our dealings; but 
too frequently in our commerce with 
prodigality. 

A French priest, whose name was Gocli- 
not, went for a long lime by the name of 
the Griper. He refused to relieve the 
most apparent wretchedness, and, by a 
skilful management of his vineyard, had 
the good fortune to acquire immense sums 
of money. The inhabitants of Rheims, 
who were his fellow- citizens, detested 
him ; and the populace, who seldom love 
a miser, wherever he went received him 
with contempt. He still, however, con- 
tinued his former simplicity of life, his 
amazing and unremiUed frugality. This 
; good man had long perceived the wants 
‘ of the poor in the city, particularly in 
having no water but what they were obliged 
I to. buy at an advanced price ; wherefore 
i that whole fortune which he had been 
; amassing he laid out in an aqueduct, by 
; which he did the poor more useful and 
I lasting service than if he had distributed 
I his whole income in charity every day at 
I his door. 

I Among men long conversant with 
I books we. too frequently find those mis- 
' placed virtues of which I have been no>Y 
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complaining. We fmd the studious ani- 
mated with a strong passion for the great 
virtues, as they are mistakenly called, 
and utterly forgetful of the ordinary ones. 
The declamations of philosophy are gene- 
rally rather exhausted on these superero- 
gatory duties, than on such as are indis- 
pensably necessary. A man, therefore, 
who has taken his ideas of mankind from 
study alone, generally comes into the 
world with a heart tn el ting at every fic- 
titious distress. Thus he is induced, by 
misplaced liberality, to put himself into 
the indigent circumstances of the person 
he relieves. 

I shall conclude this paper witli the 
advice of one of the ancients to a young 
man whom he saw giving away all his 
substance to pretended distress. “It is 
possible that the person you relieve may 
be an honest man ; and I know that you 
who relieve him are such. You see, then, 
by your generosity, you only rob a man 
who is certainly deserving, to bestow it on 
one who may possibly be a rogue ; and, 
while you are unjust in rewarding un- 
certain merit, you are doubly guilty by 
stripping yourself. ” 

SOME PARTICULARS RELATING TO 
FATHER FEVJOO. 

^®VrInius mortales fcollere contra 

Est oculos ausus, printusque assurgere contra. 

Lucr. 

The Spanish nation has, for many cen- 
turies past, been remarkable for the grossest 
ignorance in polite literature, especially in 
point of natural philosophy — a science so 
useful to mankind, that her neighbours 
have ever esteemed it a matter of the 
greatest importance to endeavour, by re- 
pcvated experiments, to strike a light out 
of the chaos in which truth seemed to be 
confounded. Their curiosity in this respect 
was so indifferent, that though they had 
discovered new worlds, they were at a loss 
to explain the plicnomena of their own, 
and their pride so unaccountable, that they 
disdained to bonxnv from others that 
instruction which their natural indolence 
permitted them not to acepure. 

^ It gives me, however, a secret satisfac- 
tion to behold an extraordinary genius 
now existing in that nation, whose studious 


endeavours seem calculated to undeceive 
the superstitious and instruct the ignorant, 
— I mean the celebrated Padre Feyjoo. 
In unravelling the mysteries of iiature, 
and explaining physical ex].')eriments, he 
takes an opportunity of displaying the 
concurrence of second causes, in those 
very wonders which the vulgar ascribe to 
supernatural influence. 

An example of this kind happened a 
few years ago in a small town of the 
kingdom of Valencia. Passing through 
at the hour of mass, he alighted from his 
mule, and proceeded to the parish church, 
which he found extremely crowded, and 
there appeared on the kices of the faithful 
a more than usual alacrity. The sun, it 
seems, which had been for some minutes 
under a cloud, had begun to shine on a 
large crucifix, that stood on the middle 
of the altar, studded with several precious 
stones. The reflection from these, and 
from the diamond eyes of some silver 
saints, so dazzled the multitude, that they 
unanimoiialy cried out, “ A miracle ! a 
miracle ! ” whilst the priest at the altar, 
with seeming consternation, continued 
his heavenly conversation. Padre Feyjoo 
soon dissipated the charm, by tying his 
handkerchief round the head of one of 
the .statues, for which he was arraigned by 
the Inquisition; whose flames, however, 
he has had the good fortune hitherto to 
escape. 

No. IV. — Sahirday, October 27, 1759. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Were I to measure the merit of my 
present undertaking by its success or the 
rapidity of its sale, I might be led to form 
conclusions by no means favourable to 
the pride of an author. Should I estimate 
my fame by its extent, every newspaper 
and magazine w^ould leave me far behind. 
Their fame is diffused in a very wide 
circle—that of some as far as Islington, 
and some yet farther still ; while mine, I 
sincerely believe, has hardly travelled 
beyond the sound of Bow-Pell ; and while 
the works of others fly like impinioned 
swans, I find my own move as heavily as 
a new-plucked goose. 

Still, however^ I have as much pride 
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as they who have ten times as many 
readers. It is impossible to repeat all 
the agreeable delusions in which a dis- 
appointed author is apt to find comfort. 
I conclude, that what my reputation wants 
in extent, is made up by its solidity. 
Minus jiLVat gloria lata qiiain magna. I 
have great satisfaction in considering the 
delicacy and discernment of those readers 
I have, and in ascribing my want of popu- 
larity to the ignorance or inattention of 
those I have not. All the world may 
forsake an author, but vanity will never 
forsake him. . 

Yet, notwithstanding so sincere a con- 
fession, I was once induced to show my 
indignation against the public, by discon- 
tinuing my endeavours to please ; and was 
bravely resolved, like R.aleigh, to vex them 
by burning my manuscript in a passion. 
Upon recollection, however, I considered 
what set or body of people would be dis- 
pleased at my rashness. The sun, after 
so sad an accident, might shine next 
morning as bright as usual; men might 
laugh and sing the next day, and transact 
business as before, and not a single 
creature feel any regret but myself. 

I reflected upon the story of a minister 
who, in the reign of Charles IL,upona 
certain occasion resigned all his posts, 
and retired into the country in a fit o 
resentment. But as he had not given 
the world entirely up with his ambition, 
he sent a messenger to town, to see how 
the courtiers would bear his resignation. 
Upon the messenger’s return he was 
asked, whether there appeared any com- 
motion at court? To which he replied, 
there were very great ones. “ Ay,” says 
the minister, “I knew my friends would 
make a bustle; all petitioning the king 
for my restoration, I presume?” — “No, 
sir,” replied the messenger; “they are 
only petitioning his majesty to be put in 
your place.” In the same manner, should 
I retire in indignation, instead of having 
Apollo in mourning, or the Muses in a 
fit of the spleen ; instead of having the 
learned world apostrophizing at my Un- 
timely decease ; perhaps all Grub Street 
might laugh at my fall, and self-approving 
dignity might never be able to shield me 
from ridicule. In short, I am. resolved 


to write on, if it were only to spite them. 
If the present generation will not hear 
my voice, hearken, O Posterity, — to you 
I call, and from you I expect redress ! 
What rapture will it not give to have 
the Scaligers, Daciers, and Warburtons of 
future times commenting with admiration 
upon every line I now write, working 
away those ignorant creatures who offer 
to arraign my merit w'ith all the virulence 
of learned reproach. Ay, my friends, 
let them feel it : call names, never spare 
them ; they deserve it all, and ten times 
more. I have been told of a critic who 
was crucified at the command of another 
to the reputation of Homer. That, no 
doubt, was more than poetical justice, 
aiid I shall be perfectly content if those 
who criticise me are only clapped in the 
pillory, kept fifteen clays upon bread and 
water, and obliged to run the gauntlet 
through Patenioster Row. The truth is, 

I can expect happiness from Posterity 
either way. If I write ill, happy in being 
forgotten ; if w’^ell, happy in being remem- 
bered with respect. 

Yet, considering things in a prudential 
light, perhaps I was mistaken in designing 
my paper as an agreeable relaxation to 
the studious, or an help to conversation 
among the gay ; instead of addressing it 
to such, I should have written down to 
the taste and apprehension of the many, 
and sought for reputation on the broad 
road. Literary fame, I now find, like 
religious, generally begins among the 
vulgar. As for the polite, they are so 
very polite as never to applaud upon 
any account. One of these, with a face 
screwed up into affectation, tells you, 
that fools may admire, but men of sense 
ori\y ajiprove. Thus, lest he should rise 
in rapture at anything new, he keeps 
down eveiy passion but pride and self- 
importance ; approves with phlegm; and 
the poor author is damned in the taking 
I a pinch of snuff. Another has written a 
book himself and being condemned for a 
dunce, he turns a sort of king’s evidence 
in criticism, and now becomes the terror 
of every offender. A third, possessed of 
full-grown reputation, shades off every 
I beam of favour from those ^yho endeavour 
' to grow beneath him, and keeps down 


I 
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that merit which, but for his influence, 
might rise into equal eminence. While 
others, still worse, peruse old books for 
their aniiiscinent, and new books only to 
condemn ; so that the public seem heartily 
sick of all but tlie business of the day, 
and read everytliing now with as little 
attention as they examine the faces of 
the passing crowd. 

From these considerations, I was once 
determined to throw off all connexions 
with taste, and fairly address my countiy- 
meii in the same engaging style and 
manner with other periodical pamphlets 
much more in vogue than probably mine 
shall ever be. To effect this, I had 
thouglits of changing the title into that 
of the Royal Bee, the Antigallican 
Bee, or the Bee’s jMagazine. I had 
laid in a proper stock of popular topics, 
such as encomiums on the King of Prussia, 
invectives against the Queen of Hungary 
and the French, the necessity of a militia, 
our undoulited sovereignty of the seas, 
reflections upon the present state of af- 
fairs, a dissertation upon liberty, some 
seasonable thoughts upon the intended 
bridge of Blackfriars, and an address to 
Britons; the history of an old woman, 
whose teeth gi'cw three inches long, an 
ode upon our victories, a rebus, an acrostic 
upon Miss Peggy and a journal of the 
weather. All this, together with four 
extraordinary pages of letter-press, a 
beautiful map of England, and two prints 
curiously coloured from nature, I fancied 
might touch their veiy souls. I was 
actually beginning an address to the 
people, when my pride at last overcame 
my prudence, and determined me to en- 
deavour to please by the goodness of 
my entertainment, rather than by the 
magnificence of my sign. 

The Spectator and many succeeding 
essayists frequently inform us of the 
numerous conipliments paid them in the 
course of their lucubrations— of the fre- 
quent encouragements they meet to inspire 
them with ardour, and increase their eager- 
ness to please. I have received 7ny Utters 
as well as they ; but, alas ! not congratu- 
latory ones — not assuring me of success 
and favour— but pregnant with bodings 
that might shake even fortitude itself* 


One gentleman assures me, he intends 
to throw away no more threepences in 
purchasing the Bee; and what is still 
more dismal, he will not recommend me 
as a poor author wanting encouragement 
to his neighbourhood, which, it seems, is 
very numerous. Were my soul set upon 
threepences, what anxiety might not such a 
denunciation produce ! But such does not 
happen to be the present motive of publi- 
cation : I write partly to show my good 
nature, and partly to show my vanity ; 
nor will I lay down the pen till I am 
satisfied one way or another. 

Others have disliked the title and the 
motto of my paper ; point out a mistake 
I in the one, and assure me the other has 
i been consigned to dulness by anticipation, 
i All this may be true ; but what is that to 
I me ? Titles and mottoes to books are like 
I escutcheons and dignities in the hands of 
I a king : the wise sometimes condescend 
I to accept of them, but none but a fool 
I will imagine them of any real importance* 
We ought to depend upon intrinsic merit, 
and not the slender helps of title. Nam 
(qncs non fecimus ipsi, vix ea 7wstra voco. 

For my part, I am ever ready to mis- 
trust a promising title, and have, at some 
expense, been instructed not to , hearken 
to the voice of an advertisement, let it 
i plead never so loudly or never so long, 

I A countryman coming one day to Smitli- 
! field, in order to take a slice of Bartholo- 
! mew Fair, found a perfect show before 
I every booth. The drummer, the fire-eater, 
the wire- walker, and the salt-box, were 
all employed to invite him in. Just a- 
going ; the court of the King of iTussia 
in all his glory ; pray, gentlemen, walk in 
and see.” From people who generously 
gave so much away the clown expected 
a monstrous bargain for his money when 
he got in. He steps up, pays his sixpence, 
the curtain is drawn ; when, too late, he 
finds that he had the best part of the show 
for nothing at the door. 

A FLEMISH TRADITION. 

Every country has its traditions, which, 
either too minute or not sufficiently 
authentic to receive historical sanction, 
are handed down among the vulgar, and 
: .serve at once to instruct and amuse them* 
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Of this number the adventures of Robin 
Hoodj the hunting of Chevy Chase, and 
the bravery of Johnny Armstrong, among 
the English ; of Kaul Dereg, among the 
Irish ; and Creichton, among the Scots, 
are instances. Of all the traditions, how- 
ever, I remember to have heard, I do not 
recollect any more remarkable than one 
stiU current in Flanders ; a story generally 
the first the peasants tell their children, 
when they bid them behave like Bidder- 
man the wise. It is by no means, how- 
ever, a model to be set before a, polite 
people for imitation ; since if, on the one 
hand, we perceive in it the steady influence 
of patriotism, we, on the other, find as 
strong a desire of revenge. But, to waive 
introduction, let us to the story. 

When the Saracens overran Europe with 
their armies, and penetrated as far even 
as Antwerp, Bidderman was lord of a city 
which time has since swept into destruc- 
tion. As the inhabitants of this country 
were divided under separate leaders, the 
Saracens found an easy conquest, and the 
city of Bidderman, among the rest, became 
a prey to the victors. 

Thus dispossessed of his paternal city, 
our unfortunate governor was obliged to 
seek refuge from the neighbouring princes, 
who were as yet unsubdued, and he for 
some time lived in a state of wretched 
dependence among them. 

Soon, however, his love to his native 
country brought him back to his own city, 
resolved to rescue it from the enemy, or 
fall in the attempt: thus in disguise he 
went among the inhabitants, and endea- 
voured, but in vain, to excite them to a 
revolt. F ormer misfortunes lay so heavily 
on their minds, that they rather chose to 
suffer the most cniel bondage, than at- 
tempt to vindicate their former freedom. 

As he was thus one day em])loyed, 
whether by information or from suspicion 
is not knowm, he was apprehended by 
a Saracen soldier as a spy, and brought 
before the very tribunal at which he once 
presided. The account he gave of him- 
self was by no means satisfactory. He 
could produce no friends to vindicate his 
character; wherefore, as the vSaracens 
knew not their prisoner, and as they had 
HQ direct proofs against him, they were 


content with condemning him to be 
publicly whipped as a vagabond. 

The execution of this sentence was 
accordingly performed with the utmost 
rigour. Bidderman was bound to the 
post, the executioner seeming disposed 
to add to the cruelty of the sentence, as 
he received no bribe for lenity. When- 
ever Bidderman groaned under the 
scourge, the other, redoubling his blows, 
cried out, “ Does the villain murmur?” 
If Bidderman entreated but a moments,, 
respite from torture, the other only re- 
peated his former exclamation, “ Does 
the villain murmur? ” 

From this period revenge, as well as 
patriotism, took entire possession of his 
soul. His fury stooped so low as to 
follow the executioner with unremitting 
resentment. But, conceiving that the 
best method to attain these ends was to 
acquire some eminence in the city, he 
laid himself out to oblige its new masters, 
studied eveiy art, and practised every 
meanness, that serve to promote the needy 
or render 'the poor pleasing; and by 
these means, in a few years, he came to 
be of some note in the city, which justly 
belonged entirely to him. 

The executioner was, therefore, the 
first object of his resentment, and he even 
practised the lowest fraud to gratify the 
revenge he owed him. A piece of plate, 
which Bidderman had previously stolen 
from the Saracen governor, he privately 
conveyed into the executioner’s house, 
and then gave information of the theft. 
They who are any way acquainted with 
the rigour of the Arabian laws know that 
theft is punished with immediate death. 
The proof was direct in this case; the 
executioner had nothing to offer in his 
own defence ; and he was therefore con- 
demned to be beheaded upon a scaffold 
in the public market-place. As there was 
no executioner in the city but the very 
man who was now to suffer, Bidderman 
himself undertook this, to him, -most 
agreeable office. The criminal was con- 
ducted from the judgment seat, bound 
with cords : the scaffold w'as erected, and 
he placed in such a manner as he might 
lie most convenient for the blow. 

But his death alone was not sufficient 
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to satisly the resentment of this extra- 
ordinary man, unless it was aggravated 
with every circumstance of cruelty. 
Wherefore, coming up the scaffold, and 
disposing everything in readiness for the 
intended blow, with the sword in his 
hand he approached the criminal, and, 
whispering in a low voice, assured him 
that he himself was the person that had 
once been used with so much cruelty; 
that, to his knowledge, he died very inno- 
cently, for the plate had been stolen by 
himself, and privately conveyed into the 
house of the other. 

“ Oh, my countrymen ! ” cried the 
criminal, “ do you hear what this man 
says?” — “Does the villain murmur?” 
replied Biddennan, and immediately, at 
one blow, severed his head from his body. 

vStill, however, he was not content, till 
he had ample vengeance of the governors 
of the city, who condemned him. To 
effect this, he hired a small house adjoin- 
ing to the town wall, under which he 
every day dug, and carried out the earth 
in a basket. In this unremitting labour 
he continued several years, every day 
digging a little, and carrying the earth 
unsuspected away. By this means he at 
last made a secret communication from 
the country into the city, and only wanted 
the appearance of an enemy in order to 
betray it. This opportunity at length 
offered : the French army came into the 
neighbourhood, but had no thoughts of 
sitting down before a town which they 
considered as impregnable. Bidderman, 
however, soon altered their resolutions, 
and upon communicating his plan to 
the general, he embraced it with ardour. 
Through tiie private passage above men- 
tioned he introduced a large body of the 
most resolute soldiers, who soon opened 
the gates for the rest, and the whole army 
rushing in, put every Saracen that was 
found to the sword. 

THE SAGACITY OF SOME INSECTS. 

To the Aut/ior of the Bee. 

Sir, — Animals, in general, are sagacious 
in proportion as they cultivate society. 
The elephant and the beaver show the 

I greatest signs of this when united; but 

1 , 


when man intrudes into their communities, 
they lose all their spirit of industry, and 
testify but a very small share of that 
sagacity^for which, when in a social 
state, they are so remarkable. 

Among insects, the labours of the bee 
and the ant have employed the attention 
and admiration of the naturalist; but 
their whole sagacity is lost upon sepa- 
ration, and a single bee or ant seems 
destitute of every degree of industry, is 
the most stupid insect imaginable, lan- 
guishes for a time in solitude, and soon 
dies. 

Of all the solitary insects I have ever 
remarked, the spider is the most saga- 
cious ; and its actions, to me who have 
attentively considered them, seem almost 
to exceed belief. This insect is formed 
by nature for a state of war, not only 
upon other insects, but upon each other. 
For this state nature seems perfectly well 
to have formed it. Its head and breast 
are covered with a strong natural coat 
of mail, which is impenetrable to the 
attempts of every other insect, and its 
belly is enveloped in a soft pliant skin, 
which eludes the sting even of a wasp. 
Its legs are terminated by strong claws, 
not unlike those of a lobster ; and their 
vast length, like spears, serves to keep 
every assailant at a distance. 

Not worse furnished for observation 
than for an attack or a defence, it has seve- 
ral eyes, large, transparent, and covered 
with a horny substance, which, however, 
does not impede its vision. Besides this, 
it is furnished with a forceps above the 
mouth, which serves to kill or secure the 
prey already caught in its claws or its 
net. 

Such are the implements of war with 
whicB the body is immediately furnished ; 
but its net to entangle the enemy seems 
what it chiefly trusts to, and what it takes 
most pains to render as complete as pos- 
sible. Nature has furnished the body of 
this little creature with a glutinous liquid, 
which, proceeding from the anus, it spins 
into thread, coarser or finer as it chooses 
to contract or dilate its sphincter. In 
order to fix its thread, when it begins to 
weave it emits a small drop of its liquid 
against . the . wall, which, hardening by 
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degrees, serves to hold the thread very 
firmly ; then receding from the first point, 
as it- recedes the thread lengthens ; and, 
when the spider has come to the place 
where the other end of the thread should 
be fixed, gathering up with its claws the 
thread, which would otherwise be too 
slack, it is stretched tightly, and fixed in 
the same manner to the wail as before. 

In this manner it spins and fixes several 
threads parallel to each other, which, so 
to speak, serve as the warp to the in- 
tended web. To form the woof, it spins 
in the same manner its thread, trans- 
i vei'sely fixing one end to the first tln'ead 

1^' that was spun, and which is always the 

1 strongest of the whole web, and the other 

to the wall All these threads, being 
!_ newly spun, are glutinous, and therefore 
I stick to each other wherever they happen 
I to touch ; and, in those parts of the web 

I most exposed to be torn, our natural 

I artist strengthens them, l)y doubling the 

< threads sometimes sixfold. 

Thus far naturalists have gone in the 
i description of this animal; what follows 

I is the result of my own observation upon 

i that species of the insect called a house 

I spider. I perceived, about four years 

i ago, a large spider in one corner of my 

room, making its web; and, though the 
maid frequently levelled her fatal broom 
against the labours of the little animal, I 
had the good fortune then to prevent its 
destruction ; and, I may say, it more than 
paid me by the entertainment it afforded. 

In three days the web was, with in- 
credible diligence, completed ; nor could 
I avoid thinking, that the insect seemed 
j to exult in its new abode. It frequently 
traversed it round, examined the strength 
of every part of it, retired into its hole, 
and came out very frequently. The first 
enemy, however, it had to encounter, was 
another and a much larger spider, which, 
having no web of its own, and having 
probably exhausted all its stock in former 
labours of this kind, came to invade the 
property of its neighbour. Soon, then, 
a terrible encounter ensued, in which the 
invader seemed to have the victory, and 
the laborious spider w’^as obliged to take 
refuge in its hole. Upon this I perceived 
the victor using every art to draw the 


enemy from his stronghold. He seemed 
to go off, but quickly returned ; and when 
he found all arts in vain, began to de- 
molish the new web without mercy. This 
brought on another battle, and, contrary 
to my expectations, the laborious spider 
became conqueror, and fairly killed his 
antagonist. 

Now, then, in peaceable possession of 
what was justly its own, it waited three 
days with the utmost impatience, repairing 
the breaches of its web, and taking no 
sustenance that I could perceive. At last, 
however, a large blue fly fell into the 
snare, and stinggled hard to get loose. 
The spider gave it leave to entangle itself 
as much as possible, but it seemed to be 
too strong for the cobweb. I must own 
I was greatly surprised when I saw the 
spider immediately sally out, and in less 
than a minute weave a new net round its 
captive, by which the motion of its wings 
was stopped; and when it was fairly 
hampered in this maimer, it was seized 
and dragged into the hole. 

In this manner it lived, in a precarious 
state ; and nature seemed to have fitted it 
for such a life, for upon a single fly it sub- 
sisted for more than a week. I once put 
a "wasp into the net ; but when the spider 
came out in order to seize it as usual, upon 
perceiving what kind of an enemy it had 
to deal with, it instantly broke all the bands 
that held it fast, and contributed all that 
lay in its power to disengage so formidable 
an antagonist. When the wasp was at 
liberty, I expected the spider would have 
set about repairing the breaches that were 
made in its net ; but those, it seems, were 
irreparable; wherefore the cobweb was 
now entirely forsaken, and a new one 
begun, which was completed in the usual 
time. 

I had now a mind to try how many 
cobwebs a single spider could furnish; 
wherefore I destroyed this, and the insect 
set about another. When I destroyed the 
other also, its whole stock seemed entirely 
exhausted, and it could spin no more. The 
arts it made use of to support itself, now 
deprived of its great means of subsistence, 
were indeed surprising. I have seen it 
roll up its legs like a ball, and lie motion- 
less for hours together, but cautiously 


watching ali the time : when a fly happened 
to approach suflicieiitly near, it would 
dart out all at once, and often seize its 
prey. 

Of this life, however, it soon began to 
grow weary, and resolved to invade the 
possession of some other spider, since it 
could not make a web of its own. It 
formed an attack upon a neighbouring 
fortiflcatioii with great vigour, and at first 
was as vigorously repulsed. Not daunted, 
however, with one defeat, in this manner 
it continued to lay siege to another’s web 
for three days, and at length, having killed 
the defendant, actually took possession. 
When smaller flies happen to fall into the 
snare, the spider does not sally out at once, 
but very patiently waits till it is sure of 
them ; for, upon his immediately approach- 
ing, the terror of his appearance might 
give the captive strength sufficient to get 
loose : the manner then is to wait patiently 
till, by ineffectual and impotent struggles, 
th:r captive has wasted ail its strength, 
and then he becomes a certain and easy 
conquest. 

The insect I am now describing lived 
three years ; every year it changed its skin, 
and got a new set of legs. I have some- 
times plucked off a leg, which grew again 
in two or three days. At first it dreaded 
my approach to its web, but at last it 
became so familiar as to take a fly out of 
my hand; and upon my touching any 
part of the web, would immediately leave 
its hole, prepared either for a defence or 
an attack. 

To complete this description, it maybe 
observed, that the male spiders are much 
less than the female, and that the latter 
are oviparous. When they come to lay, 
they spread a part of their web under the 
eggs, and then roll them up carefully, as 
we roll up things in a cloth, and thus hatch 
them in their hole. If disturbed in their 
holes, they never attempt to escape with- 
out carrying this young brood in tlieir 
forceps away with them, and thus fre- 
quently are sacrificed to their parental 
affection. 

As soon as ever the young ones leave 
their artificial covering, they begin to spin, 
and almost sensibly seem to grow bigger. 
If they have the good fovtiuie^ when even ■ 


but a day old, to catch Kfly, they fall to 
with good appetites ; but tliB^ve some- 
times three or four days withouMil^^ 
of sustenance, and yet still continuF^ 
grow larger, so as every day to doiilde 
their former size. As they grow old, how- 
ever, they do not still continue to increase, 
but their kgs only continue to gro w longer ; 
and when a spider becomes entirely stiff 
with age, and unable to seize’ its prey, it 
dies at length of hunger. 

THE CHARACTERISTICS OF 
GREATNESS. 

In every duty, in every science in which 
we would wish to arrive at perfection, we 
should propose for the object of our pur- 
suit some certain station even beyond 
our abilities— some imaginary excellence, 
which may amuse and serve to animate 
our inquiry. In deviating from others, in 
following an unbeaten road, though we 
perhaps may never arrive at the wished- 
for object, yet it is possible we may meet 
several discoveries by the way ; and the 
certainty of small advantages, even while 
we travel with security, is not so amusing 
as thehopesof great rewards, which inspire 
the adventurer. “ Evenit nomiunquam,” 
says Quintilian, “ut aliquid grande inve- 
niat qui semper qumrit quod nimium est.’' 

This enterprising spirit is, however, by 
no means the character of the present 
age ; every person who should now leave 
received opinions, who should attempt to 
be more than a commentator upon philo- 
sophy, or an imitator in polite learning, 
might be regarded as a chimerical pro- 
jector, Pundreds would be ready not only 
to point out his errors, but to load him 
with reproach, Our probable opinionsgg 
are now regarded as certainties ; the 
culties hitherto undiscovered as j^crly 
inscrutable; and the writers oif^e last 
age inimitable, and therefore th^properest 
models of imitation. 

One might be almostjT^fduced to deplore 
the philosophic vS-pwifof the age, which, 
in proportion as it enlightens the mind, 
increases its timidity, and represses the 
vigour of every undertaking. Men are 
now content with being prudently in the 
right ; which, though not the way to make 
! new acquisitions, it must be owned is tho 
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best method of securing what we have. 
Yet this is certain, that the writer who 
; never deviates, who never hazards a new 
thought or a new expression, though his 
friends may compliment him upon his 
sagacity, though criticism lifts her feeble 
I voice in his praise, will seldom arrive at 

1 any degree of perfection. The way to 

I acquire lasting esteem is not by the few- 

ness of a writer^s faults, but the greatness 
I of his beauties ; and our noblest works 
are generally most replete with both. 

An author who would be sublime, often 
runs his thought into burlesque ; yet I can 
readily pardon his mistaking ten times 
for once succeeding. True genius w^alks 
along a line ; and perhaps our greatest 
pleasure is in seeing it so often near falling, 
without being ever actually down. 

Every science has its hitherto undis- 
covered mysteries, after which men should 

I j travel, undiscouraged by the failure of 

former adventurers. Every new attempt 
1 serves perhaps to facilitate its future inven- 
t tion. We may not find the philosopher’s 
I stone, but we shall probably hit upon new 

I inventions in pursuing it. We shall per- 

haps never be able to discover the longi- 
tude, yet perhaps we may arrive at new 
truths in the investigation. 

Were any of those sagacious minds 
among us, — and surely no nation, or no 
period, could ever compare with us in this 
particular, — were any of those minds, I 
say, who now sit down contented with 
exploring the intricacies of another’s 
^ .system, bravely to shake off admiration, 

1 and, imdazzled with the splendour of 

I another’s reputation, to chalk out a path 

■ I, to fame for themselves, and boldly culti- 
*; vate untried experiment, what might not 

i be the result of their inquiries, should the 

same study that has made them wise make 
them enterprising also ? What could not 
such qualities united produce ? But such 
is not the character of the English ; while 
Dur neighbours of the Continent launch 
; out into the ocean of science without 

i proper store for the voyage, we fear ship- 
wreck in every breeze, and consitme in 
ort those powers which might probably 
ave weathered every storm. 

Projectors in a state are generally re- 
warded above their deserts 5 projectors in 


the republic of letters never. If wrong, 
every inferior dunce thinks himself entitled 
to laugh at their disappointment ; if right, 
men of superior talents think their honour 
engaged to oppose, since ■ every new dis- 
covery is a tacit diminution of their own 
pre-eminence. 

To aim at excellence our reputation, 
our friends, and our all must he ventured ; 
by aiming only at mediocrity we run no 
risk, and we do little service. Prudence 
and greatness are ever persuading us to 
contrary pursuits. The one instructs us 
to be content with our station, and to find 
happiness in bounding every wish; the 
other impels us to superiority, and calls 
nothing happiness but. rapture. The one 
directs us to follow mankind, and to act 
and think with the rest of the world ; the 
otlier drives us from the crowd, and 
exposes us as a mark to all the shafts of 
envy or ignorance : 

Nec minus periculuin ex rnagna fama quam 
ex mala.— Tacit. 

The rewards of mediocrity are imme- 
diately paid, those attending excellence 
generally paid in reversion. In a word, 
the little mind who loves itself wiU write 
and think with the vulgar ; but the great 
mind will be bravely eccentric, and scorn 
the beaten road, from universal benevo- 
lence. 

A CITY NIGHT PIECE. 

Hie dolet vere, qui sine teste dolet.— Mart. 

The clock has just stmek two, the expiring 
taper rises and sinks in the socket, the 
watchman forgets the hour in slumber, 
the laborious and the happy are at rest, 
and nothing wakes but meditation, guilt, 
revelry, and despair. The drunkard once 
more fills the destroying bowl, the robber 
walks his midnight round, and the suicide 
lifts his guilty arm against his own sacred 
person. 

Let me no longer waste the night over 
the page of antiquity or the sallies of 
contemporary genius, but pursue the soli- 
tary walk, where Vanity, ever changing, 
but a few hours past walked before me — 
where she kept up the pageant, and now, 
like a froward child, seems hushed with 
her own importunities. 
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What a gloom hangs all around ! The 
dying lamp feebly emits a yellow gleam ; 
no sound is heard but of the chiming 
clock, or the distant watch-dog. All the 
bustle of human pride is forgotten; an 
hour like this may well display the empti- 
ness of human vanity. 

There will come a lime, when this 
temporary solitude may be made continual, 
and the city itself, like its inhabitants, 
fade away, and leave a desert in its room. 

What cities, as great as this, have once 
triumphed in existence, had their victories 
as great, joy as just arid as unbounded ; 
and, with short-sighted presumption, pro- 
mised themselves immortality. Posterity 
can hardly trace the situation of some : 
the sorrowful traveller wanders over the 
awful ruins of others ; and, as he beholds, 
he learns wisdom, and feels the transience 
of every sublunary possession. 

“ Here,” he cries, “ stood their citadel, 
now grown over with weeds ; there their 
senate-house, but now the haunt of every 
noxious reptile ; temples and theatres stood 
here, now only an undistinguished heap 
of ruin. They are fallen, for luxury and 
avarice first made them feeble. The 
rewards of the state were conferred on 
amusing, and not on useful, members of 
society. Their riches and opulence invited 
the invaders, who, though at first repulsed, 
returned again, conquered by perseve- 
rance, and at last swept the defendants into 
undistinguished destruction.” 

How few appear in those streets which 
but some few hours ago were crowded ; 
and those who appear, now no longer 
wear their daily mask, nor attempt to hide 
their lewdiiess or their misery. 

But who are those who make the streets 
their couch, and find, a short repose from 
wretchedness at the doors of the opulent ? 
These are strangers, wanderers, and or- 
phans, whose circumstances are too humble 
to expect redress, and their distresses are 
too great even for pity. Their wretched- 
ness excites rather horror. Some are 
without the covering even of rags, and 
others emaciated with disease ; the world 
has disclaimed them ; society turns its 
back upon their distress, and has given 
them up to nakedness and hunger. These 
poor shivering females have once seen 


happier days, and been flattered into 
beauty. They have been prostituted to 
the gay luxurious villain, and are now 
turned out to meet the severity of winter* 
Perhaps, now lying at the doors of their 
betrayers, they sue to wretches whose 
hearts are insensible, or debauchees who 
may curse, but will not relieve them. 

Why, why was I born a man, and yet 
see the sufferings of wretches I cannot 
relieve I Poor houseless creatures ! ^ the 
world will give you reproaches, but will 
not give you relief. The sUghtest mis- 
fortunes of the great, the most imaginary 
uneasiness of the rich, are aggravated with 
all the power of eloquence, and held up 
to engage our attention and sympathetic 
sorrow. The poor weep unheeded, per- 
secuted by every subordinate species of 
tyranny ; and every law which gives others 
security, becomes an enemy to them. 

Why was this heart of mine formed 
with so much sensibility? or why was not 
my fortune adapted to its impulse? Ten- 
derness, without a capacity of relieving, 
only makes the man who feels it more 
wretched than the object which sues for 
assistance. 

But let me turn from a scene of such 
distress to the sanctified hypocrite, who 
has been talking of virtue till the time of 
bed, and now steals out, to give a loose to 
his vices under the protection of midniglit 
— vices more atrocious because he attempts 
to conceal them. See how he pants down 
the dark alley, and, with hastening steps, 
fears an acquaintance in every fece ! He 
has passed the whole day in company he 
hates, and now goes to prolong tlie night 
among company that as heartily hate him. 
May his vices be detected : may the morn- 
ing rise upon his shame ! i'et I wish 
to no purpose : villany, when detected, 
never gives up, but boldly adds impudence 
to imposture. 

No. V . — Saturday t Novemher i759* 

UPON POLITICAL FRUGALITY. 

Frugality has ever been esteemed a. 
virtue as well among Pagans as Christians: 
there have been even heroes who have- 
practised it. However, we must acknow- 
. ledge, that it is too modest a virtue, or. 
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if you will, too obscure a one, to be essential 
to heroism ; few heroes have been able to 
attain to such an height. Frugality agrees 
much better with politics ; it seems to be 
the base and support, and, in a word, 
the inseparable companion of a just admi- 
nistration. 

However this be, there is not, perhaps, 
in the world a people less fond of this 
virtue than the English ; and of conse- 
quence there is not a nation more restless, 
more exposed to the uneasiness of life, or 
less capable of providing for particular 
happiness. We are taught to despise this 
virtue from our cHildhood ; our education 
is improperly directed, and a man who 
has gone through the politest institutions 
is generally the person who is least ac- 
quainted with the wholesome precepts of 
frugality. We every day hear the elegance 
of taste, the magnificence of some, and 
the generosity of others, made the subject 
of our admiration and applause. All this 
we see represented, not as the end and 
recompense of labour and desert, but as 
the actual result of genius, as the mark of 
a noble and exalted mind. 

In the midst of these praises bestowed 
on luxury, for which elegance and taste 
i are but another name, perhaps it may be 
thought improper to plead the cause of 
frugality. It may be thought low, or 
vainly declamatory, to exhort our youth, 
from the follies of dress and of every 
other superfluity, to accustom themselves, 
even with mechanic meanness, to the 
simple necessaries of life. Such sort of 
instructions may appear antiquated ; yet, 
t however, they seem the foundations of all 
our virtiies,and the most eflicacious method 
of making mankind useful members of 
\ society. Unhappily, however, such dis- 

I courses are not fashionable among us, and 

? the fashion seems every day growing still 

more obsolete, since the press, and every 
1 other method of exhortation, seems dis- 

I posed to talk of the luxuries of life as 

f harmless enjoyments. I remember, when 

? a boy, to have remarked, that those who in 

I school wore the finest clothes were pointed 

I at as being conceited and proud. At pre- 

I sent our little masters are taught to consider 

I dress betimes, and they are regarded, even 

I at school, with contempt, who do not 
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appear as genteel as the rest. Education 
should teach us to become useful, sober, 
disinterested, and laborious members of 
society ; but does it not at present point 
out a different path ? It teaches us to 
multiply our wants, by which means we 
become more eager to possess, in order to 
dissipate ; a greater charge to ourselves, 
and more useless or obnoxious to society. 

If a youth happens to be possessed 
of more genius than fortune, he is early 
informed, that he ought to think of his 
advancement in the world— that he should 
labour to make himself pleasing to his 
superiors — that he should shun low com- 
pany (by which is meant the company of 
his equals) — that he should rather live a 
little above than below his fortune — that 
he should think of becoming great ; but 
he finds none to admonish him to become 
frugal — to persevere in one single design 
— to avoid every pleasure and all flattery, 

I which, however seeming to conciliate the 
favour of his superiors, never conciliate 
their esteem. There are none to teach 
him, that the best way of becoming happy 
in himself, and useful to others, is to con- 
tinue in the stale in which fortune at first 
placed him, wdthout making too hasty 
strides to advancement; that greatness 
may be attained, but should not be ex- 
pected; and that they who most impa- 
tiently expect advancement, are seldom 
possessed of their wishes. He has few, I 
say, to teach him this lesson, or to mode- 
rate his youthful passions ; yet this expe- 
rience may say, that a young man, who 
but for six years of the early part of his 
life could seem divested of all his passions, 
would certainly make, or considerably 
increase, his fortune, and might indulge 
several of his favourite inclinations in 
manhood with the utmost security. 

The efficaciousness of these means is 
sufficiently known and acknowledged ; but 
as we are apt to connect a low idea with 
all our notions of frugality, the person 
who would persuade us to it might be 
accused of preaching up avarice. 

Of all vices, however, against which 
morality dissuades, there is not one more 
undetermined than this of avarice. Misers 
are described by some as men divested of 
honour, sentiment, or humanity ; but this 
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is only an ideal picture, or the resemblance | 
at least is found but in a few. In truth, i 
they who are generally called misers are 
some of the very best members of society. 
The sober, the laborious, the attentive, 
the frugal, are thus styled by the gay, 
giddy, thoughtless, and exti*avagant. The 
first set of men do society all the good, 
and the latter all the evil, that is felt. 
Even the excesses of the first no way 
injure the commomvealth ; those of the 
latter are the most injurious that can be 
conceived. 

The ancient Romans, more rational 
than we in this particular, were very far 
from thus misplacing their admiration or 
praise : instead of regarding the practice 
of parsimony as low or vicious, they made 
it synonymous even with xjrobity. They 
esteemed those virtues so inseparable, 
that the known expression of Vir fmgi 
signified, at one and the same time, a 
sober and managing man, an honest man, 
and a man of substance. 

The Scriptures, in a thousand places, 
praise economy ; and it is everywhere dis- 
tinguished from avarice. But, in spite 
of all its sacred dictates, a taste for vain 
pleasures and foolish expense is the ruling 
passion of the present times. Passion, 
did I call it? rather the madness which 
at once possesses the great and the little, 
the rich and the poor : even some are so 
intent upon acr^uiring the superfluities of 
life, that they sacrifice its necessaries in 
this foolish pursuit. 

To attempt the entire abolition of 
luxury, as it would be impossible, so it 
is not my intent. The generality of man- 
kind are too weak, too much slaves to 
custom and opinion, to resist the toiTent 
of bad example. But if it be impossible 
to convert the multitude, those who have 
received a more extended education, who 
are enlightened and judicious, may find 
some hints on this subject usefitl. They 
may see some abuses, the suppression of 
which would by no means endanger public 
liberty; they may be directed to the 
abolition of some unnecessary expenses, 
which have no tendency to promote hap- 
piness or virtue, and which might be di- 
rected to better purposes. Our fireworks, 
our public feasts and entertainments, our 


entries of ambassadors, &c.'~what mum- 
mery all this I what childish pageants ! 
what millions are sacrificed in paying 
tribute to custom! what an unnecessary 
charge at times when we are pressed with 
real want, which cannot be satisfied with- 
out burdening the poor ! 

Were such suppressed entirely, not a 
single creature in the state would have 
the least cause to mourn their suppression, 
and many might be eased of a load they 
now feel lying heavily upon them. If this 
were put in practice, it would agree with 
the advice of a sensible writer of Sweden, 
who, in the Gazette de Erance, 1753, 
expressed himself on that subject : “ It 
I were sincerely to be wished, says lie, 

I “ that the custom were established amongst 
I us, that in all events which cause a public 
joy we made our exultations conspicuous 
I only by acts useful to society. We should 
then quickly see many useful monuments 
of our reason, which would much better 
perpetuate the memory of things worthy 
of being transmitted to posterity, and 
would be much more glorious to humanity^ 
than all those tumultuous preparations of 
feasts, entertainments, and other rejoicings 
used upon such occasions.” 

The same proposal was long before con- 
firmed by a Chinese emperor, who lived 
^ in the last century, who, upon an occasion 
j of extraordinary joy, forbade his subjects 
I to make the usual iniiminatioiis, either 
with a design of sparing their substance, 
or of turning them to some more durable 
indications of joy, more glorious for him 
and moi*e advantageous to his people. 

After such instances of political frugality, 
can we then continue to blame the Dutch 
ambassador at a certain court, who receiv- 
ing at his departure the portrait of the 
king, enriched with diamonds, asked what 
this fine thing might be worth? Being 
I told that it might amount to about two 
I thousand pounds, — “And why,” cries he, 

1 cannot his majesty keep the picture and 
j give me the money ? ” The simplicity may 
be ridiculed at first ; but when -we come 
to examine it more closely, men of sense 
will at once confess that he had reason in 
what he said, and that a purse of two 
thousand guineas is much more serviceable 
than a picture. 



Should we follow the same method of 
state frugality in other respects, what 
numberless savings might not be the re- 
sult ! How many possibilities of saving 
in the administration of justice, which ' 
now burdens the subject, and enriches 
some members of society, who are useful 
only from its corruption ! 

It were to be wished, that they who 
govern kingdoms would imitate artisans. 
When at London a new stuff has been 
invented, it is immediately counterfeited 
in France. Flow happy w^ere it for society 
if a first minister would be equally soli- 
citous to transplant the useful laws of 
other countries into his own. We are 
arrived at a perfect imitation of porcelain ; 
let us endeavour to imitate the good to 
society that our neighbours are found to 
practise, and let our neighbours also 
imitate those parts of duty in which we 
excel. 

There are some men who, in their 
garden, attempt to raise those fruits ^Yhich 
nature has adapted only to the sultry 
climates beneath the Line. We have at 
our vei*y doors a thousand law's and cus- 
toms infinitely useful : these are the fruits 
we should endeavour to transplant — these 
the exotics that w'ould speedily become 
naturalized to the soil. They might 
grow in every climate, and benefit every 
possessor. 

The best and the most useful law's I 
have ever seen are generally practised in 
Holland. When tw’o men are determined 
to go to law’’ w'ith each other, they are 
first obliged to go before the reconciling 
judges, called the peace-makers. If the 
parties come attended with an advocate, 
or a solicitor, they are obliged to retire, 
as we take fuel from the fire we are 
desirous of extinguishing. 

The peace-makers then liegin advising 
the parties, by assuring them, that it is 
the height of folly to w'aste their sub- 
stance, and make themselves rrmtually 
miserable, by having recourse to the tribu- 
nals of justice; “follow’ but our direction, 
and w’e will accommodate matters with- 
out any expense to either.’* If the rage 
of debate is too strong upon either party, 
they are remitted back for another d.'iy, 
in order that time may soften their 


tempers, and produce a reconciliation. 
They are thus sent for twice or thrice: if 
their folly happens to be incurable, they 
are permitted to go to lawq and, as we 
give up to amputation such members as 
cannot be cured by art, justice is permitted 
to take its course. 

It is unnecessary to make here long 
declamations, or calculate what society 
would save were this law* adopted. I am 
sensible that the man wdio advises any 
reformation only serves to make himself 
ridiculous. What I mankind will be apt 
to say, adopt the customs of countries that 
have not so much real liberty as ourow'n ? 
our present customs, wiiat are they to any 
man? w'e are very happy under them: 
this must be a very pleasant fellow’, w’ho 
attempts to make us happier than we 
already are! Hoes he not kiiow^ that 
abuses are the patrimony of a great part 
of the nation ? Why deprive us of a 
malady by wliich such numbers find their 
account? This, I must own, is an argu- 
ment to w'hich I have nothing to reply. 

What numberless savings might there 
j not be made in both arts and commerce, 
particularly in the liberty of exercising 
I trade, without the necessary prerequisites 
I of freedom ! Such useless obstructions 
have crept into every state, from a spirit 
of monopoly, aTiarrov/ selfish spirit of 
gain, without the least attention to general 
society. Such a clog upon industry fre- 
quently drives the poor from labour, and 
reduces them by degrees to a state of 
hopeless indigence. We have already a 
more than sufficient repugnance to labour ; 
we should by no means increase the ob- 
stacles, or make excuses in a state for idle- 
ness. Such faults have ever crept into a 
state under w’roiig or needy administra- 
tions. 

Exclusive of the masters, there are num- 
berless faulty expenses among the w’ork- 
inen, — clubs, garnishes, freedoms, and such 
like impositions, w’hich are not too minute 
even for law to take notice of, and w’hich 
should be abolished w'ithout mercy, since 
they are ever the inlets to excess and 
idleness, and are the parent of all those 
I outrages which naturally fall upon the 
i more useful part of society. In the tow’iis 
; and countries I have seen I never .saw^ a 


city or village yet, whose miseries were 
not in proportion to the number of its 
public-houses. In Rotterdam, you may 
go through eight or ten streets without 
finding a public-house. In Antwerp almost 
every second house seems an alehouse. 
In the one city, all wears the appearance 
of happiness and warm affluence ; in the 
other, the young fellows walk about the | 
streets in shabby finery, their fathers sit } 
at the door darning or knitting stockings ' 
while their ports are filled with dunghills, i 
Alehouses are ever an occasion of i 
debauchery and excess, and, either in a ; 
religious or political light, it would be our j 
highest interest to have the greatest part j 
of them suppressed. They should be put , 
under laws of not continuing open beyond | 
a certain hour, and harbouring only j 
proper persons. These rules, it may be 
said, will diminish the necessary taxes ; | 
but this is false reasoning, since what was ' 
consumed in debauchery abroad w’ould, ! 
if such a regulation took place, be more , 
justly, and perhaps more equital^ly for the ; 
workman’s family, spent at home; and this 
clieaper to them, and without loss of time, i 
On the other hand, our alehouses being ' 
ever open, interrupt business ; the work- i 
man is never certain who frequents them, ' 
nor can the master he sure of having what I 
was begun finished at a convenient time. 

An habit of frugality among the lower 
orders of mankind is much more beneficial 
to society than the iinrefiecting might 
imagine. Tlie pawnbroker, the attorney, 
and other pests of society, miglit, by ' 
proper management, be turned into ser- 
viceable members; and were these trades ! 
abolished, it is possible the same avarice | 
that conducts the one, or the same chica- ; 
nery that characterises the other, might, | 
l>y pro^xir regulations, be converted into i 
. frugality and commendable prudence. j 
But some who liave made the eulogium j 
of luxury have represented it as the natural ' 
consequence of every country that is be- | 
come rich. Did v/e not employ our extra- ! 
ordinary wealth in superfluities, say they, ! 
what other means would tbei'e be to employ i 
it in?^ To which it may be answered, if ; 
fimgality were established in the state, if > 
our expenses were laid out rather in the ! 
necessaries than the superfiuities of life, j 


there might be fewer wants, and even fewer 
pleasures, but infinitely more happiness. 
The rich and the great would be better 
able to satisfy their creditors ; they would 
be better able to marry their children, and, 
instead of one marriage at present, there 
might be Uvo, if such regulations took 
place. 

The imaginary calls of vanity, which 
in reality contribute nothing to our real 
felicity, would not then be attended to, 
while the real calls of nature might be 
always and universally supplied. The 
difference of employment in the siilqect 
what, in reality, produces the good of soci- 
ety. If the subject be engaged in providing 
only the luxuries, the necessaries must 
be deficient in proportion. If, neglecting 
the produce of our own country, our minds 
are set upon the productions of another, 
we increase our wants, but not bur means ; 
and every new imported delicacy for our 
tables, or ornament in our equipage, is a 
tax Upon the poor. 

The true interest of every government 
is to cultivate the necessaries, by which is 
always meant every happiness our own 
country can produce ; and suppress all 
the luxuries, by which is meant, on the 
other hand, every happiness imported from 
abroad. Commerce has, therefore, its 
bounds ; and every new import, instead of 
receiving encouragement, should be first 
examined whether it be conducive to the 
interest of society. 

Amongtlie many publications with which 
the press is every clay burdened, I have 
often wondered why we never had, as in 
other countries, an Economical Journal, 
which might at once direct to all the useful 
discoveries in other countries, and spreail 
those of our own. As other journals serve 
to amuse the learned, or, what is more 
often the case, to make them quarrel — 
while they only serve to give us the history 
of the mischievous world, for so I call our 
warriors, or the idle world, for so may the 
learned be called, — they never trouble 
their heads about the most useful part of 
mankind, our peasants and our artisans. 
Were such a work carried into execution, 
with proper management and just direc- 
tion, it might serve as a repository for 
every useful improvement, and increase 
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that knowledge which learning often serves , 
to confound, 

Sweden seems the only country where , 
the science of economy appears to have 
fixed its empire. In other countries it is 
cultivated only by a few admirers, or by 
societies which have not received sufficient 
sanction to become completely useful; but 
here there is founded a royal academy 
destined to this purpose only, composed 
of the most learned and powerful members 
of the state — an academy which declines 
every thing which only terminates in 
amusement, erudition, or curiosity; and 
admits only of observations tending to 
illustrate husbandry, agriculture, and every 
real physical improvement In this country 
nothing is left to private rapacity; but 
every improvement is immediately diffused, 
and its inventor immediately recompensed 
by the state. Happy were it so in other 
countries ! By this means every impostor 
woLihl be prevented from ruining or deceiv- 
ing the public with pretended discoveries 
or nostrums ; and every real inventor would 
not, by this means, suffer the inconveni- 
ences of suspicion, . 

In short, the economy equally unknown 
to the prodigal and avaricious seems to 
be a just mean between both extremes ; 
and to a transgression of this at present 
decried virtue it is that we are to attribute 
a great part of the evils which infest society. 
A taste for superfluity, amusement, and 
pleasure bring effeminacy, idleness, and 
expense in their train. But a thirst of 
riches is always proportioned to our de- 
bauchery, and the greatest prodigal is too 
frequently found to be the greatest miser : 
so that the vices which seem the most 
opposite are frequently found to produce 
each other ; and, to avoid both, it is only 
necessary to be frugal. 

Virtiis est medium vltiorum et utrinque 
reductum. — H or. 

A REVERIE. 

Scarcely a day passes in which we do 
not hear compliments paid to Dryden, 
Pope, and other writers of the last age, 
while not a month comes foiavard that is 
not loaded with invectives against the 
writers of this. Strange, that our critics 


should be fond of giving their favours to 
those who are insensible of the obliga- 
tion, and their dislike to those who, of 
all mankind, are most apt to retaliate the 
injury. 

Even though our present writers had 
not equal merit with their predecessors, it 
would be politic to use them with cere- 
mony. Every compliment paid them 
would be more agreeable, in proportion 
as they least deserved it. Tell a lady with 
a handsome face that she is pretty, she 
only thinks it her due; it is what she has 
heard a thousand times before from others, 
and disregards tlie compliment : but assure 
a lady the cut of whose visage is something 
more plain that she looks killing to-day, 
she instantly bridles up, and feels the force 
of the well-timed flattery the whole day 
after. Compliments which we think are 
deseiwed, we accept only as debts, with 
indifference ; but those which conscience 
informs us we do not merit, we receive 
with the same gratitude that we do favours 
given away. 

Our gentlemen, however, who preside 
at the distribution of literary fame, seem 
resolved to part with praise neither from 
motives of justice or generosity ; one would 
think, when they take pen in hand, that 
it was only to blot reputations, and to put 
their seals to the packet which consigns 
every new-born effort to oblivion. 

Yet, notwithstanding the republic of 
letters hangs at present so feebly together 
— though those friendships which once 
promoted literary fame seem now to be 
discontinued— though every writer who 
now draws the quill seems to aim at pi'oflt, 
as well as applause, — many among them 
are probably laying in stores for immor- 
tality, and are provided with a sufficient 
stock of reputation to last the whole 
; journey. 

As I was indulging these reflections, in 
order to eke out the present page, I could 
,not avoid pursuing the metaphor of going 
a journey in my imagination, and formed 
I the following Reverie, too wild for allegory, 
' and too regular for a dream. 

I I fancied myself placed in the yard of a 
I large inn, in which there were an infinite 
I number, of waggons and stage-coaches, 

, attended by fellows who either invited the 
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company to take their places, or were 
busied in packing their baggage. Each 
vehicle had its inscription, showing the 
place of its destination. On one I could 
read, The Pleasure Stage Coach ; on an- 
other, The Waggon of Industry; on a 
third, The Vanity Whim ; and on a fourth, 
The Landau of Riches. I had some incli- 
nation to step into each of these, one after 
another ; but, I know not by what means, 
I passed them by, and at last fixed my 
eye upon a small carriage, Berlin fashion, 
which seemed the most convenient vehicle 
at a distance in the world ; and upon my 
neai*er approach found it to be The Fame 
Machine. 

I instantly made up to the coachman, 
whom I found to be an affable and seem- 
ingly good-natured fellow. He informed 
me, that he had but a few days ago returned 
from the Temple of Fame, to which he 
had been carrying Addison, Swift, Pope, 
Steele, Congreve, and Colley Cibber ; that 
they made but indifferent company by the 
way ; and that he once or twice was going 
to empty his berlin of the whole cargo : 
“ However,” says he, “ I got them all safe 
home, with no other damage than a black 
eye, which Colley gave Mr. Pope, and am 
now returned for another coachful.”— “ If 
that be all, friend,” said I, “ and if you are 
in want of company, I’ll make one with 
all my heart. Open the door : I hope the 
machine rides easy.” — ‘‘ Oh, for that, sir, 
extremely easy.” But still keeping the 
doorsliut, and measuring me with his eye, 
“Pray, sir, have you no luggage? You 
seem to be a good-natured sort of a gentle- 
man; but I don’t find you have got any 
luggage, and I never permit any to travel 
with me but such as have something 
valuable to pay for coach-hire.” Examin- 
ing my pockets, I own I was not a little 
disconcerted at this unexpected rebuff ; ])ut 
considering that I carried a number of 
the Bee under my arm, I was resolved to 
open it in his eyes, and dazzle him wnth, 
the splendour of the page. He read the 
title and contents, however, without any 
emotion, and assured me he had never 
heard of it before. “In short, friend,” 
said he, now losing all his former respect, 
“ you must not come in : I expect better 
pa^engers; but as you seem a harmless 


creature, perhaps, if there be room left, I 
may let you ride a while for charity.” 

I now look my stand by the coachman 
at the door ; and since I could not com- 
; mand a seat, was resolved to be as useful 
as possible, and earn by my assiduity what 
I could not by my merit. 

The next that presented for a place was 
a most whimsical figure indeed. He was 
hung round with papers of his own com- 
posing, not unlike those who sing ballads 
in the streets, and came dancing up to the 
door with all the confidence of instant 
admittance. The volubility of his motion 
and address prevented my being able to 
read more of his cargo than the wonl In- 
spector, which was written in great letters 
at the top of some of the pa]'jers. He 
opened the coach-door himself with out any 
ceremony, and was just slipjiing in, when 
the coachman, with as little ceremony, ' 
pulled him back. Our figure seemed per- 
fectly angry at this repulse, and demanded 
gentleman’s satisfaction. “ Lord, sir ! ” 
replied the coachman, “ instead of proper 
luggage, by your ]:)ulk you seem loaded 
kfor a West India voyage. Y"ou are big 
enough, with all your papers, to crack 
twenty stage-coaches. Excuse me, indeed, 
sir, for you must not enter.” Our figure 
now began to expostulate : he assured the 
coachman, that though his baggage seemed 
so bulky, it was perfectly light, and that 
he would ]'>e contented with the smallest 
corner of room. But Jehu was inflexible, 
and the carrier of the Inspectors was sent 
to dance back again, with all his papers 
fluttering in the wind. We expected to 
have no more trouble from this quarter, 
when, in a few minutes, the same figure 
changed his appearance, like harlequin 
1 upon the stage, and with the same conli- 
; dence again made his approaches, dressed 
: in lace, and carrying nothing but a nosegay, 
j Upon coming nearer, he thrust the nose- 
■ gay to the coachman’s nose, grasped the 
1 brass, and seemed now resolved to enter 
I by violence. I found the struggle soon 
begin to grow hot, and the coachman, 
who was a little old, unalde to continue 
the contest ; so, in order to ingi-atiate my- 
self, I stepped in to his assistance, and our 
! united efforts sent our literary Proteus, 

I though worsted, imconquered still clear 



rm BE&. 3§9 

oft, dancing a rigadoon, and smelling to ; is called the Rambler.” — ‘‘ The Rambler !” 
his own nosegay. I says the coachman: ‘‘ I beg, sir, you’ll lake 

The person who after him appeared as j your place ; I have heard our ladies in the 
candidate for a place in the stage came , court of Apollo frec|tiently mention it with 
up with' an air not quite so confident, but raptiir^ and Clio, who happens to be a 
somewhat, however, theatrical ; and, in- | little ^ave, has been heard to prefer it 
stead of entering, made the coachman a i to the Spectator ; though others have 
very low liow, which the other returned, ! observed, that the reflections, hy being 
and desired to see his baggage; upon ' refined, sometimes become minute.” 
whieli he instantly produced some farces, | This grave gentleman was scarce!) 
a tragedy, and other miscellany produc- i seated, when another, whose appearance 
tions. The coachman, casting his eye j was something more modern, seemed will- 
iipon the cargo, assured him, at present | ing to enter, yet afraid to ask. He carried 
he could not j^ossibly have a place, but : in his hand a bundle of essays, of which 
lioped in time he might aspire to one, as i the coachman was curious enough to in- 
hc seemed to have read in the book of ; quire the contents. “These,” replied the 
nature, without a careful perusal of which ' gentleman, “are rhapsodies against the 
none ever found entrance at the Temple religion of my country.” — “And how can 
of Fame. “ Wliat 1 ” replied the disap- you expect to come into my coach, after 
pointed poet, “ shall my tragedy, in which ; thus choosing the wrong side of the ques- 
I have vindicated the cause of liberty tion?” — “Ay, hut 1 am right,” replied 

and virtue ” — “Follow nature,” re- I the other; “and if you give me leave, I 

turned the other, “and never expect to shall, in a few minutes, state the argu- 
find lasting fame hy topics which only ment.” — “Right or wrong,” said the 
please from their popularity. Had you ' coachman, “ he who disturbs religion is a 
been first iiUhe cause of freedom, or praised blockhead, and he shall never travel in a 
in virtue more than an empty name, it is coach of mine.” — “ If, then,” said the 
possible you might have gained admit- gentleman, mustering up all his courage, 
tance ; but at present I beg, sir, you will , “ if I am not to have admittance as an 
stand aside for another gentleman whom , essayist, I hope I shall not be repulsed as 
I see approaching.” j an historian ; the last volume of my history 

This was a very grave personage, wliom met udth applause.” — “ Yes,” replied tlie 
at some distance I took for one of tlie coachman, “but I have heard only the 
most reserved, and even disagreeable, | first approved at the Temple of Fame ; 
figures I had seen ; but as he approached ■ and as I see you have it about you, enter, 
his appearance improved, and when I without farther ceremony.” IMy attention 
could distinguish him thoroughly, I per- was now diverted to a crowd who were 
ceived that, in spite of the severity of his pushing forward a person that seemed more 
brow, he had one of the most good-natured inclined to the Stage-coach of Riches ; but 
countenances that could be imagined, i by their means hewas driven forward to the 
Upon coming to open the stage-door, he | same machine, which he, however, seemed 
lifted a parcel of folios into the seat before heartily to despise. Impelled, however, 
him, but our inquisitorial coachman at by their solicitations, he steps up, liourish- 
once shoved them out again. “ \Miat ! ing a voluminous history, and demanding 
not take in my Dictionary exclaimed admittance. “ Sir, I have formerly heard 
the other in a rage. “Be patient, sir,” your name mentioned,” says the coachman, 
replied the coachman : “ I have drove a “ but never as an historian. Is there no 
coach, man and boy, these two thousand other work upon which you may claim a 
years; but I do not remember to have place?” — “None,” replied the otlier, 
carried above one dictionary during the ; “ except a romance ; Imt this is a work of 
whole time. That little book which I , too trifling a nature to claim future atteii- 
pcrceive peeping from one of pur •{■)ockets, ' tion.” — “ Y on mistake,” says the inquisitor; 
may I presume to ask what it contains?” i “a well- written romance is no such easy 
— “ A mere trifie,” replied the author ; “ it ! task as is generally imagined, I rememl^er 
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formerly to have carried Cemantes and 
Segrais ; and if you think fit, you may 
enter.’* 

Upon our three literary travellers coming 
into the same coacli, I listened; atten- 
tively to hear what might be the conver- 
sation that passed upon this extraordinary 
occasion; when, instead of agreeable or 
entertaining dialogue, I found them grum- 
bling at each other, and each seemed dis- 
contented with his companions. Strange ! 
thought I to myself, that they 'who are 
thus l>orn to enlighten the world, should 
still preserve the narrow prejudices of 
childhood, and, hy disagreeing, make even 
the highest merit ridiculous. Were the 
learned and the wise to unite against the 
dunces of society, instead of sometimes 
siding into opposite parties with them, 
they might throw a lustre upon each 
other’s reputation, and teach eVeiy rank 
of subordinate merit, if not to admire, at 
least not to avow dislike. 

In the midst of these reflections I per- 
ceived the coachman, unmindful of me, 
had now mounted the box. Several were 
appnwcliing to be taken in whose pre- 
tensions I was sensible were very just ; 
I therefore desired him to stop, and take 
in more passengers : but he replied, as he 
had now mounted the box, it would be 
improper to come down ; but that he should 
take them all, one after the other, when 
he should return. So he drove away ; and 
for myself, as I could not get in, I mounted 
oehind, in order to hear the cenversation 
on the way. 

{To he conthmed.) 

A WORD OR TWO ON THE LATE FARCE 
CALLED *‘HIGH LIFE .BELOW STAIRS.” 

Just as I had expected before I saw this 
farce, 1 found it formed on too narrow a 
plan to afford a pleasing variety. The 
sameness of the humour in every scene 
could not at last fail of being disagreeable. 
The poor affecting the manners of the rich 
might be carried on through one character, 
or two at the most, with great propriety ; 
but to have almost every personage on 
the scene almost of the same character, 
and reflecting the follies of each other, was 
unartful in the poet to the last degree. 

The scene was also almost a continuation 


of the same absurdity, and my Lord Duke 
and Sir Harry (two footmen who assume 
these characters) have nothing else to do 
but to talk like their masters, and are 
only introduced to speak and to show 
themselves. Thus, as there is a sameness 
of character, there is a barrenness of inci- 
dent, which, by a very small share of ad- 
dress, the poet might have easily avoided. 

From a conformity to critic rules, which 
perhaps on the whole liave done more 
harm than good, our author has sacrificed 
all the vivacity of the dialogue to nature ; 
and though he makes his characters talk 
like servants, they are seldom absurd 
enough, or lively enough, to malce us 
merry. Though he is always natural, he 
happens seldom to be humorous. 

The satire was well intended, if w^e 
regard it as being masters ourselves ; but 
probably a philosopher w'ould rejoice in 
that liberty whicli Englishmen give their 
domestics ; and for my own part, I cannot 
avoid being pleased at the liappiness of 
those poor creatures, who in some measure 
contribute to mine. The Athenians, the 
politest and best-natured people upon 
earth, were the kindest to their slaves ; 
and if a person may judge who has seen 
the world, our English servants are the 
best treated, because the generality of our 
English gentlemen are the politest under 
the sun. 

But not to lift my feeble voice among 
the pack of critics, wlio probalfly have 
no other occupation but that of cutting 
up everything new, I must own there 
are one or two scenes that are fme satire, 
and sufficiently humorous; particularly 
the first interview between the two foot- 
men, which at once ridicules the manners 
of the great, and the absurdity of their 
imitators. 

Whatever defects there might be in 
the composition, there were none in the 
action; in this the performers .showed 
more humour than I had fancied them 
capable of. Air. Palmer and Mr. King 
were entirely what they desired to repre- 
sent; and Mrs. Clive— (but what need I 
talk of her, since, without the least exag- 
geration, she has more true humour 
than any other actor or actress upon the 
English or any other stage I have seen) — 
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she, I say, did the part all the justice it 
was capable of. And, upon the whole, 
a farce which has only this to recommend 
it, tliat the author took his plan from the 
volume of nature, by the sprightly manner 
in which it was performed, was, for one 
night, a tolerable entertainment. This 
much may be said in its vindication, that 
people of fashion seemed more pleased in 
the representation than the subordinate 
ranks of people. 

UPON UNFORTUNATE MERIT. 
Every age seems to have its * favourite 
pursuits, which serve to amuse the idle 
and to relieve the attention of the in- 
dustrious, Happy the man who is born 
excellent in the pursuit in vogue, and 
whose genius seems adapted to the times 
in which he lives. How many do we 
see who might have excelled in aids or 
sciences, and who seem furnished with 
talents equal to the greatest discoveries, 
had the road not been already beaten by 
their predecessors, and nothing left for 
them except trifles to discover, while 
others of very moderate abilities become 
famous, because happening to be first in 
the reigning pursuit ! 

Thus, at the renewal of letters in 
Europe the taste was not to compose 
new books, but to comment on the old 
ones. It was not to be expected that new 
books should be wiitten, when there were 
so many of the ancients either not known ' 
or not understood. It was not reasonable ' 
to attempt new conquests, while they had 
such an extensive region lying waste for 
want of cultivation. At that period 
criticism and erudition were the reigning 
studies of the times, and he who had 
only an inventive genius might have lan- 
guished in hopeless obscurity. When the 
writers of antiquity were siifticiently ex- 
plained and known, the learned set about 
imitating them: hence proceeded the 
number of Latin orators, poets, and his- 
torians, in the reigns of Clement the 
Seventh and Alexander the Sixth. This 
passion for antiquity lasted for many 
years, to the utter exclusion of every 
other pursuit, till some began to find, that 
those works which were imitated from 
nature were more like the writings of 


antiquity, than even those written in ex- 
press imitation. It was then modern 
language began to be cultivated with as- 
siduity, and our poets and orators poured 
forth their wonders upon the world. 

As writers become more numerous, it 
is natural for readers to become more 
indolent; whence must necessarily arise 
a desire of attaining knowledge with the 
greatest possible ease. No science or 
art offers its instruction and amusement 
in so obvious a manner as statuary and 
painting. Hence we see that a desire of 
cultivating those arts generally attends 
the decline of science. Thus the finest 
statues and the most beautiful paintings 
of antiquity preceded but a little the 
absolute decay of every other science. 
The statues of Antoihniis, Gommodus, 
and their contemporaries are the finest 
productions of the chisel, and appeared 
but just before learning was destroyed 
by comment, criticism, and barbarous 
invasions. 

What happened in Rome may probably 
be the case with us at home. Our no- 
bility are now more solicitous in patron- 
ising painters and sculptors than those of 
any other polite profession; and from the 
lord, who has his gallery, down to the 
apprentice, who has his twopenny copper- 
plate, all are admirers of this art. The 
great, by their caresses, seem insensible 
to all other merit but that of the pencil ; 
and the vulgar buy every book rather 
from the excellence of the sculptor than 
the writer. 

How happy were it now, if men of real 
excellence in that profession were to arise ! 
Were the painters of Italy now to appear, 
who once wandered like beggars from one 
city to another, and produce their almost 
breathing figures, what rewards might 
they not expect ! But many of them 
lived without rewards, and therefore re- 
wards alone will never produce their 
equals. We have often found the great 
exert themselves, not only without pro- 
' motion, but in spite of opposition. We 
i have often found them flourishing, like 
' medical plants, in a region of savageness 
and barbarity, their excellence unknown, 
and their virtues unheeded. 

They who have seen the paintings of 
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Caravagio arc sensible of the surprising 
impression they make, — ])old, swelling, 
terrible to the last degree; all seems 
animated, and speaks him among the 
foremost of his profession ; yet this man’s 
fortune and his fame seemed ever in 
opposition to each other. 

Unknowing how to flatter the great, 
he was driven from city to city in the 
utmost indigence, and might truly be said 
to paint for his bread. 

Having one day insulted a person of 
distinction, who refused to pay him all 
the respect which he thought his due, he 
was obliged to leave Rome and travel 
on foot, his usual method of going his 
journeys, down into the country, without 
cither money or friends to subsist him. 

After he had travelled in this manner 
as long as his strength would permit, 
faint with famine and fatigue, he at last 
called at an obscure inn by the wayside. 
The host knew, by tlie appearance of his 
guest, his indifferent circumstances, and 
refused to furnish him a dinner without 
ju'evioiis jjayment. 

As Caravagio was entirely destitute of 
money, he took down the innkeeper’s 
sign, and painted it anew for his dinner. > 
Thus refreshed, he proceeded on his 
journey, and left the innkeeper not quite 
satisfied with this method of payment. 
Some company of distinction, however, 
coming soon after, and stmek with the 
beauty of tlic new sign, bought it at an 
advanced price, and astonished the inn- 
kce])cr with their generosity: he was 
rcsulvetl, tliereforc, to get as many signs 
as ])ossii)lc drau'u by the same artist, as 
he found he could sell them to good ad- 
vantage; and accordingly set out after 
Caravagio, in order to bring him back. 
It was nightfall before he came up to the 
place where the unfortunate Caravagio 
lay dead by the roadside, overcome by. 
fatigue, resentment, and despair. 

No. VI. — Saturdti^, November jo, 175$. 

ON EDUCATION. 

To the A uihor of the Bee. 

Sm,— As few subjecl.s are more interesting 
to society, so few have been more ff-e- 
quently written upon, than tlie education 


of youth. Yet is it not a little surprising, 
.that it should have been treated almost 
by all in a declamatory manner? They 
have insisted largely on the advantages 
that result from it, both to the individual 
and to society, and have expatiated in the 
praise of what no one has ever been so 
hardy as to call-in question. 

Instead of giving us fine but empty 
harangues upon this subject, instead of 
indulging each liis particular and whim- 
sical system, it had been much better if 
the writers on this subject had treated it 
in a more scientific manner, repressed all 
the sallies of imagination, and given us 
the result of their observations with di- 
dactic simplicit3% Upon this subject the 
smallest errors are of the most dangerous 
consequence ; and the author should ven- 
ture the imputation of stupidity upon a 
topic, where bis slightest deviations may 
j tend to injure the rising generation. 

I I shall, therefore, throw out a few 
' thoughts upon this subject, which have . 
I not been attended to by others, and shall 
I dismiss all attempts to please, while I 
I study only instruction. 

[ The manner in which our youth of Lon- 
i don are at present educated is, some in 
I free schools in the city, but the far greater 
i number in boarding schools about town, 
i The parent justly consults the health of 
I his child, and finds that an education in 
the country tends to promote this much 
j more than a continuance in the toivn. 
Thus far they are right : if there were a 
possibility of having even our free schools 
kept a little out of town, it would cer- 
tainly conduce to the health and vigour 
of perhaps the .mind as well as of the 
body. It may be thought whimsical, but 
it is truth, —I have found by experience, 
that^ they who have spent all their lives 
in cities contract not only an effeminacy 
, of habit, but even of thinking. . 

But when I have said that \he boarding 
schools arc preferable to free schools, as 
being in the coinUiy, this is certainly the 
only advantage I can allow them ; other- 
wise it is impossible to conceive the 
ignorance of those who take upon them 
the important trust of education. Is any 
man unfit for any of the professions? he 
finds his last resource in setting up school. 


Do any become bankrupts in trade? they 
still set lip a boarding school, and drive 
a trade this way, when all others fail: 
nay, 1 have been told of butchers and 
barbers who have turned schoolmasters ; 
and, more surprising still, made fortunes 
in their new professions. 

Could we tliink ourselves in a country 
of civilized people — could it be conceived 
that we have any regard for posterity — 
when such are permitted to take the 
charge of the morals, genius, and health 
of those dear little pledges, who may one 
day be the guardians of the liberties of 
Kurope, and who may serve as the honour 
and bulwark of their aged parents? The 
care of our childre'n, is it below the state ? 
is it fit to indulge the caprice of the igno- 
rant with the disposal of their children 
in this particular? For the state to take 
the charge of all its children, as in Persia 
or Sparta, might at present be incon- 
venient; but surely with great ease it 
might cast an eye to their instructors. 
Of all members of society, I do not know 
a more useful or a more honourable one 
than a schoolmaster; at the same time 
that I do not see any more generally 
despised, or whose talents are so ill 
rewarded. 

Were the salaries of schoolmasters to 
be augmented from a diminution of useless 
sinecures, how might it turn to the ad- 
vantage of this people — a- people whom, 
without flattery, I may in other respects ! 
term tlie wisest and greatest upon earth ! 
Put, while I would reward the deserving, 

I would dismiss those utterly unqualified 
for their employment : in short, I would j 
make the business of a schoolmaster every j 
ivay more respectable, by increasing their I 
salaries, and admitting only men of ; 
proper abilities. I 

There are already schoolmasters ap- | 
pointed, and tlicy have some small sala- i 
ries ; but wliere at present there is but one i 
schoolmaster appointed, there should at ' 
least be two ; and wherever the salary is | 
at present twenty pounds, it should be an ; 
hundred. Do we give immoderate bene- j 
fjces to those who instruct ourselves, and ! 
shall we deny even subsistence to those j 
who instruct our children ? Every member : 
of society should be paid in proportion as ! 


he is necessary i and I will be bold enough 
to say, that schoolmasters in a stale are 
more necessary than clergymen, as chil- 
dren stand in more need of instruction 
than their parents. 

But instead of this, as I have already 
observed, we send them to board in the 
country to the most ignorant set of men 
that can be imagined. But lest the igno- 
rance of the master be not sufficient, the 
child is generally consigned lo the usher. 
This is generally some poor needy animal, 
little superior to a foofman either in learn- 
ing or spirit, invited to liis place by an ad- 
vertisement, and kept there merely from 
his being of a complying disposition, and 
making the children fond of him. “You 
give your child to be educated to a slave,” 
says a philosopher to a rich man : instead 
of one slave, you will then have two.” 

It were well, however, if 'parents, upon 
fixing their children in one of these houses, 
would examine the abilities of the usher 
as well as of the master; for, whatever 
they are told to the contrary, tlie usher is 
generally the person most employed in 
their education. If, then, a gentleman 
upon putting out his son to one of these 
houses, sees the usher disregarded by the 
master, he may depend upon it, that he is 
equally disregarded by the b'oys ; the truth 
is, in spile of all their endeavours to please, 
they are generally the laughing-.stock of 
the school. Every trick is played upon 
the usher ; the oddity of his mannens, his 
dtess, or his language, is a fund of eternal 
ridicule; the master himself now and then 
cannot avoid joining in the laugh, and 
the poor wretch, eternally resenting this 
ill usage, seems to live in a state of war 
with all the family. Tliis is a very pro]:)er 
person, is it not, to give children a rclish- 
for learning ? They must esteem learning 
very much -when they see its professors 
used with such ceremony. If the usher 
be despised, the father may be assured his 
child will never be properly instructed. 

But let me suppose that there are some 
schools -without these inconveniences, — 
where the master and ushers are men of 
learning, reputation, and assiduity. If 
there are to be found such, they cannot be 
prized in a state sufficiently. A l)oy will 
learn more true wisdom in a public school 
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in a year, than by private education in 
five. It is not from masters, but from 
their equals, youth learn a knowledge 
of the world : the little tricks they play 
each other, the punishment that frequently 
attends the commission, is a just picture of 
the great world, and all the ways of men 
are practised in a public school in minia- 
ture. It is true a child is early made 
acquainted with some vices in a school *, 
but it is better to know these when a boy, 
than be first taught them when a man, 
for their novelty then may have irresistible 
charms. 

In a public education boys early learn 
temperance ; and if the parents and friends 
would give them less money upon their 
usual visits, it would be much to their 
advantage, since it may justly be said, that 
a great part of their disorders arise from 
surfeit,-— ////.r occidit gula quam gladius. 
And now I am come to the article of 
health, it may not be amiss to observe, 
that hlr. Locke and some others have 
advised, that children should be inured to 
cold, to fatigue, and hardship, from their 
youth; but Air. Locke was but an indif- 
ferent physician. Habit, I grant, has great 
influence over our constitutions ; but we 
have not precise ideas upon this subject. 

We know that among savages, and 
even among our peasants, there are found 
children born with such constitutions, that 
they cross rivers by swimming, endure 
cold, thirst, hunger, and want of sleep, to 
a surprising degree ; that when they hap- 
pen to fall sick, they are cured, without the 
help of medicine, by nature alone. Such 
examples are adduced, to persuade us to 
imitate their manner of education, and 
accustom ourselves betimes to support the 
same fatigues. But had these gentle- 
men considered, first, that those savages 
and peasants are generally not so long 
lived as they who have led a more indolent 
life ; secondly, that the more laborious the 
life is, the less populous is the country : 
had they considered that what physicians 
call the stamina viUe by fatigue and labour 
become rigid, and thus anticipate old age j 
that the number who survive those rude 
trials hears no proportion to those who 
die in the experiment ; had these things 
been properly considered, they would not 


have thiki extolled an education begun in 
fatigue and hardships. Peter the Great, , 
willing to inure the children of his seamen 
to a life of hardship^ ordered that they 
should drink only sea-water ; but they un- 
fortunately all died under the experiment. 

But while 1 would exclude all unneces- 
sary labours, yet still I would recommend 
temperance in the highest degree. No 
luxurious dishes with high seasoning, no- 
thing given children to force an appetite, 
as little sugared or salted provisions as 
possible, though never so pleasing ; but 
milk, morning and night, should be their 
constant food. This diet would make 
them more healthy than any of those sIoj).s 
that are usually cooked by the mistress of 
a boarding school ; besides, it corrects any 
consumptive habits, not unfrequently found 
amongst the children of city parents. 

As boys should be educated- with temper- 
ance, so the first, greatest lesson that should 
be taught them ivS, to admire frugality. 
It is by the exercise of this virtue alone 
they can ever expect to be useful members 
of society. It is true lectures continually 
repeated upon this subject may make 
some boys, when they grow up, run into 
an extreme, and become misers; but it 
were well had we more misers than we 
have among us. I know few characters 
more useful in society; for a man’s having 
a larger or smaller share of money lying 
useless by him no way injures the common- 
\vealth : since, should every miser now 
exhaust his stores, this might make gold 
more plenty, but it would not increase the 
commodities or pleasures of life; they 
would still remain as they are at present : 
it matters not, therefore, whether men 
are misers or not, if they be only frugal, 
laborious, and fill the station they have 
chosen. If they deny themselves the 
necessaries of life, society is no way 
injured by their folly. 

Instead, therefore, of romances, which 
praise young men of spirit, who go through 
a variety of adventures, and, at last, con- 
clude a life of dissipation, folly, and ex- 
travagance, in riches and matrimony, there 
should be some men of wit employed to 
compose books that might equally interest 
the passions of our youth ; where such an 
one might be praised for having resistecl 
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allurements when young, and how he, at 
last, became lord mayor— how he was 
married to a lady of great sense, fortune, 
and beauty : to be as explicit as possible, 
the old story of Whittington, were his 
cat left out, might be more serviceable to 
the tender mind than either Tom Jones, 
Joseph Andrews, or an hundred others, 
where frugality is the only good quality 
the hero is not possessed of. Were our 
schoolmasters, if any of them had sense 
enough to draw up such a work, thus 
employed, it would be much more service- 
able to their pupils than all tlie grammars 
and dictionaries they may publish these 
ten years. 

Children should early be instructed in 
the arts from which they would after- 
wards draAV the greatest advantages. When 
the wonders of nature are never exposed 
to our view, -we have no great desire to 
become acquainted wdth those parts of 
learning which pretend to account for 
the phenomena. One of the ancients 
complains, that as soon as young men 
havejeft school, and are obliged to con- 
verse in the world, they fancy themselves 
transported into a new region: “Ut cum 
in forum venerint existiment se in aliam 
terrarum orbem delatos.” We should 
early, therefore, instruct them in the 
experiments, if I may so express it, of 
knowledge, and leave to maturer age the 
accounting for the causes. But instead of 
that, when boys begin natural philosophy 
in colleges, they have not the least curi- 
osity for those parts of the science which 
are proposed for their instmetion ; they 
have never before seen the phenomena, and 
consequently have no curiosity to learn 
the reasons. Might natural philosophy, 
therefore, be made their pastime in school, 
by this means it would in college become 
their amusement. 

In several of the machines now in use 
there w'ould be ample field both for instruc- 
tion and amusement : the diffei*ent sorts of 
the phosphorus, the artiheial pyrites, mag- 
netism, electricity, the experiments upon 
the rarefaction and weight of the air, and 
those upon elastic bodies, might employ 
their idle hours, and none should be called 
from play to see such experiments but 
such as thought pi'oper. At first, then, 


it would be sufficient if the instruments, 
and the effects of their combination, were 
only shown ; the causes should be deferred 
to a maturer age, or to those times when 
natural curiosity prompts us to discover 
the wonders of nature. Man is placed in 
this world as a spectator ; when he is 
tired with w^ondering at all the novelties 
about him, and not till then, does he desire 
to be made acquainted with the causes 
that create those w'onders. 

What I have observed wdth regard to 
natural philosophy, I would extend to 
every other science whatsoever. We 
should teach them as many of the facts as 
were possible, and defer the causes until 
they seemed of themselves desirous of 
knowing them. A mind thus leaving 
school stored with all the simple experi- 
ences of science, would be the fittest in 
the w'orld for the college course ; and 
though such a youth might not appear so 
bright, or so talkative, as those who had 
learned the real principles and causes of 
some of the sciences, yet he would make 
a wiser man, and w^ould retain a more 
lasting passion for letters, than he wdio 
w'as early burdened with the disagreeable 
institution of effect and cause. 

In history, such stories alone should be 
laid before them as might catch the imagi- 
nation : instead of this, they are too fre- 
quently obliged to toil through the four 
empires, as they are called, where their 
memories are burdened by a number of 
disgusting names, that destroy all their 
fiiture relish for oiir best historians, who 
may be termed the truest teachers of 
wisdom. 

Every species of flattery should be cai'e- 
fully avoided : a boy wdio happens to say 
a sprightly thing is generally applauded 
so much, that he happens to continue a 
coxcomb sometimes all his life after. He 
is repuCed a wit at fourteen, and becomes 
a blockhead at tw'enty. N urses, footm en, 
and such, should therefore be driven away 
as much as possible. I was even going 
to add, that the mother herself should stifle 
her pleasure or her vanity, when little 
master happens to say a good or smart 
thing. Those modest lubberly boys who 
seem to want spirit generally go through 
their business with more ease to them- 


pelves and more satisfaction to their 
instructors. 

There lias of late a gentleman appeared, 
who thinks the study of rhetoric essential 
to a perfect education. That hold male 
eloquence, which often without pleasing 
convinces, is generally destroyed by such 
institutions. Convincing eloquence, how- 
ever, is infinitely more serviceable to its 
possessor than the most florid harangue 
or the most pathetic tones that can be 
imagined ; and the man who is thoroughly 
convinced himself, who understands his 
subject and the language he speaks in, 
will be more apt to silence opposition, than 
he who studies the force of his periods, 
and fills our ears with sounds, while oiu: 
minds are destitute of conviction. 

It was reckoned the fault of the orators 
at the decline of the Roman empire, when 
they had been long instructed by rheto- 
ricians, that their periods -were so har- 
monious, as that they could be sung as 
well as spoken. What a ridiculous figure 
must one of these gentlemen cut, thus 
measuring s}’I]ables, and weighing words, 
when ho should plead tlie cause of his 
client ! Two arcliitects were once candi- 
dates for the building a certain temple at 
Athens : the first harangued the crowd 
very learnedly upon the different orders 
of architecture, and showed them in what 
manner the temple should be built ; tlie 
otlier, who got up to speak after him, only 
obsei'ved, that what his brother had .spoken 
he could do ,* and thus he at once gained 
his cause. 

To teach men to be orators; is little less 
than to teach them to be poets ; and for 
my part, I should have too great a regard 
for my child, to wish him a manor only in 
a ImiAseller’s shop. 

Another passion which the present age is 
apt to run into is to make children learn 
all things, — the languages, the sciences, 
music, the exercises, and painting. Thus 
the child soon becomes a talker in all, 
but a master in none. He thus acquires 
a superficial fondness for everything, and 
only shows his ignorance when he attempts 
to exhibit bis skill. 

As I deliver my thoughts without method 
or connexion, so the reader must not be 
surprised to find me once more addressing 


schoolmasters on the present method of 
teaching the learned languages, which is 
commonly by literal translations. I would 
ask such, if they were to travel a journey, 
whether those parts of the road in which 
they found the greatest difficulties would 
not be most strongly remembered ? Boys 
who, if I may continue the allusion, gallop 
through one of the ancients vdth the assis- 
tance of a translation can have but a very 
slight acquaintance either with the author 
or his language. It is by the exercise of 
; the mind alone that a language is learned ; 

I but a literal translation, on. the opposite 
! page, leaves no exercise for the memory 
I at all. The boy will not be at the fatigue of 
I remembering, when his doubts are at once 
I satisfied by a glance of the eye ; whereas, 

; \vere every word to be sought from a 
I dictionaiy, the learner woiild attempt to 
' remember, in order to save him the trouble 
; of looking out for it for the future. ^ 

To continue in the same pedantic strain, 
though no schoolmaster, of all the various 
, grammars now taught in schools about 
town I would recommend only the old 
common one ; I have forgot wbetlicr 
; Lilly’s, or an emendation of him. The 
I others may be improvements ; but such 
; improvements seem to me only mere gram- 
I matical niceties, no way infliiencing the 
I learner, but perhaps loading him with 
I trifling subtleties, which at a proper age 
I he must be at some pains to forget. 

! Whatever pains a master may take to 
make the learning of the languages agree- 
j able to his inipil, he may depend upon it, 
it will be at first extremely unpleasant. 
The rudiments of every language, therefore, 
must be given as a task, not as an amusc- 
I ment. Attempting to deceive children into 
I instmetion of tliis kind is only deceiving 
ourselves ; and I know no passion capable 
, of conquering a child’s natural laziness 
I but fear. Solomon has said it before me ; 

nor is there any more certain, though 
' perhaps more disagreeable truth, than the 
' proverb in verse, too well known to repeat 
i on the present occasion. It is very proba- 
i ble that parents are told of some^uasters 
I who never nse the rod, and consequently 
j are thought the properest instructors for 
j their children ; but though tenderness is 
a requisite quality in an instructor, yet 
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there is too often the truest tenderness in 
well-timed correction. 

Some have justly observed, that all 
passion should be banished on this terrible 
occasion ; but, I know not liow, there is 
a frailty attending human nature, that few 
masters are able to keep their temper 
v'hilst they correct. I knew a good- 
natured man, who was sensible of his own 
weakness in this respect, and consequently 
had recourse to the following expedient to 
prevent his passions from being engaged, 
yet at the same time administer justice 
with impartiality : — Whenever any of his 
pupils committed a fault, he summoned a 
jury of his peers,— I mean of the boys of 
his own or the next classes to him ; his 
accusers stood forth ; he had a liberty of 
pleading in his own defence, and one or 
two more had a lil)erty of pleading against 
him: when found guilty by the panel, he 
was consigned to the footmanwho attended 
in the house, who had previous orders to 
punish, but with lenity. By this means 
the master took off the odium of punish- 
ment from himself j and the footman, 
between whom and the boys there could 
not be even the slightest intimacy, was 
placed in such a light as to be shunned 
by every boy in the school. 

And now I have gone thus far, perhaps 
you will think me some pedagogue, will- 
ing, by a well-timed puff, to increase the 
reputation of his own school ; but such 
is not the case. The regard I have for 
society, for those tender minds who are 
the objects of the present essay, is the only 
motive I have for offering those thoughts, 
calculated not to surprise by their novelty 
or the elegance of composition, but merely 
to remedy some defects which have crept 
into the present system of school education. 
If this letter should be inserted, perhaps 
I may trouble you in my next with some 
thoughts upon a university education, not 
with an intent to exhaust the subject, but 
to amend some few abuses. I am, &c. 

ON THE INSTABILITY OF WORLDLY 
GRANDEUR. 

An alehouse keeper near Islington, who 
had long lived at the sign of the French 
King, upon the commencement of the last 


war with France pulled down his old sign, 
and put up the Queen of Hungary. U nder 
the influence of her red face and golden 
sceptre, he continued to sell ale till she 
was no longer the favourite of his cus- 
tomers; he changed her therefore, some 
time ago, for the King of Prussia, who 
may probably be changed in turn for the 
next great man that shall be set up for 
vulgar admiration. 

Our publican in this imitates the great 
exactly, who deal out their figures, one 
afterthe other, to the gazing crowd beneath 
them. When we have sufilciently won- 
dered at one, that is taken in, and another 
exhibited in its room, which seldom holds 
its station long, for the mob are ever 
pleased with variety. 

I must own I have such an indifferent 
opinion of the vulgar, that I am ever led 
to suspect that merit which raises their 
shout; at least I am certain to find these 
great and sometimes good men, who find 
satisfaction in such acclamations, made 
worse by it ; and history has too frequently 
taught me, that the head which has grown 
this day giddy with the roar of the million 
i has the very next been fixed upon a pole. 

As Alexander \T. was entering a little 
town in the neighbourhood of Rome, 
which had just been evacuated by the 
I enemy, he perceived the townsmen busy 
; in the market-place in pulling down from 
j a gibbet a figure which had been designed 
to represent himself. There were also 
some knocking down a neighbouring statue 
of one of the Orsini family, with whom 
j he was at war, in order to put Alexander’s 
I when taken down, in its place. It 

! is possible a man who knew less of the 
I world would have condemned the adulation 
I of those barefaced flatterers; but Alex- 
j ander seemed pleased at their zeal, and, 

: turning to Borgia his son, said with a 
I smile, Vidcs^ 7ui qna}n hve discrhnm 
ptttibiilum inter et statuam , — “You see, 

I my son, the small difference between a 
gibbet and a statue.” If the great could 
be taught any lesson, this might serve to 
teach them upon how weak a foundation 
their glory stands, which is built upon 
popular applause ; for as such praise what 
1 seems like merit, they as quickly condemn 
kwhat has only the appearance of guilt. 



Popular glory is a perfect coquette; light of the eyes, that favourite of kings, 
her lovers must toil, feel every inquietude, that rose of perfection! I suppose you 
indulge every caprice, and perhaps at last know nothing of the immortal Fipsilhhi, 
be jilted into the bargain. True glory, second cousin to the moon ? “ Nothing 

on the other hand, resembles a woman of at all, indeed, sir,” returned the other.— 
sense : her admirers must play no tricks ; “ Alas! ” cries our traveller, “to what 
they feel no great anxiety, for they are purpose, then, has one of these fasted to 
sure in the end of being rewarded - in death, and the oth offered himself up 
proportion to their merit. When Swift as a sacrifice to the Tartarean enemy, to 
used to appear in public, he generally gain a renown which has never travelled 
had the mob shouting in his train. “ Pox beyond the precincts of China ! ” 
take these fools!” he would say : how There is scarcely a village in Europe, 
much joy might all this bawling give my and not one university, that is not thus 
Lord Mayor!” furnished with its little great men. The 

We have seen those virtues which have, head of a petty corporation, who opposes 
while living, retired from the public eye, the designs of a prince who would tyraiini- 
generally transmitted to posterity as the cally force his subjects to save their best 
truest objects of admiration and praise, clothes for Sundays — the puny pedant 
Perhaps the character of the late Duke who finds one undiscovered property in 
of Marlborough may one day be set up, the polype, describes an unheeded process 
even above that of his more talked of in the skeleton of a mole and whose mind, 
predecessor; since an assemblage of all like his microscope, perceives nature only 
the mild and amiable virtues is far superior in detail — the rhymer who makes smooth 
to those vulgarly called the great ones, verses, and paints to our imagination when 
I must be pardoned for this short tribute he should only speak to our hearts,— all 
to the memory of a man who, while equally fancy themselves walking forward 
living, would as much detest to receive to immortality, and desire the crowd be- 
anytliing that wore the appearance of hind them to look on. The crowd takes 
flattery, as I should to offer it. them at their word. Patriot, philosopher, 

I know not how to turn so trite a subject and poet are shouted in their train, 
out of the beaten road of commonplace, Where was there ever so much merit 
except by illustrating it rather by the seen ? no times so important as our own t 
assistance of my memory than my judg- ages yet unborn shall gaze with wondei 
meat, and, instead of making reflections, and applause ! To such music the ini- 
by telling a story. portant pigmy moves forward, bustling 

.A Chinese who had long studied the and swelling, and aptly compared to a 
works of Confucius, who knew the cha- puddle in a storm, 
racters of fourteen thousand words, and I have lived to see generals who once 
could read a great part of every book that had crowds hallooing after them wherever 
came in his way, once took it into his they went, who were bepraised by news- 
head to travel into Europe, and oEserve papers and magazines, those echoes of the 
the customs of a people whom he thought voice of the vulgar, and yet they have long 
not very much inferior even to his own sunk into merited obscurity, with scarcely 
countrymen in the arts of refining upon even an epitaph left to flatter. A few years 
every pleasiire. Upon his arrival at ago the herring fishery employed all Grub 
Amsterdam,^ his passion for letters natu- Street ; it was the topic in every coffee- 
rally led him to a Imokselleris shop; house, and the burden of every ballad, 
and, as he could speak a little Dutch, he We were to drag up oceans of gold from 
civilly asked the bookseller for the works the bottom of the sea ; we were to supply 
of the immortal llixofou. The bookseller , all Europe with herrings upon our own 
assured him he had never heard the book terms. At present we hear no more of 
mentioned before. “What! have you all, this. We have fished up very little 
never heard of that immortal poet?” re- gold that I canjearn; nor do we furnish 
turned the other, much surprised; “ that the world with herrings, as was expected. 
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Let us wait but a few years longer, and 
we shall find ail our expectations an 
herring fishery. 

SOME ACCOUNT OF THE ACADEMIES 
OF ITALY. 

There is not, perhaps, a country in 
Europe in which learning is so fast upon 
the decline as in Italy ; yet not one in 
which there are such a number of aca- 
demies instituted for its support. There 
is scarce a considerable town in the whole 
country which has not one or two insti- 
tutions of this nature, where the learned, 
as they are pleased to call themselves, 
meet to harangue, to compliment each 
other, and praise the utility of their insti- 
tution. 

Jarchius has taken the trouble to give 
us a list of those clubs or academies, which 
amount to five hundred and fifty, each 
distinguished by somewhat whimsical in 
the name. The academies of Bologna, 
for instance, are divided into the Abban- 
donati, the Ausiosi, the Ociosi, Arcadi, 
Confusi, Dubbiosi, &c. There are few of 
these who have not published their trans- 
actions, and scarce a member who is not 
looked upon as the most famous man in 
the world, at home. 

Of all those societies, I know of none 
whose works are worth being known out 
of the precincts of the city in which they 
were written except the Cicalata Academia 
(or, as we might express it, the Tickling- 
Society) of Florence. I have just now 
before me a manuscript oration, spoken by 
the late Tomaso Crudeli at that society, 
.which will at once serve to give a better 
picture of the manner in which men of 
wit amuse themselves in that country 
than anything I can say upon the occasion. 
The oration is this : 

“The younger the nymph, my dear 
companions, the more happy the lover. 
From fourteen to seventeen you are sure 
of finding love for love ; from seventeen 
to twenty- one there is always a mixture 
of iiiterek and affection. But when that 
period is passed, no longer expect to 
receive, but to buy — no longer expect a 
nymph who gives, but who sells, her 
favours. At this age every glance is 


taught its duty ; not a look, not a sigh, 
without design ; the lady, like a skilful 
warrior, aims at the heart of another, 
while she shields her own from danger. 

“ On the contrary, at fifteen "you may 
expect nothing but simplicity, innocence, 
and nature. The passions are then sin- 
cere; the soul seems seated in the lips; 
the dear object feels present happiness, 
without being anxious for the future ; her 
eyes brighten if heiTover approaches ; her 
smiles are borrowed from the Graces, and 
her very mistakes seem to complete her 
desires. , 

“ Lucretia w'as just sixteen. The rose 
and lily took possession of her face, and 
her bosom, by its hue and its coldness^ 
seemed covered with snow. So much 
beauty and so much virtue seldom want 
admirers. Orlandino, a youth of sense 
and merit, was among the number. lie 
had long languished for an opportunity of 
declaring his passion, when Cupid, as if 
willing to indulge his happiness, brought 
the charming young couple by mere acci- 
dent to an arbour, where every prying eye 
but love was absent. Orlandino talked 
of the sincerity of his passion, and mixed 
flattery with his addresses ; but it was all 
in vain. The nymph was pre-engaged, 
and had long devoted to Heaven those 
charms for which he sued. ‘ My dear 
Orlandino, ’ said she, ‘ you know I have 
been long dedicated to St. Catherine, and 
to her belongs all that lies below my 
girdle ; all that is above you may freely 
possess, but farther I cannot, must not, 
comply. The vow is passed; I wish it 
were undone, but now it is impossible.’ 
You may conceive, my companions, th-e 
embarrassment our young lovers felt upon 
this occasion. They kneeled to St. Cathe- 
rine, and though both despaired, both im- 
plored her assistance. Their tutelar saint 
was entreated to show some expedient 
by which both might continue to love, 
and yet both be happy. Idieir petition 
was sincere. St. Catherine was touched 
with compassion ; for lo, a miracle ! 
Lucretia’s girdle unloosed, as if without 
hands ; and though before bound round 
her middle, fell spontaneously down to 
her feet, and gave Orlandino the possession 
, of all those beauties \Vliich lay above it.” 
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OF ELOQUENCE. 

Of all kinds of success, that of an orator 
is the most pleasing. Upon other occa- 
sions the applause we deserve is conferred 
in our absence, and we are insensible of 
the pleasure we have given ; but in elo- 
quence the victory and the triumph are 
inseparable. We read our own glory in' 
the face of every spectator ; the audience 
is moved ; the antagonist is defeated ; and 
the whole circle bursts into unsolicited 
applause. 

The rewards which attend excellence in 
this way are so pleasing, that numbers 
have written professed treatises to teach us 
the art; schools have been established 
with no other intent ; rhetoric has taken 
place among the institutions ; and pedants 
have ranged under proper heads, and dis- 
tinguished with long learned names, some 
of the strokes of nature, or of passion, 
which orators have used. I say only some ; 
for a folio volume could not contain all 
the figures wliich have been used by 
the truly eloquent; and scarce a good 
speaker or writer but makes use of some 
that are peculiar or new. 

Eloquence has preceded the rules of 
rhetoric, as languages have been formed 
before grammar. Nature renders men 
eloquent in great interests or great pas- 
sions. lie that is sensibly touched sees 
things Avith a very different eye from the 
rest of mankind. All nature to him be- 
comes an oljjeet of comparison and meta- 
phor, without attending to it ; he throws 
life into all, and inspires his audience with 
a part of his own enthusiasm. 

It has been remarked, that the lower 
parts of mankind generally express them- 
selves most figuratively, and that tropes 
are found in the most ordinary forms of 
conversation. Thus, in evei'y language 
the heart , burns ; the courage is roused; 
the eyes spai’kle; the spirits are cast 
down ; passion inflames, pride swells, and 
pity sinks the soul. Nature everywhere 
speaks in those strong images, which, from 
their frequency, pass unnoticed. 

Nature it is which inspires those raptu- 
rous enthusiasms, those irresistible turns ; 


a strong passion, a pressing danger, calls 
up all the imagination, and gives the 
orator irresistible force. Thus a captain 
of the first caliphs, seeing his soldiers fly, 
cried out, “Whither do you run? the enemy 
are not there ! You have been told that 
the caliph is dead ; but God is still living. 
He regards the brave, and will reward tlie 
courageous. Advance!” 

A man, therefore, may be called elo- 
quent, who transfers the passion or senti- 
ment with which he is moved himself into 
the breast of another ; and this dehnUion 
’ appears the more just, as it comprehends 
I the graces of silence and of action. An 
I intimate persuasion of the truth to be 
proved is the sentiment and passion to 
j be transferred ; and who effects this is 
; truly possessed of the talent of eloquence. 

I I have called eloquence a talent, and 
I not an art, as so many rhetoricians have 
i done, as art is acquired by exercise and 
I study, and eloquence is the gift of nature, 
i Rules will never make either a work or a' 
i discourse eloquent ; they only serve to 
! prevent faults, but not to introduce beauties; 

I to prevent those passages whicli are truly 
I eloquent and dictated by nature from being 
i blended with others which might disgust, 
j or at least abate our passion. 

I What we clearly conceive, says Boileau, 

I we can clearly express. I may add, that 
I what is felt with emotion is expressed also 
j witli the same movements ; the words rise 
I as readily to paint 0111: emotions as to ex- 
j press our thoughts with perspicuity. The 
I cool care an orator takes to express pas- 
sions which he does not feel, only prevents 
^ his rising into that passion lie would seem 
' to feel. In a word, to feel your subject 
thoroughly, and to speak without fear, are 
the only rules of eloquence, properly so 
called, which I can offer. Examine a 
I writer of genius on the mo.st beautiful 
parts of his work, and he will always 
assure you, that such passages are generally 
those which have given him the least 
trouble, for they came as if by inspiration. 
To pretend that cold and didactic precepts 
will make a man eloquent is only to prove 
that he is incapable of eloquence. 

But, as in being perspicuous it is neces- 
; sary to have a full idea of the subject, $0 
I in being eloquent it is not sufficient, if 1 
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may so express it, to feel by halves. The 
orator should be strongly impressed, which 
is generally the effect of a hue and exqui- 
site sensibility, and not that transient, and 
superficial emotion which he excites in the 
greatest part of his audience. It is even 
impossible to affect the hearers in any 
great degree without being affected our- 
selves. In vain it will be objected, that 
many writers have had the art to inspire 
their readers with a passion for virtue 
w-ithout being virtuous themselves, since 
it may be answered, that sentiments of 
virtue filled their minds at the time they 
were writing. They felt the inspiration 
strongly, while they praised justice, gene- 
rosity, or good nature ; but, imhappily for 
them, these passions might have been dis- 
continued when they laid down the pen. 
In vain wilt it be objected again, that we 
can move without being moved, as we 
can convince wdthout being convinced. It 
is much easier to deceive our reason than 
oiu'selves : a trifling defect in reasoning 
may be overseen, and lead a man astray, 
for it requires reason and time to detect 
the falsehood ; but our passions are not 
easily imposed upon,— our eyes, our ears, 
and every sense are watchful to detect 
the imposture. 

No discourse can be eloquent that does 
not elevate the mind. Pathetic eloquence, 
it is true, has for its only object to aftect ; 
but I appeal to men of sensibility, wflielher 
their pathetic feelings are not accompanied 
with some degree of elevation. We may 
then call eloquence and sublimity the 
same thing, since it is impossible to be 
one without feeling the other. Hence it 
follows, that w^e may be eloquent in any 
language, since no language refuses to paint 
those sentiments with w'hich we are 
thoroughly impressed. What is usually 
called sublimity of style seems to be only 
an error. Eloquence is not in the W'ords, 
but in the subject ; and in great concerns, 
the more .simply anything is expressed, 
it is generally the more sublime. True 
eloquence does not consist, as the rheto- 
ricians assure us, in saying great things in 
a sublime style, but in a simple style: 
for there is, properly speaking, no such 
thing as a sublime style ; the sublimity 
lies only in the things ; and when they 


are not so, the language may be turgid, 
affected, and metaphorical, — but not af- 
fecting. 

What can be more simply expressed 
than the following extract from a cele- 
brated preacher, and yet what was ever 
more sublime? Speaking of the small 
number of the elect, he breaks out thus 
among his audience : — “ Let me suppose 
that this was the last hour of us all — that 
the heavens were opening over our heads 
— that time was past and eternity begun — ■ 
that Jesus Christ in all His glory, that man 
of sorrow's, in all His glory, appeared on 
the tribunal, and that we were assembled 
here to receive our final decree of life or 
death eternal ! Let me ask, impressed 
w'ith terror like you, and not separating 
my lot from yours, but putting myself in 
the same situation in which w'e must all 
one day appear before God, our Judge, — 
let me ask, if Jesus Christ should now 
appear to make the terrible separation of 
the just from the unjust, do you think the 
greatest number would be saved ? Do you 
think the number of the elect would even 
be equal to that of the sinners ? Do you 
think, if all our w'orks were examined 
with justice, w'ould He find ten just per- 
sons in this great assembly ? Monsters of 
ingratitude ! w'ould He find one ?” Such 
passages as these are sublime in every 
language. The expression may be less 
striking, or more indistinct, but the great- 
ness of the idea still remains. In a word, 
we may be eloquent in every language 
and in every style, since elocution is only 
an assistant, but not a constituter, of elo- 
quence. 

Of what use, then, will it be said, are 
all the precepts given us upon this head 
both by the ancients and moderns? I 
answer, that they cannot make us elo- 
quent, but they will certainly ])revent us 
from becoming ridiculous. They can 
seldom procure a single beauty, but they 
may banish a thousand faults. The true 
method of an orator is not to attempt 
alw'ays to move, always to affect, to be 
continually sublime, but at proper intervals 
to give rest both to his owm and the pas- 
sions of his audience. In these periods 
of relaxation, or of preparation rather, 
rules may teach him to avoid anything low-, 
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’• trivial, or tlisgusting. Thus criticism, pro- I I have attended most of our pulpit 

■ perly speaking, is intended not to assist 1 orators, who, it must be owned, write 
those parts wfilch arc sublime, but those extremely well upon the text they assume. 

! ' which arc naturally mean and humble, | To give them their due also, they read 

wliich are composed with coolness and their sermons with elegance and propriety; 
caution, and where the orator rather en- but this goes^but a very short way in true 
- ‘ deavours not to offend than attempts to eloquence. The speaker must be moved. 

; : please. tids, in this alone, our English divines 

I have hitherto insisted more strenuously are deficient. Were they to speak to 
i| on that eloquence which speaks to the a few calm, dispassionate hearers, they 

: \ passions, as it Is a species of oratory almost certainly use the properest methods of 

1 ! unknown in England. At the bar it is address ; but their audience is chiefly 

! \ t[uite discontinued, and I think with justice, composed of the poor, w'ho must be influ- 

In the senate it is used but sparingly, as enced by motives of reward and punish- 

■ f the orator speaks to enlightened judges, ment, and whose only virtues lie in self- 

' Ihit in the pulpit, in which the orator interest or fear. 

should chiefly address the vulgar, it seems tlow, then, are such to be addressed ? 
strange that it should be entirely laid not by studied periods or cold disqui- 
aside. sitions; not by the labours of the head, 

The vulgar of England are, without but the honest spontaneous dictates of the 
excc])tion, the most barbarous and the most heart. Neither writing a sermon with 
unknowing of any in Europe. A greiat regular periods, and all the harmony of 
part of their ignoranee may be chiefly elegant expression — neither reading it 
ascribed to their teachers, who, with with emphasis, propriety, and deliberation 
the most pretty, gentlemanlike serenity, — -neither pleasing with metaphor, simile, 
deliver tlieir cool discourses, and address or rhetorical fustian — neither arguing 
the reason of men who have never reasoned coolly, and untying consequences united 
in rdl their lives. They are told of cause in d priori^ nor bundling up inductions i 
and efleot, of beings self-existent, and the posteriori — neither pedantic jargon, nor 

universal scale of beings. They are in- I academicaltrifling, can persuade the pour, 

formed of the excellence of the Bangorian | Writing a discourse coolly in tlie closet, 

controversy, and tlie absurdity of an inter- , then getting it by memory* and delivering 

mediate slate. The spruce preacher reads ' it on vSimclays, even that will not do, 

his lucubration without lifting his nose i What then is to be done? I know of no 

from the text, and never ventures to earn | expedient to speak — to speak at once in- 

the shame of an enthusiast. ^ telligibly and feelingly — except to iinder- 

By tins means, though his audience | stand tlie language — to be convinced of 

feel not one word of all he says, he earns, i the truth of the object— to be perfectly 

hr.)wcver, among his acquaintance, the j acquainted with the subject in view-— to 

character of a man of sense : among his j prepossess yourself with a low opinion of 

acqiiaiiitance only, did I say? nay, even j your audience— and , to do the rest ex- 

with his bishop. tempore : by this means strong expres- 

riie polite of every country have several sions, new thoughts, rising passions, and 

motives to induce thoni to a rectitude of the true declamatory .style, will naturally 

action,— the love of virtue for its own ensue. 

sake, the shanie of ^offending, and the Fine declamation does not consist in 
desire ot pleasing. The vulgar have but flowery periods, delicate allusions, of 
one, —the enforcements of religion ; and musical cadences, but in a plain open 
yet those who should push this motive loose style, where the periods are long and 
Iiome to their hearts are basely found to obvious; where the same thought is often 
desert their post. They speak to- the exhibited in several points of view: all 
Squire, the phiiosopher, and the pedant ; this strong sense, a good memory, and a 
but tlie pooij those who really want instruc- small share of experience will furmsh to 
tiom are left uninstructed. every orator: and without these a^cler- 
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gyman may be called a fine preacher, a their tones } where every sentiment, every 
judicious preacher, and a man of good expression, seems the result of meditation 
sense; he may make his hearers admire and deep study. 

his understanding, but will seldom en- Tillotson has been commended as the 
lighten theirs, model of pulpit eloquence : thus far he 

When I think of the Methodist preachers should be imitated, where he generally 
among us, how seldom they are endued strives to convince rather tlian to please ; 
with common sense, and yet how often but to adopt his long, dry, and sometimes 
and how justly they affect their hearers ; I tedious discussions, which serve to amuse 
cannot avoid saying within myself, Had only divines, and are utterly neglected by 
tlicsc been bred gentlemen and been the generality of mankind — to praise the 
endued with even the meanest share of intricacy of his periods, which are too 
understanding, what might they not effect ! long to be spoken^ — to continue his cool 
l^id our bishops, who can add dignity phlegmatic manner of enforcing every 
to their expostulations, testify the same truth,— -is certainly erroneous. As I said 
fervour, and entreat their hearers, as well before, the good 2>reachcr should adopt 
as argue, what might not be the coiise- no model, write no sermons, study no 
<{uence! The vulgar, by which I mean periods; let him but understand his sub- 
the bulk of mankind, would then have a ject, the language he speaks, and be con- 
double motive to love religion ; first, from vinced of the truths he delivers. It is 
seeing its professors honoured here, and amazing to what heights eloquence of 
next, from the consequences hereafter, this kind may reacli ! Tliis is that elo- 
At present the enthusiasms of the poor quence the ancients represented as light- 
are opposed to law; did law conspire ning, bearing down every opposer; this 
with their enthusiasms, we should not the power which has turned whole assem- 
only be the happiest nation upon earth, blies into astonishment, admiration, and 
but the wisest also. awe; that is described by the torrent, 

Enthusiasm in religion, which prevails the flame, and every other instance of 
only among tlic vulgar, should be the irresistible impetuosity, 
chief object of politics. A society uf en- But to attempt such noble heights be- 
thusiasls, governed by reason, among the | longs only to llie truly great or the truly 
great, is the most indissoluble, the most i good. To discard the lazy manner of 
virtuous, and the mo.st efficient of its own | reading sermons, or speaking sermons by 
decrees that can be imagined. Every I rote ; to set up singly against the opposi- 
country possessed of any degree of I tion of men who are attached to their own 
strength have had their enthusiasms, | errors, and to endeavour to be great, instead 
which ever serve as laws among the of being prudent, are qualities w'e seldom 
people. The Greeks had their /caAo/cd- see united. A minister of the Church of 
yaOta, the Romans their Atfior Patriae,, England, who may be possessed of good 
and wc the truer and firmer bond of the sense and some hopes of preferment, will 
Protestant Religion. The principle is seldom give up such substantial advan- 
the same in all : how much, then, is it tages for the empty pleasure of improving 
the duty of those •whom the law has society. By his present method he is 
appointed teachers of this religion, to liked by his friends, admired by his depen- 
enforce its obligations, and to raise those dants, not displeasing to his bishop ; he 
enthusiasms among people, by which lives as well, eats and sleeps as well, as if 
alone political society can subsist? a real orator, and an eager assertor of 
From eloquence, therefore, the morals his mission ; he will hardly, therefore, 
of our people are to expect emendation : venture all this to be called, perhaps, an 
but how' little can they be improved by enthusiast; nor will he depart from cus- 
men who get into the pulpit rather to | toms established by the brotherhood, when, 
show their parts than convince us of the | by such a conduct, he only singles himself 
truth of what they deliver; who are pain- j out for their contempt, 
fully correct in their style, musical in] 
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CUSTOM AND LAWS COMPARED. 

What, say some, can give us a more con- 
temptible idea of a large state, than to 
find it mostly governed by custom ; to have 
few written laws, and no boundaries to 
mark the jurisdiction between the senate 
and the people? Among the number who 
speak in this manner is the great Montes- 
quieu, who asserts that every nation is free 
in proportion to the number of its written 
laws, and seems to hint at a despotic^ and 
arbitrary conduct in the present King of 
Prussia, who has abridged the laws of his 
country into a very short compass. 

As Tacitus and Alontesquieii happen to 
differ in sentiment upon a subject of so 
much importance, (for the Roman expressly 
asserts that the state is generally vicious 
in proportion to the number of its laws, ) 
it will not be amiss to examine it a little 
more minutely, and see whether a state 
which, like England, is burdened with a 
multiplicity of written laws, or which, like 
Switzerland, Geneva, and some other re- 
publics, is governed by custom and the 
determination of the judge, is best. 

And to prove the superiority of custom 
to written law we shall at least find 
history conspiring. Custom, or the tra- 
ditional observance of the practice of their 
forefathers, was what directed the Romans 
as well in their public as private deter- 
minations. Custom was appealed to in 
pronouncing sentence against a criminal, 
where part of the formulary was more 
imjorum. So Sallust, speaking of the 
expulsion of Tarquin, says mutato 7norc, 
and not lege muiata ; and Virgil, pacisque 
h}tp07tere tjiorem. So that, in those times 
of the empire in which the people re- 
tained their liberty, they were governed 
by custom j when they sank into oppres- 
sion an<l tyranny, they were restrained 
by new laws, and the laws of tradition 
abolished. 

As getting the ancients on our side is 
half a victory, it will not be amiss to 
fortify the argument with an observation 
of Chrysostom’s: “That the enslaved are 
the fittest to be governed by laws, and 
free men by custom.” Custom partakes 
of the nature of parental injunction; it 
is kept by the people themselves, and 


observed with a willing obedience. The 
observance of it must, therefore, be a 
mark of freedom ; and coming originally 
to a state froin the reverenced founders 
of its liberty, will be an encouragement 
and assistance to it ill the defence of that 
blessing : but a conquered people^ a nation 
of slaves, must pretend to none of this 
freedom, or these happy distinctions ; 
having, by degeneracy, lost all right to 
their brave forefathers’ free institutions, 
their masters will in policy take the for- 
feiture; and the fixing a conquest must 
be done by giving laws, which may every 
moment serve to remind the ])eople en- 
slaved of their conquerors; nothing being- 
more dangerous tlian to trust a late 
subdued jieople with old customs, that 
presently upbraid their degeneracy, and 
provoke them to revolt. 

The wisdom of the Roman republic in 
their veneration for custom, and back- 
wardness to introduce a new law, was per- 
haps the cause of their long continuance, 
and of the virtues of which they have set 
the w’orld so many examples. But to 
show in what that wisdom consists, it 
may be proper to observe, that the benefit 
of new wn-itten law's is merely confined to 
the consequences of their observance ; but 
customary laws, keeping up a veneration 
for the founders, engage men in the imita- 
tion of their virtues as well as policy. To 
this may be ascribed the religious regard 
the Romans paid to their forefathers’ 

I memory, and their adhering for so many 
ages to the practice of the same virtues, 
which nothing contributed more to efface 
than the introduction of a voluminous 
body of new laws over the neck of vener- 
able custom. 

The simplicity, conciseness, and anti- 
quity of custom gives an air of majesty and 
immutability that inspires awe and vene- 
ration ; but new' law's are too apt to be 
voluminous, perplexed, and indeterminate, 
whence must necessarily arise neglect, con- 
tempt, and ignorance. 

As every human institution is subject to 
gross imperfections, so laws must neces- 
^ sarily be liable to the same inconveniences, 

I and their defects soon discovered. Thus, 
through the weakness of one part all the 
I rest are liable to be brought into contempt. 
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But sucli weaknesses in a custom, for very 
obvious reasons, evade an examination ; 
besides, a friendly prejudice always stands 
up in their favour. 

But let us suppose a new law to be per- 
fectly equitable and necessary ; yet, if the 
procurers of it have betrayed a conduct 
that confesses by-ends and private motives, 
the disgust to the circumstances disposes 
us, unreasonably indeed, to an irreverence 
of the law itself ; but we are indulgently 
blind to the most visible imperfections of 
an old custom. Though we perceive the 
defects ourselves, yet we remain persuaded 
that our wise forefathers had good reason 
for what they did ; and though such 
motives no longer continue, the benefit 
will still go along with the observance, 
though we do not know how. It is thus 
the Roman lawyers speak : “ Non omnium 
qua^ a majoribus constituta sunt ratio 
reddi potest, et ideo rationes eorum qum 
constituimtur inquiri non oportet, alioquin 
multa ex his quae certa sunt subvertuntur.” 

Those laws which preserve to them- 
selves the greatest love and observance 
must needs l)e best; l)ut custom, as it 
executes itself, must l )e necessarily superior 
to written laws in this respect, which are 
to 1)e executed l>y another. Thus, nothing 
can l)e more certain than that numerous 
written laws are a sign of a degenerate 
community, and are frequently not the 
consequences of vicious morals in a state, 
but the causes. 

Hence we see how much greater benefit 
it would be to the state rather to alu'idge 
than increase its laws. We every day 
find them increasing ; acts and reports, 
which may be termed the acts of judges, 
are every day becoming more voluminous, 
and loading the subject with new penalties. 

Laws ever increase in number and seve- 
rity, until they at length are strained so 
tight as to break themselves. Such was 
the case of the latter empire, whose laws 
were at length become so strict, that the 
barbarous invaders did not bring servitude 
but liberty. 

OF THE PRIDE AND LUXURY OF THE 
MIDDLING CLASS OF PEOPLE. 

Of all the follies and absurdities under 
which this great metropolis labours, there 


is not one, I believe, that at present 
appears in a more glaring and ridiculous 
light, than the pride and luxury of the 
middling class of people. Their eager- 
desire of being seen in a sphere far above 
their capacities and circumstances is daily 
— nay, hourly— instanced ]:>y the prodigious 
numbers of mechanics \vho flock to the 
races, gaming tables, brothels, and all 
public diversions this fashionable town 
affords. 

You shall see a grocer or a tallow- 
chandler sneak from behind the counter, 
clap on a laced coat and a bag, fly to the 
E O table, throw away fifty pieces with 
some sharping man of quality; while his 
industrious wife is selling a pennyworth 
of sugar, or k pound of candles, to 
support her fashionable spouse in his 
extravagances, 

I was led into this reflection by an odd 
adventure which happened to me the other 
day at Epsom races, whither 1 went, not 
through any desire, I do assure you, of 
laying bets or winning thousands, but at 
the earnest request of a friend, who had 
long indulged the curiosity of seeing the 
sport, very natural for an Englishman. 
\Vhen we had arrived at the course, and 
had taken several turns to observe tlie 
different objects that made up this whim- 
sical group, a figure suddenly darted by 
us, mounted and dressed in all the elegance 
of those polite gentry who come to show 
you tliey have a little money, and rather 
than pay their just debts at home, gene- 
rously come abroad to bestow it on 
gamblens and pickpockets. As I had not 
an opportunity of viewing his face till his 
return, I gently walked after him, and met 
him as he came back, when, to my no 
small surprise, I beheld in this gay Nar- 
cissus the visage of Jack Varnish, an humble 
vendor of prints. Disgusted at the sight, 
1 pulled my friend by the sleeve, pressed 
liim to return home, telling him all the 
way, that I was so enraged at the fellow’s 
impudence, that I was resolved never to 
lay out another penny with him. 

And now, pray, sir, let me beg of you 
to give this a place in your paper, that 
Mr; Vaniish may understand he mistakes 
the thing quite, if he imagines horse-racing 
commendable in a tradesman ; and that 
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he ^vho is revelling every night in the arras 
of a common strumpet (though blessed 
with an indulgent wife), when he ought to 
be minding his business, will never thrive 
in this world. He will find himself soon 
mistaken, his finances decrease, his friends 
shun him, customers fail off, and himself 
thrown into a gaol. I would earnestly re- 
commend this adage to every mechanic in 
London, “ Keep your shop, and your shop 
will keep you.’* A strict observance of 
these words will, I am sure, in time gain 
them estates. Industry is the road to 
wealth, and honesty to happiness; and 
he who strenuously endeavours to pursue 
them both may never fear the critic’s lash 
or the sharp cries of penury and want. 

SABINUS AND OLINDA. 

In a fair, rich, and flourishing country, 
wliose cliffs are washed by the German 
ocean, lived Sabinus, a youth formed by 
nature to make a conquest wherever he 
thought proper ; but the constancy of his 
disposition fixed liim only with Olinda. 
He was indeed superior to her in fortune; 
but that defect on her side was so amply 
supplied by her merit, that none was 
thought more worthy of his regards than 
she. He loved her— he was beloved by 
her ; and in a short time, liy joining hands 
publicly, tliey avowed the union of their 
hearts. Bui, alas I none, however for- 
tunate, however happy, arc exempt from 
the shafts of envy ami the malignant 
effects of ungoverned ap]‘)eUte. How un- 
safe, how detestable, are they who have 
this fury for their guide ! How certainly 
will it lead them from themselves, and 
plunge them in errors they would have 
shuddered at, even in apprehension ! 
Ariaua, a lady of many amiable qualities, 
very nearly allied to Sabinus, and highly 
esteemed by him, imagined herself slighted 
and injuriously treated since his marriage 
with (31inda. By incautiously suffering 
this jealousy to corrode in her breast, 
she began to give a loose to passion ; she 
forgot those many virtues for. which she 
had been so long and so justly applauded. 
Causeless suspicion and mistaken resent- 
ment betrayed her into all the gloom of 
discontent; she sighed without ceasing; 
the happiness of others gave her intoleral3e 


pain; she thought of nothing but revenge. 
How unlike what she was, —the cheerful, 
the prudent, the compassionate Ariana. 

She continually laboured to disturl.) an 
union so lirmly, so affectionately founded, 
and planned every scheme which she 
i thought most likely to disturb it. 

I Fortune seemed willing to promote her 
j unjust intentions: the circumstances of 

* Sabinus had been long embarrassed by a 
I tedious lawsuit, and the court determining 
i the cause unexpectedly in favour of his 
I opponent, it sank his fortune to the lowest 
I pitch of penury from the higliest affluence. 

From the nearness of relationship, Sabinus 
expected from Ariana those assistances his 
present situation required ; but slie was 
insensible to all his entreaties and the jus- 
tice of every remonstrance, unless he first 
separated from Olinda, whom she regarded 
! with detestation. Upon a compliance 
I with her desires in this respect, she pro- 
i raised that her fortune, her interest, and 
; her all should be at his command, wSabi- 
i nus was shocked at tlie proposal ; he loved 
I his wife with inexpressible tenderness, and 
i refused those offers with indignation which 
! were to be purchased at so high a price. 

* yVriana was no less displeased to find her 
I offers rejected, and gave a loose to all 
' that warmth which she had long endca- 
I voured to suppress. Reproach generally 
I produces recrimination ; the quarrel rose 
j to such a height, that Sabinus was 
j marked for destruction, and the very next 
! day, upon the strength of an old family 
I debt, he was sent to gaol, with none but 
I Olinda to comfort him in his miseries. 

In this mansion of distress they lived 
I together with resignation, and even with 
i comfort. She provided llie frugal meal, 

I and he read to her while employed in the 
I little offices of domestic concern. Their 
fellow-prisoners admired their content- 
ment, and whenever they had a desire of 
relaxing into mirth, and enjoying those 
little comforts that a prison affords, .Sabi- 
nus and Olinda were sure to be of tlie 
_ party. Instead of reproaching each other 
! for their mutual wretchedness, they both 
i lightened it, by bearing each a sliare of 
j the load imposed by Providence. When- 
; ever Sabinus showed the least concern on 
I his dear partner’s account, she conjured 
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him by the love he bore her, ]:>y those 
tender ties which now united them for 
ever, not to discompose himself ; that so 
long as his affection lasted, slie defied all 
the ills of fortune and every loss of fame 
or friendship; that nothing could make 
her miserable Init his seeming to want 
happiness; nothing pleased but his sym- 
pathising with her pleasure. A continu- 
ance in prison soon robbed them of the 
little they had left, and famine began to 
make its horrid appearance ; yet still was 
neither found to murmur : they both 
looked upon their little boy, who, insen- 
sible of their or his own distress, was 
playing about the room, with inexpressible 
yet silent anguish, when a messenger came 
to inform them that Ariana was dead, and 
that her will in favour of a very distant 
relation, who was now in another country, 
might easily be procured and burnt, in 
winch case all her large fortune would 
revert to him, as being the next heir at 
law. 

xV proposal of so base a nature filled 
om* unhappy couple with horror; they 
ordered the messenger immediately out 
of the room, and, falling upon each other’s 
neck, indulged an agony of sorrow, for 
now even all hopes of relief were banished. 


..happiness with Olinda, and both w^ere 
happy in the friendship and assistance of 
Ariana, who, dying soon after, left them 
in, possession of a large estate, and in her 
last moments confessed, that virtue was 
the only path to true glory ; and tliat, 
however innocence may for a time be 
depressed, a steady perseverance will in 
time lead it to a certain victory. 


THE SENTIMENTS OF A FRENCHMAN 
ON THE TEMPER OF TPIE ENGLISH. 


Nothing is so uncommon among the 
English as that easy affability, that instant 
miethod of acquaintance, or that cheer- 
fulness of disposition, which make in 
France the charm of every society. Yet 
in this gloomy reserve they seem to pride 
themselves, and think themselves less 
happy if obliged to be more social. One 
may assert, without wronging them, that 
they do not .study the method of going 
through life with pleasure and tranquillity 
like the French. Might not this be a 
proof that they are not so much philo- 
sophers as they imagine? Philosophy is 
no more than the art of making ourselves 
happy ; that is, of seeking pleasure in 
regularity, and reconciling what we owe 
to society with what is due to oin selves. 


The messenger who made the proposal. This cheerfulness, which is the cha- 
however, was only a spy sent by xAriana racterisdc of our nation, in the eye of an 
to sound the dispositions of a man she at Englishman passes almost for folly. But 
once loved and persecuted. This lady, is their gloominess a greater mark of their 
though warped by wrong passions, was wisdom? and, folly against folly, is not 
naturally kind, judicious, and friendly, the most cheerful sort the best? If our 
She found that all her attempts to shake gaiety makes them .sad, they ought not to 
the constancy or tlie integrity of Sabinus imd it strange if tlieir seriousness makes 
were ineffectual; she had therefore begun us laugh. 

to reflect, and to wonder how she could As this disposition to levity is not 
so long and so unprovoked injure such familiar to them, and as they look on 
uncommon fortitude and affection. eveiything as a fault which they do not 

She had, from the next room, herself find at home, the English who live among 
heard the reception given to the messenger, us are hurt by it. Several of their authors 
and could not avoid feeling all the force reproach us with it as a vice, or at least 
()f superior virtue : she therefore reassumed as a ridicule. 

her former goodness of heart ; she came Mr. Addison styles us a comic nation, 
into the room with tears in her eyes, and In my opinion, it is not acting the phiT)- 
acknowledged the severity of her former sopher on this point, to regard as a fiiult 
treatment. She bestowed her first care that quality which contributes most to 
111 providing them all the necessary sup- the pleasure of society and happiness 
plies, and acknowledged them as the most of life. Plato, convinced that whatever 
deserving heirs of her fortune. From this makes men happier makes them belter, 
moment Sabinus enjoyed an uninterrupted advises to neglect nothirg that may excite 
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tiiid convert to an early habit this sense | 
of joy in children. Seneca places it in 'I 
the first rank of good things. Certain it ' 
is, at least, that gaiety may be a con- 
comitant of all sorts of virtue, but that 
there are some vices with which it is 
incompatible. 

As to him who laughs at everything, 
and him who laughs at nothing, neither 
of them has sound judgment. All the 
difference I find between them is, that 
the last is constantly the most unhappy. 
Those who speak against cheerfulness 
prove nothing else but that they were 
born melancholic, and that, in their hearts, 
they rather envy than condemn that levity 
they affect to despise. 

The Spectator, whose constant object 
was the good of mankind in general, and 
of his own nation in particular, should, 
according to his own principles, place 
cheerfulness among the most desirable 
qualities; and, probably, whenever he 
contradicts himself in this particular, it 
is only to conform to the tempers of the 
people whom he addresses. He asserts 
that gaiety is one great obstacle to the 
prudent conduct of women. But are 
those of a melancholy temper, as the 
English women generally are, less subject 
to the foibles of love? I am acquainted 
with some doctors in this science, to whose 
judgment I would more willingly refer 
than to his. And perhaps, in reality, 
persons naturally of a gay temper are too 
easily taken off by different olyects to 
give themselves up to all the excesses of 
tins passion. 

Mr. Holibes, a celel)rated philosopher 
of his nation, maintains that laughing 
proceeds from our pride alone. This" is 
only a paradox, if asserted of laughing 
in genera], and only argues that mis- 
antliropical disposition for which he was 
remarkable. 

To bring tlie causes he assigns for 
laughing under suspicion it is sufficient 
to remark, that proud people are com- 
monly those who laugh least. Gravity 
is the inseparable companion of piide. 
To say that a man is vain, because the 
humour of a writer, or the buffooneries of 
an harlequin, excite his laughter, would 
be advancing a great absurdity. ^Ye 


should distinguish between laughter in- 
spired by joy and that which arises from 
mockery. The malicious sneer is impro- 
perly called laughter. It must be owned, 
that pride is the parent of such laughter 
as this: but this is, in itself, vicious; 
whereas the other sort has nothing in 
its principles or effects that deserves con- 
demnation. We find this amiable ' in 
others, ahd is it unhappiness to feel a 
disposition towards it in ourselves? 

When I see an Englishman laugh, I 
fancy I rather see him hunting after joy 
than having caught it; and this is more 
particularly remarkable in their women, 
whose tempers are inclined to melancholy. 
A laugh leaves no more traces on their 
•countenance than a fiasli of lightning on 
the face of the heavens. The most laugh- 
ing air is instantly succeeded by the most 
gloomy. One would be apt to think that 
their souls open with difficulty to joy, or, 
at least, that joy is not pleased with its 
habitation there. 

In regard to fine raillery, it must be 
allowed tliat it is not natural to the Eng- 
lisli, and, therefore, those who endeavour 
at it make but an ill figure. Some of 
their authors have candidly confessed, 
that pleasantry is quite foreign to their 
character; but, according to the reason 
they give, they lose nothing Ijy this con- 
fession. Bishop Sprat gives the following 
one : “ The English,” says he, “ have too 
much bravery to submit to be derided, 
and too mucli virtue and lionour to mock 
others.” 

No. VUI. — Saturday, Noz^emher 24, 

ON DECEIT AND FALSEHOOD. 
The following account is so judiciously 
conceived, that I am convinced the ]-eader 
will be more pleased with it than with 
anything of mine; so I shall make no 
apology for this new publication : — 

To the Author of the Bee. 

Sir, — Deceit and falsehood have ever 
been an overmatch for truth, and followed 
and admired by the majority of mankind. 
If we inquire after the reason of this, we 
shall find it in our own imaginations, 
which are amused and entertained with 
■ the perpetual novelty and variety that 
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fiction affords, but find no manner of de- 
light in the uniform simplicity of homely 
truth, which still sues them under the 
same appearance. 

He, therefore, that would gain our 
hearts, must make his court to our fancy, 
which, being sovereign controller of the 
passions, lets them loose, and inflames 
them more or less, in proportion to the 
force and efficacy of the first cause, which 
is ever the more powerful the more new 
it is. Thus, in mathematical demonstra- 
tions themselves, though they seem to 
aim at pure truth and instruction, and to 
be addressed to our reason alone, yet I 
think it is pretty plain, that our under- 
standing is only made a drudge to gratify 
our invention and curiosity, and we are 
pleased, not so much because our dis- 
coveries are certain, as because they are 
new. 

I do not deny but the world is still 
pleased with things that pleased it many 
ages ago, but it should at the same time 
be considered, that man is naturally so 
much a logician, as to distinguish between 
matters that are plain and easy, and others 
that are hard and inconceivable. What 
we understand we overlook and despise, 
and what we know nothing of we hug 
and delight in. Thus there are such 
things as perpetual novelties ; for we are 
pleased no longer than we are amazed, 
and nothing so much contents us as that 
which confounds us. 

This weakness in human nature gave 
occasion to a party of men to make such 
gainful markets as they have done of our 
credulity. All objects and facts what- 
ever now ceased to be what they had been 
for ever before, and received what make 
and meaning it was found convenient to 
put upon them : what people eat, and 
drank, and saw, was not what they eat, 
and drank, and saw, but something farther, 
which they were fond of because they 
were ignorant of it. In short, nothing 
was itself, but something beyond itself; 
and by these artifices and amusements the 
heads of the world were so turned and 
intoxicated, that at last there was scarce 
a sound set of brains left in it. 

In this state of giddiness and infatuation 
it was ng very hard task to persuade the 


already deluded that there was an actual 
society and communion between human 
creatures and spiritual demons. And 
when they had thus put people into the 
power and clutches of the devil, none 
but they alone could have either skill or 
strength to bring the prisoners back again. 
"*feiit so far did they cany this dreadful 
drollery, and so fond were they of it, that 
to maintain it and themselves in profitable 
repute they literally sacrificed for it, and 
made impious victims of, numberless old 
women and other miserable persons, who 
either through ignorance could not say 
what they were bid to say, or through 
madness said what they should not liave 
said. Fear and stupidity made them 
incapable of defending tliemselves, and 
frenzy and infatuation made them confess 
guiltyimpossibilities, which produced cruel 
sentences, and then inhuman executions. 

Some of these wretched mortals, finding 
themselves eiTltet hateful or terrible to all, 
and befriended by none, and perhaps want- 
ing the common necessaries of life, came 
at last to alihor themselves as much as they 
! were abhorred by others, and grew willing 
to be burned or hanged out of a world 
which was no other to them than a scene 
of persecution and anguish. 

Others of .strong imaginations and little 
understandings v'ere, l)y positive and re- 
peated charges against tlieni of committing 

■ mischievous and supernatural facts and 
I villanies, deluded to judge of themselves 
I by the judgment of their enemies, whose 
I weakness or malice prompted them to Ire 
j accusers. And many have been con- 
I demned as witches and dealers with the 

■ devil for no other reason hut their know- 
I ing more than those who accused, tried, 

; and passed sentence upon them. 

In these ca.ses credulity is a much 
greater error than infidelity, and it is 
.safer to believe nolliing than too much. 
A man that believes little or nothing of 
witchcraft will destroy nobody for l>eing 
under the imputation of it ; and so far he 
certainly acts with humanity to others 
and safety to himself ; hut he that credits 
all or too much, upon that article, is 
obliged, if he acts consistently with his 
persuasion, to kill all those whom he takes 
to be the killers of mankind ; and such are 
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witches. It would be a jest and a contra- 
diction to say that he is for sparing them 
wlio are harmless of that tribe, since the 
received notion of their supposed contract 
with the devil implies, that ^ they are 
engaged, by covenant and inclination, to 
do all the mischief they possibly can. 

I have heard many stories of witches, 
and read many accusations against them ; 
but I do not remember any that would 
have induced me to have consigned over 
to the halter or the flame any of those 
deplorable wretches, who, as they share 
our likeness and nature, ought to share 
our compassion, as persons cruelly accused 
of impossilhlities. 

But we love to delude ourselves, and 
often fancy or forge an effect, and then 
set ourselves as gravely as ridiculously to 
find out the cause. Thus, for example, 
when a dream or the hyp has given us false 
terrors or imaginary pains, we immediately 
conclude that the infernal tyrant owes us 
a spite, and inflicts his wrath and stripes 
upon us by tlie liands of some of his 
sworn servants among us. For this end 
an old woman is promoted to a seat in 
Satan’s privy-council, and appointed his 
executioner in chief within her district. So 
ready ami civil are we to allow the devil 
the dominion over us, and even to provitle 
him with butchers and hangmen of our 
own make and nature. 

I have often wondered why we did not, 
in choosing our projmr officers for Beel- 
zebub, lay the lot rather upon men than 
women, the former being more bold and 
robust, and more equal to that liloody 
service; but, upon inquiry, I find it has 
been so ordered for two reasons : first, the 
men, having the whole direction of this 
alTiir, are wise enough to slip their own 
necks out of the collar ; and, secondly, an 
old woman is grown by custom the most 
avoided and most iinpitied creature under 
the sun, the very name carrying contempt 
and satire in it. And so far, indeed, we 
pay but an iincoiirtly sort of respect to 
Satan, in sacrificing to liim nothing but 
the dry sticks of human nature. 

We have a wondering quality within 
us, which finds huge gratification when we 
see strange feats done, and cannot at the 
saitie tirjq^ see the doer or the c^use. Such 


actions are sure to be attributed to some 
witch or demon; for if we come to find 
they are slily performed by artists of our 
own species, and by causes purely natural, 
our delight dies with bur amazement. 

It is, therefore, one of the most untliank- 
fiil offices in the world, to go about to 
expose the mistaken notions of witchcraft 
and spirits; it is robbing mankind of a 
valuable imagination, and of the privilege 
of being deceived. Those wlio at any 
time undertook the task have always met 
with rough treatment and ill language for 
their pains, and seldom escaped the im- 
putation of atheism, because they u^oiihl 
not allow the devil to be. too powerful fin* 
the Almighty. For my part, I am so 
much a heretic as to believe that Clod 
Almighty, and not the devil, governs the 
world. 

If we inquire what are the common 
marks and symptoms by which witches 
are discovered to be such, we shall see 
how reasonably and mercifully those poor 
creatures were burned and hanged who 
unhappily fell under that name. 

In the first place, the old woman must 
be prodigiously ugly ; lier eyes hollow and 
red, her face shrivelled ; she goes double, 
and her voice tremlfies. It frequently 
hapv)ens tliat this rueful figure frightens 
a child into the palpitation of the heart : 
home he runs, and tells his mamma that 
Goody Siich-a-one looked at him, and he 
is very ill. The good woman cries out 
her dear baby is bewitched, and sends for 
the parson and the coiislahlo. 

It is moreover necessary that she be 
very poor. It is true her master, Satan, 
has mines and hidden treasures in his 
gift ; but no matter, she is, for all that, 
very poor, and live.s on alms. She goes 
to Sisly the cook-maid for a dish of brotli, 

; or the heel oi a loaf, and Sisly denies them 
j to lier. The old woman goes away rnut- 
; tering, and perhaps in less than a montlx’s 
I time Sisly hears the voice of a cat, and 
I strains her ankles, which are certain signs 
! that she is bewitched. 

I A farmer sees his cattle die of the mur- 
: rain, and his sheep of the rot, and poor 
; Goody is forced to be the cause of their 
death, because she was seen talking to 
I herself the evening before sugh a ewe 
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departed, and had been gathering sticks 
at the side of the wood wliere such a cow 
run mad. 

The old woman has always for her com- 
panion an old grey cat, which is a disguised 
devil too, and confederate with Goody in 
works of darkness. They frequently go 
journeys into Kgypt upon a broom-staff 
'in half an hour’s time, and now and then 
Goody and her cat change shapes. The 
neighbours often overhear them in deep 
and solemn discourse together, plotting 
some dreadful mischief, you may be sure. 

There is a famous way of trying witches, 
recommended by King James I. The old 
woman is tied hand and foot, and thrown 
into the river; and if she swims, she is 
guilty, and taken out and burned ; but if 
she is innocent, she sinks, and is only | 
tlrowned. 

The witches are said to meet their 
master frequently in churches and church- 
yards. I wonder at the boldness of Satan 
and his congregation, in revelling and 
playing mountebank farces on consecrated 
ground ; and I have as often wondered at 
the oversight and ill policy of some people 
in allowing it possible. 

It would have l)een both dangerous and 
impious to have treated tins subject at one 
certain time in this ludicrous manne-. It 
used to be managed with all possible 
gravity, and even terror: and indeed it 
w'as inade a tragedy in all its parts, and 
thousands were sacrificed, or rather mur- 
dered, by such evidence and colours as, 
God be thanked ! we are this day ashamed 
of. An old woman may l^e miserable 
now, and not be hanged for it. 

AN ACCOUNT OF THE AUGUSTAN 
AGE OF ENGLAND. 

The history of the rise of language and 
learning is calculated to gratify curiosity 
rather tiian to satisfy the understanding^. 
An account of that period only when lan- 
guage and learning arrived at its highest 
perfection is the most conducive to real 
improvement, since it at once raises 
emulation and directs to the proper ob- 
jects. The age of 1.00 X. in Italy is 
confessed to be the Augustan age with 
them: tlie French writers seem agreed 



to give the same appellation to that of 
£ouis XIV. : but the Fhiglish are yet un- 
determined with respect to themselves. 

Some have looked upon the writers in 
the times of Queen Elizabeth as the true 
standard for futai* e imitation ; others have 
descended to the reign of James I. ; and 
others still loweiy to that of Charles II. 
Were I to be permitted to offer an opinion 
upon this subject, I should readily give my 
vote for the reign of Queen Anne, or some 
years liefore that period. It was then that 
taste was united to genius ; and as before 
our writers charmed with their strength of 
thinking, so then they pleased with strength 
and gi-ace united. In that period of British 
glory, though no writer attracts our atten- 
tion singly, yet, like stars lost in each other’s 
brightness, they have cast such a lusti-e 
upon the agein wliich they lived that tlieir 
minutest transactions will be attemled to 
by posterity with a greater eagerness than 
the most important occurrences of even 
empires which have been transacted in 
greater obscurity. 

At that period there seemed to be a just 
balance between patronage and the press. 
Before it, men were little esteemed wliose 
only merit w^as genius ; and since, men 
who can prudently be content to catch 
the public, are certain of living without 
dependence. But the writers of the 
period of which I am speaking, were 
sufficiently esteemed by the great, and 
i not rewarded enough by booksellers to 
! set them above dependence. Fame, con- 
! sequently, then was the truest road to 
; happiness; a sedulous attention to the 
I mechanical business of the day makes 
• the present never-ffiiling resource. 

I ThcageofCharles II., which ourcountry- 
I men term the age of wit and immorality, 
j produced some w-riters that at once served 
; to improve our language and corrupt our 
hearts. The king himself bad a large 
share of knowledge and some wit; and 
his courtiers w^ere generally men wlio had 
been brought up in the school of affliction 
' and experience. For this reason, when 
; the sunshine of their fortune returned, 
they gave too great a loose to pleasure, 
and language wais by them cultivated only 
as a tnode of elegance. Hence it became 
I more enervated, and w'as dashed with 
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quaintnesses, which gave the public wri- have lived in great distress. When he 
tings of those times a very illiberal air. died (which he did in an obscure house 
L’Estrange, who was by no means so near the Minories) he had about him the 
bad a writer as some have represented him, copy of a tragedy, which, it seems, he had 
was sunk in party faction ; and having sold for a trifle to Bentley the bookseller. 


generally the worst side of the argument, 
often had recourse to scolding, pertness, 


I have seen an advertisement at the end 
of one of L’Estrange’s political papers, 


and, consequently, a vulgarity that dis- offering a reward to any one who should 
covers itself even in his more liberal com- bring it to his shop. What an invalual.)le 
positions. He was the first writer who treasure was there irretrievably lost by 


regularly enlisted himself under the ban- 
ners of a party for pay, and fought for it, 
through right and wrong, for upvrards of 


the ignorance and neglect of the age he 
lived in. 

Lee had a great command of language 


forty literary campaigns. This intrepidity and vast force of expression, both which 
gained him "the esteem of Cromwell him- the best of our succeeding dramatic poets 
self j and the papers he wrote even just thought proper to take for their models, 
before the Revolution, almost with the Rowe, in particular, seems to have caught 
rope about his neck, have his usual cha- that manner, though in all other respects 


racters of impudence and perseverance. 


The other poets of that reign 


Tlmt he was a standard writer cannot be contributed but little towards improving 


disowned, because a great many very emi- 
nent authors formed their style by his. 


i the English tongue, and it is not certain 
i whether they did not injure rather than 


But his standard was far from being a just | improve it. Immorality has its cant as 
one; though, when party considerations j well as party, and many shocking expres- 
are set aside, he certainly was possessed sions now crept into the language, and 


of elegance, ease, and perspicuity. 


I became the transient fashion of the day. 


Dryden, though a great and undisputed I The upper galleries, by the prevalence of 
genius, had the same cast as L’Estrange, party sjnrit, were courted with great assi- 
Even his plays discover him to be a party duity, and a horse-laugh following ribaldry 
man, and the same principle infects his was the higliest instance of applause, the 
style in subjects of the lightest nature ; but chastity as well as energy of diction being 
the English tongue, as it stands at present, overlooked or neglected, 
is greatly his debtor. He first gave it Virtuous sentiment was recovered, but 
regular harmony, and discovered its latent energy of style never was. This, though 
powers. It was his pen that formed the disregarded in plays and party writings, 


Congreves, the Priors, and the Addisons, 
W'ho succeeded him ; and had it not been 


still prevailed amongst men of character 
and business. The despatches of .Sir 


fur Dryden, we never should have known Richard P'anshaw, Sir William Godolphin, 
a Pope, at least in the meridian lustre he Lord Arlington, and many other ministers 
now displays. But Dryden’s excellences of state, are all of them, with respect to 
as a writer were not confined to poetry diction, manly, bold, and nervous. Sir 
alone. There is in his prose writings an William Temple, though a man of no 
ease and elegance that have never yet learning, had great knowledge and expe- 
been so well united in works of taste or rience. He wrote always like a man of 
criticism. sense and a gentleman ; and his style is 

The English language owes very little the model by which the best prose writers 
to Otway, though, next to Shakespeare, in the reign of Queen Anne formed theirs, 
the greatest genius England ever produced The beauties of Mr. Locke’s style, though 
in tragedy. His excellences lay in paint- not so much celebrated, are as striking as 
ing directly from nature, in catching every that of his understanding. Pie never says ’ 
emotion just as it rises from, the soul, and more nor less than he ought, and never 
in all the powers of the moving and makes use of a word that “he could have 
pathetic. He appears to have had no changed for a better. The same obser- 
Iwmng, no critictil knowledge, and to vation holds good of Dr. Samuel Clarke. 
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]\Ir. Locke v/as a philosopher ; his 
antagonist, wStillingfleet, Bishop of Wor- 
cester, was a man of learning j and there- 
fore the contest l)etween them was unequal. 
Tlie cleainess of Mr. Locke’s head renders 
his language perspicuous, the learning of 
vStillingfleet’s clouds liis. This is an in- 
stance of the superiority of good sense 
over learning, towards the improvement 
of every language. 

There is nothing peculiar to the lan- 
guage of Archbishop Tillotson, but his 
manner of writing is inimitable ; for one 
who reads him wonders why he himself 
did not think and speak it in that very 
manner. The turn of his periods is 
agreeable though artless, and everything 
he says seems to flow spontaneously from 
inward conviction. Barrow, though greatly 
his superior in learning, falls short of him 
in other respects. 

The lime seems to be at hand when 
justice will be done to Mr. Cowley’s prose 
as well as poetical writiiigs ; and though 
his friend Dr. Sprat, Bishop of Rochester, 
in Ills diction falls far short of the abilities 
for which he has been celebrated, yet there 
is sometimes a happy flow in his periods, 
something that looks like eloquence. The 
style of his successor, Atterbury, has been 
much commended by his friends, which 
always happens when a man distinguishes 
himself in party ; but there is in it nothing 
extraordinary. Even the speech which he 
made for himself at the bar of the House 
of Lords, before he was sent into exile, is 
void of eloquence, though it has been 
cried up by his friends to such a degree 
that his enemies have suffered it to pass 
uncensured. 

The philosophic manner of Lord Shaf- 
tesbury^s writing is nearer to that of Cicei'O 
than any English author has yet arrived at; 
but perhaps had Cicero written in Eng- 
lish, his composition would have greatly 
exceeded that of our countryman. The 
diction of the latter is beautiful, but such 
beauty as upon nearer inspection carries 
with it evident symptoms of affectation. 
This has been attended with very dis- 
agi*eeable consequences. Nothing is so 
easy to copy as affectation, and his Lord- 
ship’s rank and fame have procured him 
more imitators in Britain than any other 


writer I know ; all faithfully preserving 
his blemishes, but unhappily not one of 
his beauties. 

Mr, Trenchard and Dr. Davenant were 
political writers of great abilities in diction, 
and their pamphlets are now standards in 
that way of writing. They were followed 
by Dean Swift, who, though in other 
respects far their superior, never could 
arise to that manliness and clearness of 
diction in political writing for which they 
were so justly famous. 

They were all of them exceeded by the 
late Lord Bolingbroke, whose strength 
lay in that province ; for as a philosopher 
and a critic he was ill qualified, being 
destitute of virtue fur the one, and of learn- 
ing for the other. His writings against 
Sir Robert Walpole are incomparably the 
best part of his works. The personal and 
perpetual antipathy he had for that family, 
to whose places he thought his own abilities 
had a right, gave a glow to his style, and 
an edge to his manner, that never yet have 
been equalled in political writing. His 
misfortunes and disappointments gave his 
mind a turn which his friends mistook for 
philosophy, and at one time of his life he 
had the art to impose the same belief 
upon some of his enemies. His idea of 
a patriot king, which I reckon (as indeed 
it was) amongst his writings against Sir 
Robert Walpole, is a masterpiece of dic- 
tion. Even in his other works his style 
is excellent ; but where a man either does 
not or will not understand the subject 
he writes on, there must always be a 
deficiency. In politics, he was generally 
master of what he undertook ; in morals, 
never. 

Mr. Addison, for a happy and natural 
style, will be always an honour to British 
literature. His diction, indeed, wants 
strength ; but it is equal to all the subjects 
he undertakes to handle, as he never (at 
least in his finished w’orks) attempts any- 
thing either in the argumentative or demon- 
strative way. 

Though Sir Richard Steele’s reputation 
as a public writer was owing to his con- 
nexions with Mr. Addison, yet after their 
intimacy was formed, Steele sank in his 
merit as an author. This was not owing 
I so much to the evident superiority on the 
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])art of AUdison, as to the unnatural efforts 
which Steele made to equal or eclipse Mm. 
This emulation destroyed that genuine flow 
of diction which is discoverable in all Ms 
former compositions. 

Whilst their writings engaged attention 
and the favour of the public, reiterated i 
but unsuccessful endeavours were made 
Towards forming a grammar of the English 
language. The authors of those efforts 
went upon wrong principles. Instead of 
endeavouring to retrench the absurdities 
of our language, and bringing it to a cer- 
tain criterion, their grammars were no 
other than a collection of rules attempting 
to naturalize those absurdities, and bring 
them under a regular system. 

.Somewhat effectual, however, might 
have been clone towards fix.ing the standard 
of the English language, had it not been 
for the spirit of party. For both Whigs 
and Tories being ambitious to stand at 
the head of so great a design, the Queen’s 
death happened before any plan of an 
academy could be resolved on. 

Meanwhile, the necessity of such an 
institution l)ecame every clay more appa- 
rent. The periodical and political writers, 
who then swarmed, adopted the very worst 
manner of L’ Estrange, till not only all 
decency, but all propriety, of language w^as 
lost in the nation. Leslie, a pert writer, 
with some wit and learning, insulted the 
government every week with the grossest 
abuse. His style and manner, both of 
which were illiberal, were imitated by 
Kidpalli, Defoe, Dimton, and others of 
the opposite party ; and Tolancl pleaded 
the cause of atheism and immorality in 
much the same strain : his subject seemed 
to del.>asc his diction, and he ever failed 
most in one, when he gi'ew most licen- 
tious in the other. 

Towards the end of Queen Anne’s reign 
some of the greatest xnen in England de- 
voted their time to party, and then a much 
better manner obtained in political wil- 
ting. Tvlr. Walpole, Mr. Addison, Mr. 
Mainwaring, IMr. Steele, and many mem- 
bers of both houses of Parliament, drew 
their pens for the Whigs ; but they seem 
to have been overmatched, though not 
in argument, yet in writing, by Boling- 
broke, Prior, Swift, Arbuthiiot, and the 


other friends of the opposite party. They 
who oppose a ministry have always a better 
field for ridicule and reproof than they 
who defend it. 

Since that period our writers have 
either been encouraged above their merits 
or below them. Some who were ])os- 
sessed of the meanest abilities accjiiired 
the highest preferments, while others who 
seemed born to reflect a lustre upon their 
■age perished by want or neglect, htorc, 
Savage, and Amherst were possessed of 
great abilities, yet they were suffered to 
feel all the miseries that usually attend the 
ingenious and the imprudent — that attend 
men of strong passions, and no phleg- 
matic reserve in their command. 

At present, were a man to attempt 
to improve his fortune or increase his 
friendship by poetry, he would soon feel 
the anxiety of disappointment. The press 
lies open, and is a benefactor to every sort 
of literature but that alone. 

I am at a loss wfliether to ascribe this 
falling off of the public to a vicious taste 
in the poet or in them. Perhaps both are 
to be reprehended. The poet, either drily * 
cUdactive, gives us rules which might 
appear abstruse even in a system of ethics, 
or, triflingly volatile, writes upon the most 
unworthy subjects; content, if he can give 
music instead of sense; content, if he 
can paint to the imagination williout any 
desires or endeavours to affect : the public, 
therefore, with justice, discard such empty 
sound, winch has nothing but a jingle, or, 
what is worse, the unmusical flow of biank 
verse, to recommend it. The late method, 
also, into -which our newspapers have 
fallen, of giving an epitome of every new 
oublication, must greatly damp the writer’s 
gemus. He finds himself, in this case, 
at the mercy of men who have neither 
abilities nor learning to distinguish his 
merit He '.finds his own composition 
mixed with the sordid trash of every daily 
scribbler. There is a sufficient specimen 
given of his work to abate curiosity, 
and yet so mutilated as to render him 
contemptible. His first, and perhaps his 
second, work by these means sink, among 
the crudities of the age, into oblivion. 
Fame, he finds, begins to turn her back: 
he therefore flies to profit, which invites 
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him, and he enrols himself in the lists of 
dulncss and of avarice for life. 

Yet there are still among us men of the 
greatest abilities, and who, in some parts 
of learning, have surpassed their prede- 
cessors. Justice and friendship might 
here impel me to speak of names which 
will shine out to all posterity, but prudence 
restrains me from what I should otherwise 
eagerly embrace. Envy might rise against 
every honoured name I should mention, 
since scarcely one of them has not those 
who are his enemies, or those who despise 
him, &c. 

OF THE OPERA IN ENGLAND. 

The rise and fall of our amusements 
]‘»rctty much resemble that of empire. 
They this day flourish without any visible 
cause for such vigour ; the next they decay 
without any reason that can be assigned 
for their downfall. Some years ago the 
Italian opera was the only fashionable 
amusement among our nobility. The ' 
managers of the play-houses dreaded it as ' 
a mortal enemy, and our very poets listed 
themselves in the opposition; at present 
the house seems deserted; the castmti sing 
to empty benches; even Prince Vologese 
himself, a youth of great expectations, 
sings himself out of breath, and rattles his 
chain to no purpose. 

To say the truth, the opera, as it is con- 
ducted among us, is but a very humdrum 
amusement : in other countries the deco- 
rations are entirely magnificent, the singers 
all excellent, and the burlettas, or inter- 
ludes, quite entertaining; the best poets 
compose the words, and the best masters 
the music ; but with us it is otherwise : 
the decorations are but trifling and cheap ; 
the singers, Mattei only excepted, but in- 
different. Instead of interlude, we have 
those sorts of skipping dances which are 
calculated for the galleries of the theatre. 
Every performer sings his favourite song, 
andthe music is only amedley of old Italian 
airs or some meagre modern capricio. 

When such is the case, it is not much to 
be wondered if the opera is pretty much 
neglected. The lower orders of people 
have neither taste nor fortune to relish 
such an entertainment ; they would find 
more satisfaction in the “ Roast Beef of 


Old England ” than in the finest closes of 
an eunuch ; they sleep amidst all the agony 
of recitative. On the other hand, people 
of fortune or taste can hardly be pleased 
where there is a visible poverty in the 
decorations, and an entire want of taste in 
the composition. 

Would it not surprise one, that when 
Metastasio is so well known in England, 
and so universally admired, the manager 
or the composer should have recourse 
to any other operas than those written 
by him? I might venture to say, that 
“written by Metastasio,” put up in the 
bills of the day, would alone be sufficient 
to fill a house, since thus the admirers of 
sense as well as sound might find enter- 
tainment. 

The performers also should be entreated 
to sing only their parts, without clapping 
in any of their own favourite airs. I must 
own, that sucl songs are generally to 
me the most disagreeable in the world. 
Every singer generally chooses a favourite 
air, not from the excellency of the music, 
but from difficulty; such songs are gener- 
ally chosen as surprise rather than please, 
where the performer may show his com- 
pass, his breath, and his volubility. 

Hence proceed those unnatural start- 
ings, those unmusical closings, and shakes 
lengthened out to a painful continuance ; 
such, indeed, may show a voice, but it 
must give a truly delicate ear the utmost 
uneasiness. vSiich tricks are not music; 
neither Corelli nor Pergolesi ever per- 
mitted them, and they begin even to be 
discontinued in Italy, where they first had 
their rise. 

And now I am upon the subject; our 
composers also should affect greater sim- 
plicity : let their bass clef have all the 
variety they can give it, — let the body of 
the music (if I may so express it) be as 
various as they please ; but let them a%^oid 
ornamenting a barren groundwork ; let 
them not attempt by flourishing to cheat 
us of solid harmony. 

The works of Mr. Rameau are never 
heard without a surprising effect. I can 
, attribute it only to the simplicity he every- 
where observes, insomuch that some of 
his finest harmonies are often only octave 
’ ! and unison. This simple manner has 
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greater powers than is generally imagined ; 
and were not such a demonstration mis- 
placed, I think, from the principles of 
music, it might be proved to be most 
agreealde. 

But to leave general reflection, with 
the present set of performers the operas, 
if the conductor thinks proper, may be 
carried on with some success, since they 
have all some merit, if not as actors, at 
least as singers. Signora Mattel is at once 
both a perfect actress and a very fine 
singer. She is possessed of a fine sensi- 
bility in her manner, and seldom indulges 
those extravagant and unmusical flights of 
voice complained of before. Cornacini, 
on the other hand, is a very indifferent 
actor — has a most unmeaning face — seems 
not to feel his part — is infected with a 
passion of showing his compass ; but, to 
recompense all these defects, his voice is 
melodious — he has vast coaipass and great 
voluVjility — his swell and shake are per- 
fectly fine, unless that he continues the 


latter too long. In short, whatever the 
defects of his action may be, they are 
amply recompensed by his excellency as a 
singer ; nor can I avoid fancying that he 
might make a much greater figure in an 
oratorio than upon the stage. 

However, upon the whole, I know not 
whether ever operas can be kept up in 
England; they seem to be entirely exotic, 
and require the nicest management and 
care. Instead of this, the care of them is 
assigned to men imacquainted with the 
genius and disposition of the people they 
would amuse, and whose only motives 
are immediate gain. Whether a discon- 
tinuance of such entertainments would be 
more to the loss or to the advantage of the 
nation, I will not take upon me to deter- 
mine, since it is as much our interest to 
induce foreigners of taste among us on the 
one hand, as it is to discourage those 
trifling members of society who generally 
compose the operatical dramatis persona 
on the other. 


END OF THE BEE. 
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AN INQUIRY INTO THE PRESENT STATE OF 

POLITE LEARNING. 


INTRODUCTION. 

It has been so long the practice to represesit literature as declining, that C7>ery 7‘eneivcLl 
of this complaint ncm comes with diminished mjlttence^ Ihe public has been so often 
excited by a false alarm, that ctt present the siearer we approach the thraiened period oj 
decay, the more oitr security increases. 

It will now probably he said, that taking the decay of gefii us fir granted, as I do, 
argues either resentment or partiality. The loriter possessed of fame, it may be asserted, 
is willing to enjoy it willioiit a rived, by lessening evejy coinpeiiior: or, if ttnsnccessfnl, 
he is desirous to turn upon others ihe contempt which is levelled at himself ; and being 
convicted at the bar of literary justice, hopes for pardon by accusing every brother of the 
sa7ne profession. 

Sensible of this, I am at a loss where to fi^td an apology for persisting to arraign ihe 
merit of the age; fir joining in a cry which the judicious have long sifice left to he kept 
up by the vulgar; and fir adopting the sentiments of the multitude in a perfor?nance 
that at best can please only a few. 

Complamts of our degeneracy m Uteraltire, as well as in moj-als, I own, have been 
freqimitly exhibited of late, but seem to be cnjlnred more with the ardour of de^dons 
declamation than the calmness of delibej^ate inquiry. The dullest critic, who strives at 
a 7'eputatmi fir delicacy by showing he cannot be pleased, may pathetically asswe us, 
that our taste is upon the decline; may consign eveiy modern performance to oblhion, 
afid bequeath nothing to posterity, except the labours of our ancestors, or his own. Such 
general invective, hmvever, conveys no instructio7i: all it teaches is, that the writer dis- 
likes an age by which he is probably dis7'egarded. The majiner of being useful 07i the 
subject would he, to pohit out ihe sy7?ipf0777s, to hivesiigate the caiises, a7id direct to the 
7'e7nedies, of the appi'oaching decay. This is a subject hitheiio tmaitimpied in erdikisjn, 
— perhaps it is ihe ojily sidject in which ci'iiicis 77 i can be tiseful. 

IIozv far the widter is equal to such a7i 7 inde 7 ‘takmg the leader inust dete7-7ui7ie ; yet 
pei'haps his ohse7‘valions 77iay be just, though his 7 na 7 U 7 er of cxpiessiug them should only 
se7^oe as aii example of ihe er7V7e he undei'fakes to rep 7 vve. 

Noselty, hoiikne?', is not peimiitted to usu7p ihe place of 7'eason ; it 7nay attend, hut 
shall 7iof conduct the inquhy. Bui it should he ohse'rved, that ihe more original any 
perfor-mance is, the more it is liable to deviate ; for cautious stupidity is ahmys in the 
right. 

CHAPTER I. 

The Causes which conh-ibide to the Decline of 
Lea7'ning. 

If we consider the revolutions which have 
happened in the commonwealth of letters, 
survey the rapid progress of learning in 
one period of antiquity, or its amazing 
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decline in another, we shall be almost 
induced to accuse Nature of partiality ; as 
if she had exhausted all her efforts in 
adorning one age, while she left the suc- 
ceeding entu'ely neglected. It is not to 
Nature, however, but to ourselves alone, 
that this partiality must be ascribed; the 
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seeds of excellence are sown in every age, 
and it is wholly owing to a wrong direc- 
tion in the passions or pursuits of mankind 
that they have not received the proper 
cultivation. 

As in the best regulated societies the 
very laws which at first give the govern- 
ment solidity may in the end contribute to 
its dissolution, so the efforts which might 
have promoted learning in its feeble com- 
mencement may, if continued, retard its 
progress. The paths of science, which 
were at first intricate, because untrodden, 
may at last grow toilsome, because too 
much frequented. As learning advances, 
the candidates for its honours become more 
numerous, and the acquisition of fame more 
uncertain: the modest may despair of 
attaining it, and the opulent think it too 
precarious to pursue. Thus the task of 
supporting the honour of the times may at 
last devolve on indigence and effrontery ; 
while learning must partake of the con- 
tempt of its professors. 

To illustrate these assertions, it may be 
proper to take a slight review of the decline 
of ancient learning ; to consider how far 
its depravation was owing to the impos- 
sibility of supporting continued perfec- 
tion ; in what respects it proceeded from 
voluntary corruption ; and how far it was 
hastened on by accident If modern 
learning be compared with ancient in 
these different lights, a parallel between 
both, which has hitherto produced only 
vain dispute, may contrilDute to amuse- 
ment, perhaps to instruction. We shall 
thus be enabled to perceive what period of 
antiquity the present age most resembles ; 
whether we are making advances towards 
excellence, or retiring again to primeval 
obscurity: wc shall thus be taught to 
acquiesce in those defects which it is im- 
possible to prevent, and reject all faulty 
innovations, though offered under the 
specious titles of improvement. 

Learning, when planted in any country, 
is transient and fading, nor does it flourish 
till slew gradations of improvement have 
naturalized it to the soil. It makes feeble 
advances, begins among the vulgar, and 
rises into reputation among the great. It 
cannot be established in a state at once, 
by introducing the learned of other coun- 


tries ; these may grace a court, but seldom 
enlighten a kingdom. Ptolemy Philadel- 
pims, Constantine Porphyrogeneta, Alfred, 
or Charlemagne, might have invited learned 
foreigners into their dominions, but could 
not establish learning. While in the radi- 
ance of royal favour, every art and science 
seemed to flourish ; but when that was 
withdrawn, they quickly felt the rigours 
of a strange climate, and with exotic con- 
stitutions perished by neglect. 

As the arts and sciences are slow in 
coming to maturity, it is requisite, in order 
to their perfection, that the state should 
be permanent which gives them reception. 
There are numberless attempts without 
success, and experiments without conclu- 
sion, between the first rudiments of an art 
and its utmost perfection ; between the 
outlines of a shadow and the picture of an 
Apelles. Leisure is required to go through 
the tedious interval, to join the experience 
of predecessors to our own, or enlarge our 
views by building on the ruined attempts 
of former adventurers. All this may be 
performed in a society of long continu- 
ance ; but if the kingdom be but of short 
duration, as was the case of Arabia, learn- 
ing seems coeval, sympathises with its 
political struggles, and is annihilated in 
its dissolution. 

But permanence in a state is not alone 
sufficient; it is requisite, also, for this end, 
that it should be free. Naturalists assure 
us, that all animals are sagacious in pro- 
portion as they are removed from the 
tyranny of others. In native liberty the 
elephant is a citizen, and the beaver an 
architect; but whenever the tyrant man 
intrudes upon their community, their spirit 
is broken, they seem anxious only for safety, 
and their intellects suffer an equal diminu- 
tion with their prosperity. The parallel 
will hold with regard to mankind. Fear 
naturally represses invention — benevo- 
lence, ambition ; for in a nation of slaves, 
as in the despotic goveniments of the East, 
to labour after fame is to be a candidate 
for danger. 

To attain literary excellence also it is 
requisite that the soil and climate should, 
as much as possible, conduce to happiness. 
The earth must supply man with the neces- 
saries of life, before he has leisure or incli- 
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nation to pursue more refined enjoyments. 
The climate also must be equally indul- 
gent ; for, in too warm a region, the mind 
is relaxed into languor, and by the opposite 
excess is chilled into torpid inactivity. 

These are the principal advantages which 
tend to the improvement of learning ; and 
all these were united in the states of Greece 
and Rome. 

We must now examine what hastens, or 
prevents, its decline. 

Those who behold the phenomena of 
nature, and content themselves with the 
view, without inc^uiring into their causes, 
are perhaps wiser than is generally ima- 
gined. In this manner our rude ancestors 
were acquainted with facts; and poetry, 
which helped the imagination and the 
memory, was thought the most proper 
vehicle for conveying their knowledge to 
posterity. It was the poet who harmo- 
nized the ungrateful accents of his native 
dialect, who lifted it above common con- 
versation, and shaped its rude combina- 
tions into order. From him the orator 
formed a style ; and, though poetry first 
rose out of prose, in turn it gave birth to 
every prosaic excellence. Musical period, : 
concise expression, and delicacy of senti- 
ment, were all excellencies derived from 
the poet ; in short, he not only preceded, 
but formed the oratoi', philosopher, and 
historian. 

When the observations of past ages 
were collected, philosophy next began to 
examine their causes. She had number- 
less facts from which to draw proper in- 
ferences, and poetry had taught her the 
strongest expression to enforce them. 
Thus, the Greek philosophers, for instance, 
exerted all their happy talcjits in the in- 
vestigation of truth and the production 
of beauty. They saw that there was 
more excellence in captivating the judg- 
ment, than in raising a momentary as- 
tonishment. ' In their arts, they imitated 
only such parts of nature as might please 
in the representation in the sciences 
they cultivated such parts of knowledge 
as it was every man’s duty to know. 
Thus learning was encouraged, pro- 
tected, honoured, and, in its turn, it., 
adorned, strengthened and harmonized 
the community. 


But, as the mind is vigorous and active, 
and experiment is dilatory and painful, 
the spirit of philosophy being excited, 
the reasoner, when destitute of experi- 
ment, had recourse to theory, and gave 
up what was useful for refinement. 

Critics, sophists, grammarians, rheto- 
ricians, and commentators, now began to 
figure in the literary commonwealth. In 
the dawn of science such are generally 
modest, and not entirely useless. Their 
perfonnances serve to mark the progress 
of learning, though they seldom contribute 
to its improvement. But as nothing but 
speculation was required in making pro- 
ficients in their respective departments, 
so neither the satire nor the contempt 
of the wise, though Socrates w'as of the 
number, nor the laws levelled at them 
by the state, though Cato was in the le- 
gislature, could prevent their approaches. 
Possessed of all the advantages of unfeel- 
ing dulness, laborious, insensible, and per- 
severing, they still proceeded mending 
and mending every work of genius, *or, 
to speak without irony, undermining all 
that was polite and useful. Libraries 
Avere loaded, but not enriched, with their 
labours, while the fatigues of reading their 
explanatory comments was tenfold that 
which might suffice for understanding the 
original; and their works effectually in- 
creased our application, by professing to 
remove it. 

Against so obstinate and irrefragable 
an enemy what could avail the unsup- 
ported sallies of genius, or the opposition 
of transitory resentment? In short, they 
conquered by persevering, claimed the 
right of dictating upon every work of 
taste, sentiment, or genius, and, at last, 
when destitute of other employment, like 
the supernumerary domestics of the great, 
made %vork for each other. 

They now took upon them to teach 
poetry to those who w'anted genius, and 
the power of disputing to those who knew 
nothing of the subject in debate. It was 
observed how some of the most admired 
poets had copied nature. From these 
they collected dry rules, dignified with 
long names, and such were obtruded upon 
the public for their improvement. Com- 
mon sense would be apt to suggest, that 
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the art might be studied to more advan- 
tage rather by imitation than precept. 

It might suggest that those rules were 
collected, not from nature, but a copy of 
nature, and would consequently give us 
still fainter resemblances of original beauty. 
It might still suggest, that explained wit 
makes but a feeble impression : that the 
observations of others are soon forgotten, 
those made by ourselves are permanent 
and useful. But it seems understandings 
of every size were to be mechanically in- 
structed in poetry. If the reader was too i 
dull to relish the beauties of Virgil, the 
comment of Servius -was ready to brighten 
his imagination j if Terence could not 
raise him to a smile, Evantius was at 
hand, with a long-winded scholium, to 
increase his titillation. Such rules are 
calculated to make blockheads talk, but 
all the lemmata of the Lyceum are unable 
to give him feeling. 

But it would be endless to recount all 
the absurdities which were hatched in the 
schools of those specious idlers; be it 
sufficient to say, that they increased as 
learning improved, but swarmed on its 
decline. It was then that every work of 
taste was buried in long comments, every 
useful subject in morals was distinguished 
away into casuistry, and doubt and subtlety 
characterised the learning of the age. 
Metrodorus, Valerius Probus, Aldus Gel- 
lius, Pediamis, Boethius, and an hundred 
others, to be acquainted with whom might 
show much reading and but little judg- 
ment ; these, I say, made choice each of 
an author, and delivered all their load of 
learning on his back. Shame to our 
ancestors ! many of their works have 
reached our times entire, while Tacitus 
himself has suffered mutilation. 

Ill a word, the commonwealth of litera- 
ture was at last wholly overrun by these 
studious triders. IMen of real genius were 
lost in the multitude, or, as in a world of 
fools it were folly to aim at being an only 
exception, obliged to conform to every 
prevailing absurdity of the times. Original 
productions seldom appeared, and learn- 
ing, as if grown superannuated, bestowed 
ail its panegyric upon the vigour of its : 
youth, and turned encomiast upon its I 
former achievements. I 


It is to these, then, that the depravation 
of ancient polite learning is principally 
to be ascribed. By them it was separated 
from common sense, and made the proper 
employment of speculative idlers. Men 
bred up among books, and seeing nature 
only by reflection, could do little except 
hunt after perplexity and confusion. The 
public, therefore, with reason rejected 
learning, when thus x'endered barren, 
though voluminous; for we may be as- 
sured, that the generality of mankind 
never lose a passion for letters, while they 
continue to be either amusing or usefid. 

It was such -writers as these that 
rendered learning unfit for uniting and 
strengthening civil society, or for pro- 
moting the views of ambition. True 
philosophy had kept the Grecian states 
cemented into one effective body, more 
than any law for that purpose; and the 
Etrurian philosophy, which prevailed in 
the first ages of Rome, inspired those 
patriot virtues which paved the way to 
universal empire. But by the labours of 
commentators, when philo.sophy became 
abstruse or triflingly minute — when doubt 
was presented instead of knowledge — 
when tiie orator was taught to charm the 
multitude with the music of his periods, 
and pronounced a declamation that might 
be sung as well as spoken, and often upon 
subjects wholly fictitious, — in such cir- 
cumstances, learning was entirely unsiiited 
to all the purposes of government, or the 
designs of the ambitious. As long as the 
sciences could influence the state, and its 
politics were strengthened by them, so 
long did the community give them coun- 
tenance and protection. But the wiser 
part of mankind would not be imposed 
upon by unintelligible jargon, nor, like the 
knight in Pantagrucl, swallow a chimera 
for a breakfast, though even cooked by 
Aristotle. As the philosopher grew use- 
less in the state, he also became con- 
temptible. In the times of Lucian he 
was chiefly remarkable for his avarice, 
his impudence, and his beard. 

Under the auspicious influence of ge- 
nius, arts and sciences grew up together, 
and mutually illustrated each other. But 
when once pedants became la-w’-givers, the 
sciences began to want grace, and the 
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polite arts solidity; these grew crabbed | 
and sour, those meretricious and gaudy; 
the philosopher became disgustingly pre- 
cise, and the poet, ever straining after 
grace, caught only finery. ■ 

These men also contributed to obstruct 
the progress of wisdom, by addicting their 
readers to one particular sect, or some 
favourite science. They generally carried 
on a petty traffic in some little creek: 
within that they busily plied about, and 
drove an insignificant trade; but never 
ventured out into the great ocean of know- 
ledge, nor went beyond the bounds that 
chance, conceit, or laziness, had first pre- 
scribed their incpiiries. Their disciples, 
instead of aiming at being originals them- 
selves, became imitators of that merit 
alone which was constantly proposed for 
their admiration. In exercises of this 
kind the most stupid are generally most 
successful ; for there is not in nature a 
more imitative animal than a dunce. 

Hence ancient learning may be dis- 
tinguished into three periods, — its com- 
mencement, or the age of poets; its 
maturity, or the age of philosophers; and 
its decline, or the age of critics. In the 
poetical age commentators were very 
few, but might have in some respects 
been useful. In its philosophical, their 
assistance must necessarily become ob- 
noxious; yet, as if the nearer we ap- 
proached perfection, the more we stood 
in need of their directions, in this period 
they began to grow numerous. But when 
polite learning was no more, then it was 
those literary lawgivers made the most 
formidable appearance. Corruptissima 
repuhlka^ plunimc leges. 

But let us take a more distinct view of | 
those ages of ignorance in which false ' 
refinement liad involved mankind, and see 
how far they resemble our own. 

CHAPTER II. 

A Viezu of the Obsaire Ages. 

Whatever the skill of any country may 
be in sciences, it is from its excellence 
in polite learning alone that it must 
expect a character from posterity. The 
poet and the historian are they who diffuse 
a lustre upon the age, and the ohilosopher 


scarcely acquires any applause, unless his 
character be introduced to the vulgar by 
j their mediation. 

I The obscure ages which succeeded the 
decline of the Roman empire, are a striking 
instance of the truth of this assertion. 
Whatever period of those ill-fated times 
we happen to turn to, we shall perceive 
more skill in the sciences among the pro- 
fessors of them, more abstruse and deeper 
inquiry into every philosophical subject, 
and a greater show of subtlety and close 
reasoning, than in the most enlightened ages 
of ail antiquity. But their writings were 
mere speculative amusements, and all their 
researches exhausted upon trifles. Un- 
skilled in the arts of adorning their know- 
ledge, or adapting it to common sense, 
their voluminous productions rest peace- 
fully in our libraries, or, at best, are in- 
quired after from motives of curiosity, not 
by the scholar, but the virtuoso. 

I am not insensible that several late 
French historians have exhibited the 
obscure ages in a very different light. 
They have represented them as utterly 
ignorant both of arts and sciences, buried 
in the profoimdest darkness, or only illu- 
minated with a feeble gleam, which, like 
an expiring taper, rose and sunk by inter- 
vals. Such assertions, however, though 
they serve to help out the declaimer, 
should be cautiously admitted by the his- 
torian. For instance, the tenth century 
is particularly distingiiished by posterity 
with the appellation of obscure. Y et even 
in this the reader’s memory may possibly 
suggest the names of some whose works, 
still preserved, discover a most extensive 
eradition, though rendered almost useless 
by affectation and obscurity. A few of 
their names and writings may be men- 
tioned, which will serve at once to con^ 
firm what I assert, and give the reader 
an idea of what kind of learning an age 
declining into obscurity chiefly chooses 
to cultivate. 

About the tenth century flourished Leo 
the phil osopher. W e have seven volumes 
folio of his collections of laws, published 
at^ Paris, 1647. He wrote upon the art 
I militaty, and understood also astronomy 
I and judicial astrology. He was seven 
I times more voluminous than Plato. 
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Solomon, the German, wrote a most ele- 
gant dictionary of the Latin tongue, still 
preserved in the university of Louvain i 
Pantaleon, in the lives of his illustrious 
countrymen, speaks of it in the wannest 
strains of rapture. Dictioiwy writmg 
was at that lime much in fashion, 

Constantine Porphyrogeneta was a man 
universally skilled in the sciences. His 
tracts on the administration of an empire, 
on tactics, and on laws, were published 
some years since at Leyden. Plis court -r-- 
for he was emperor of the East— was 
resorted to by the learned from all parts 
of the wmrkl. 

Luitprandiis was a most voluminous 
historian, and particularly famous for the 
history of his own times. The compli- 
ments paid him as a writer are said to 
exceed even his own voluminous produc- 
tions. I cannot pass over one of a later 
date made him by a German divine : 

Luitprandus nunquain Liiitprando dis- 
similis.’* 

Alfric composed several grammars and 
dictionaries still preserved among the 
Gurious. 

Pope Sylvester tlie Second wrote a 
treatise on the sphere, on arithmetic and 
geometry, published some years since at 
Paris. 

Michael Psellus lived in this age, wdiose 
books on the sciences, I will not scruple 
to assert, contain more learning than those 
of any one of the earlier ages. His eru- 
dition was indeed amazing ; and he was 
as voluminous as lie was learned. The 
character given him by Allatius has, per- 
haps, more truth in it than will be 
granted by those who have seen none of 
his productions, Tliere was, says he, no 
science with which he was unacquainted, 
none which he did not write something 
upon, and none which he did not leave 
better than he found it. To mention 
his works would be endless. Plis com- 
mentaries ‘ on Aristotle alone amount to 
three folios. 

Bertholdus Teutonicus, a veiy volumi- 
nous historian, was a politician, and wrote 
against the government under which he 
lived; but most of his writings, though 
not all, are lost. 

Constantius Aferwas a philosopher and 


physician. We have remaining but two 
volumes folio of his philological per- 
formances. However, the historian who 
prefixes the life of the author to his work 
says that he wrote many more, as he kept 
on writing d uriiig the course of a long 
■life. 

Lambertiis published an universal his- 
tory about this time, which has been 
printed at Frankfort in folio. An universal 
history in one folio ! If he had consulted 
with his bookseller, he would have spun 
it out to ten at least ; but Lambertus might 
have had too much modesty. 

By this time the reader perceives the 
spirit of learning which at that time pre- 
vailed. The ignorance of the age was not 
owing to a dislike of knowledge, but a 
false standard of taste was erected, and a 
wrong direction given to philosophical 
inquiry. It was the fashion of the day to 
writedictionaries, commentaries, and com- 
pilations, and to evaporate in a folio the 
spirit that could scarcely have sufficed for 
an epigram. The most barbarous times 
had men of learning, if commentators, 
compilers, polemic divines, and intricate 
metaphysicians deserved the title. 

I have mentioned but a very incon- 
siderable number of the writers in this 
age of obscurity. The multiplicity of their 
publications will at least equal those of 
i any similar period of the most polite anti- 
quity. As, therefore, the writers of those 
times are almost entirely forgotten, we 
may infer that the number of publications 
alone will never secure any age whatsoever 
from olilivion. Nor can printing, contrary 
to what Mr. Beumelle has remarked, pre- 
vent literary decline for the future, since 
it only increases the number of books, 
without advancing their intrinsic merit. 

CHAPTER III. 

Of the present State of Polite Learning: in 
Italy. 

From ancient we are now come to mo- 
dern times, and, in running over Europe, 
we shall find that wherever learning has 
been cultivated, it has flourished by the 
same advantages as in Greece and Rome; 
and that, wherever it has declined, it sinks 
by the same causes of decay. 

Dante, the poet of Italy, who wrote in 
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the thirteenth century, was tiie first wltb 
attempted to luring learning from the 
cloister into the community, and paint 
human nature in a language adapted to 
modern manners. He addressed a- bar- 
barous people in a method suited to their 
apprehensions; united purgatory and the 
river Styx, St. Peter and Virgil, heaven 
and hell, together, and shows a strange 
mixture of good sense and absurdity. The 
truth is, he owes most of his reputation 
to the obscurity of the times in which he . 
lived. As in the land of Benin a man 
may pass for a prodigy of parts who can 
read, so in an age of barbarity a small 
degree of excellence ensures success. But 
it was great merit in him to have lifted 
up the standard of nature, in spite of all 
the opposition and the persecution he 
received from contemporary criticism. To 
this standard every succeeding genius re- 
sorted j the germ of every art and science 
began to unfold; and to imitate nature 
was found to be the surest way of imitating 
antiquity. In a century or two after, mo- 
dern Italy might justly boast of rivalling 
ancient Rome; equal in some branches of | 
polite learning, and not far surpassed in I 
others. 

They soon, however, fell from emulating 
the wonders of, antiquity into simple 
admiration. As if the word had been 
given, when Vida and Tasso wrote on 
the arts of poetry, the whole swarm of 
critics was up. The Speronis of the age 
attempted to be awkwardly merry; and 
the Virtuosi and the Nascotti sat upon the 
merits of every contemporary perfonnance. 
After the age of Clement VII. the Italians 
seemed to think that there was more merit 
in praising or censuring well, than in 
writing well ; almost every subsequent 
performance since their time being de- 
signed rather to show the excellence of 
the critic’s taste than his genius. One or 
two poets, indeed, seem at present born 
to redeem the honour of their country, 
Metastasio has restored nature in all her 
simplicity, and Maffei is the first that has 
introduced a tragedy among his country- 
men without a love -plot. Perhaps the 
Samson of Milton and the Athalia of 
Racine might have been his guides in 
such an attempt. But two poets in an 


age are jiot suflicient to revive the splen- 
dour of decaying genius ; nor should we 
consider them as the standard by which 
to characterise a nation. Our measures 
of literary reputation must be taken rather 
from that nun^ei'ous class of men who, 
placed above the vulgar, are yet beneath 
the great, and who^confer fame on others 
without receiving any portion of it them- 
selves. 

In Italy, then, w^e shall nowhere find a 
stronger passion for the arts of taste, yet 
no country making more feeble efforts to 
promote either, The Virtuosi and Filosofi 
seem to have divided, the Encyclopedia 
between each other. Both inviolably 
attached to their respective pursuits ; and, 
from an opposition of character, each 
holding the other in the most sovereign 
contempt. The Virtuosi, professed critics 
of beauty in the works of art, judge of 
medals by the smell, and pictures by feel- 
ing; in staluaiy, hang over a fragment 
wdth the most ardent gaze of admiration ; 
though w’anting the head and tb.e other 
extremities, if dug from a luin, the T'orso 
becomes inestimable. An uninteliigible 
monument of Etniscan barbarity cannot 
be sufficiently prized ; and anything from 
Herculaneum excites rapture. When the 
intellectual taste is tluis decayed, its 
relishes become false, and, like that of 
sense, nothing will satisfy but what is best 
suited to feed the disease. 

Poetry is no longer among them an imi- 
tation of what we see, but of what a vision- 
ary might wish. The zephyr breathes 
the most exquisite perfume, the trees 
wear eternal verdure; fawns, and dryads, 
and hamadryads, stand ready to fan the 
sultry shepherdess, who has forgot, indeed, 
the prettiness with which Guarini’s shep- 
herdesses have been reproached, but is so 
simple and innocent as often to have no 
meaning. liappy country, where the 
pastoral age begins to revive ! — where the 
wits even of Rome are united into a rural 
group of nymphs and swains, under the 
appellation of modern Arcadians ! — wdiere 
in the midst of porticoes, processions, and 
cavalcades, abbes turned shepherds, and 
shepherdesses wdthout sheep indulge their 
innocent dkmHimenti I 
I The Filosofi are entirely different from 
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t he former. As those pretend to have got 
their knowietige from conversing with 
the living and polite, so these boast of 
having theirs from books and study. Bred 
up all their lives in colleges, they have 
there learned to think in track, servilely 
to follow the leader of their sect, and only 
to adopt such opinions as their universities, 
or the inquisition, are pleased to allow. 
By these means they are behind the rest 
of Europe in several modern improve- 
ments; afraid to think for themselves; and 
their universities seldom admit opinions 
as true, till universally received among 
the rest of mankind. In short, were I to 
persouize my ideas of learning in this 
country, I would represent it in the tawdry 
habits of the stage, or else in the more 
homely guise of bearded school philosophy. 

CHAPTER IV. 

Of Polite Learning in Germany. 

If we examine the state of learning in 
Germany, wc shall find that the Germans 
early discovered a passion for polite lite- 
rature; but unhappily, like conquerors 
who, invading the dominions of others, 
leave their own to desolation, instead of 
.studying the German tongue, they continue 
to write in Latin. Thus, while they cul- 
tivated an obsolete language, and vainly 
laboured to apply it to modern manners, 
they neglected their own. 

At the same time, also, they began at 
the wrong end, — I mean by being commen- 
tators; and though they iiave given many 
instance.s of their industry, they have 
scarcely afforded any of genius. If criti- 
cism could have im]»roved the taste of a 
people, the Germans would have been the 
most polite nation alive. We shall no- 
where behold the learned wear a more 
important appearance than here ; nowhere 
more dignified with professorships, or 
dressed tint in the fopperies of scholastic 
finery. However, they seem to earn all 
tlie honour of this kind which they enjoy. 
Their assiduity is unparalleled and did 
they employ half those hours on study; 
which they bestow on reading, we might 
be induced to pity as well as praise their 
painful pre-eminence. But, guilty of a 
fault too common to great readers, they 
write through volumes, while they do not 


think through a page. Never fatigued 
themselves, they think the reader can 
never be weary ; so they drone on, saying 
all that can be said on the subject, not 
selecting what may be advanced to the 
purpose. Were angels to write books, 
they would never write folios. 

But let the Germans have their due ; if 
they are dull, no nation alive assumes a 
more laudable solemnity, or better imder- 
"^stands all the decorums of stupidity. Let 
the discourse of a professor run on ever so 
heavily, it cannot be irksome to his dozing 
pupils, who frequently lend him sympa- 
thetic nods of approbation. I have some- 
times attended their disputes at graduation. 
On this occasion they often dispense with 
their gravity, and seem really all alive. 
The disputes are managed between the 
followers of Cartesius, whose exploded 
system they continue to call the new phi- 
losophy, and those of Aristotle. Though 
both parties are in the wrong, they argue 
with an obstinacy worthy the cause of 
truth; Nego, Probo, and Distinguo grow 
loud; the disputants become warm, the 
moderator cannot be heard, the audience 
take part in tlie debate, till at last the 
whole hall buzzes with sophistry and 
error. 

There are, it is true, several societies in 
this couiitvy which are chiefly calculated 
to promote knowledge. His late majesty, 
as Elector of Hanover, has established one 
at Gottingen, at an expense of not less 
than a hundred thousand pounds. This 
university has already pickled monsters, 
and dissected live puppies witliout number. 
Idieir transactions have been published in 
the learned world at pro]-ier intervals 
since their institution, and will, it is hoped, 
one day give them just reputation. But 
had the fourth part of the immense sura 
above mentioned been given in proper 
rewards to genius, in some neighbouring 
countries, it would have rendered the 
name of the donor immortal, and added 
to the real interests of society. 

Yet it ought to be observed, that, of 
late, ^earning has been patronized here by 
a prince who, in Ihe humblest station, 
would have been the first of mankind. The 
society established by the King of Prussia 
at Berlin is one of the finest literary insti- 
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tutions that any age or nation has produced, i 
This academy comprehends all the sciences ! 
under four different classes ; and although 1 
the object of each is difterent, and admits ! 
of being separately treated, yet these classes | 
mutually influence the progress of each 
other, and concur in the same general 
design. Experimental philosophy, mathe- 
matics, metaphysics, and polite literature, 
are here carried on together. The members 
are not collected from among the students 
of some obscure seminary or the wits of a 
metropolis, but chosen from all the literati ; 
of Europe, supported by the bounty, and | 
ornamented by the productions, of their ! 
royal founder. We can easily discern how | 
miieh such an institution excels any other | 
now subsisting. One fundamental error i 
among societies of this kind is their addict- ; 
log themselves to one branch of science, ! 
or some particular part of polite learning. } 
Thus, in Germany, there are nowhere so I 
many establishments of this nature; but i 
as they generally profess the promotion ! 
of natural 01* medical knowledge, he who 1 
reads their Acta will only find an obscure 1 
farago of experiment, most frequently ter- | 
minated by no resulting phenomena. To | 
make experiments is, I own, the only i 
way to promote natural knowledge ; but j 
to treasure up every unsuccessful inquiry ; 
into nature, or to communicate every ex- i 
periment without conclusion, is not to j 
promote science, but to oppress it. Had j 
the members of these societies enlarged | 
their plans, and taken in art as well as | 
science, one part of knowledge would have | 
repressed any faulty luxuriance in the 
other, and all would have materially as- 
sisted each other’s promotion. Besides, 
the society which, with a contempt of all 
collateral assistance, admits of members 
skilled in one science only, whatever their 
diligence or labour might be, will lose 
much time in the discovery of such truths 
as are well known already to the learned 
in a different line ; consequently, their 
progress must be slow in gaining a proper 
eminence from which to view their subject, 
and their strength will be exhausted in 
attaining the station whence they should 
have set out. With regard to the Royal 
Society of London, the greatest, and per- 
haps the oldest institution of the kind, 


had it widened the basis of its institution, 
though they might not have propagated 
more discoveries, they would probably 
have delivered them in a more pleasing 
and compendious form. They would have 
b^en fi'ee from the contempt of the ill- 
natured and the raillery of the wit, for 
which, even candour must allow, there is 
but too much foundation. But the Berlin 
academy is subject to none of all these 
inconveniences ; but every one of its indi- 
viduals is in a capacity of deriving more 
from the common stock than he contri- 
butes to it, while each academician serves 
as a check upon the rest of his fellows. 

Yet very probably even this fine insti- 
tution will soon decay. As it rose, so it 
will decline with its great encoiirager. 
The society, if I may so speak, is artificially 
supported. The introduction of foreigners 
of learning was right ; but in adopting a 
foreign language also~~I mean the French 
— in which all the transactions- are to be 
published, and questions debated, in this 
there was an error. As I have already 
hinted, the language of the natives of 
eveiy country should be also the language 
of its polite learning. To figure in polite 
learning, every country should make their 
own language from their own manners ; 
nor will they ever succeed by introducing 
that of another, which has been formed 
from manners which are different. Besides, 
any academy composed of foreigners must 
still be recruited from abroad, unless all 
the natives of the country to which it 
belongs are in a capacity of becoming 
candidates for its honours or rewards. 
While France, therefore, continues to sup- 
ply Berlin, polite learning will fiourisli : 
but when royal favour is withdrawn, learn- 
ing will return to its natural country. 

CHAPTER V. 

Of Polite Learning in Holland and some oilier 
Countries of Europe, 

Holland, at first view, appears to have 
some pretensions to polite learning. It 
may be regarded as the great emporium 
not less of literature than of every other 
commodity. Here, though destitute of what 
ma^ be properly called a language of 
their own, all the languages are understood, 
cultivated, and spoken. All useful inven- 
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tions in artS; and new discoveries in science, 
are published here almost as soon as at 
the places which first produced them. Its 
individuals have the same fatilts, however, 
with the Germans, of making more use of 
their memory than their judgment. The 
chief employment of their literati is to 
criticise or answer the new performance 
which appear elsewhere. 

A dearth of wit in France or England 
naturally produces a scarcity in Holland. 
What Ovid says of Echo may be, applied 
here : “ Nec loqui prius ipsa didicit nec 
reticere loquenti.” They wait till some- 
thing new comes out from others; exa- 
mine its merits, and reject it, or make it 
reverberate through the rest of Europe. 

After all, I know not whether they 
should be allowed any national character 
for polite learning. All their taste is de- 
rived to them from neighbouring nations, 
and that in a language not their own. 
They somewhat resemble their brokers, 
who trade for immense sums without 
having any capital. 

The other countries of Europe may be 
considered as immersed in ignorance, or 
making but feeble efforts to rise. Spain 
has long fallen from amazing Europe with 
her wit, to amusing tliem with the greatness 
of her catholic credulity. Rome considers 
her as the most favourite of all her children, 
and school divinity still reigns there in tri- 
umph. In spite of all attempts of the Mar- 
quis D’Ensenada, who saw with regret the 
barbarity of his countrymen, and bravely 
offered to oppose it by introducing new 
systems of learning, and suppressing the 
seminaries of monastic ignorance — in spite 
of the ingenuity of Padre Fe'o, whose 
book of vulgar errors so finely exposes 
the monkish stupidity of the times, — 
the religious have prevailed. Ensenada 
has been banislied, and now lives in exile. 
Feio has incurred the hatred and contempt 
of every bigot whose errors he has at- 
tempted to oppose, and feels, no doubt, the 
unremitting displeasure of the priesthood. 
Persecution is a tribute the great must 
ever pay for pre-eminence. 

It is a little extraordinaiy, hov,''ever, 
how Spain, whose genius is naturally 
fine, should be so much behind the rest 
of Europe in this particular; or why 


school divinity should hold its ground there 
for nearly six hundred years. The reason 
must be, that philosophical opinions, which 
are otherwise transient, acquire stability 
in proportion as they are connected with 
the laws of the country ; and philosophy 
and law have nowhere been so closely 
united as here. 

Sweden has of late made some attempts 
in polite learning in its own language. 
Count Tessin’s instructions to the prince, 
his pupil, are no bad beginning. If the 
Muses can fix their residence so far north- 
ward, perhaps no country bids so fair for 
their reception. They have, I am told, a 
language rude but energetic ; if so, it will 
bear a polish. They have also a jealous 
sense of liberty, and that strength of think- 
ing peculiar to northern climates, without 
its attendant ferocity. They will certainly 
in time produce somewhat great, if their 
intestine division? do not unhappily pre- 
vent them. 

The history of polite learning in Den- 
mark may be comprised in the life of 
one single man : it rose and fell with the 
' late famous Baron Ilolberg. This was, 

I perhaps, one of the most extraordinary 
; personages that has done honour to the 
' present century. Flis being the son of a 
^ private sentinel did not abate the ardour* 
I of his ambition, for he learned to read 
! though without a master. Upon the death 
; of his father, being left entirely destitute, 

. lie was involved in all that distress which 
: is common among the poor, and of which 
the great have scarcely any idea. How- 
ever, though only a boy of nine years old, 
he still persisted in pursuing his studies, 
travelled about from school to school, and 
begged his learning and his bread. When 
at the age of seventeen, instead of apply- 
ing himself to any of the lower occupations, 
which seem best adapted to such circum- 
stances, he was resolved to travel for 
improvement from Norway, the place of 
his birth, to Copenhagen, the capital city 
of Denmark. He lived there by teach- 
ing French, at the same time avoiding 
no opportunity of improvement that his 
scanty funds could permit. . But his ambi- 
tion was not to be restrained, or his thirst 
of knowledge satisfied, until he had seen 
the world. Without money, recommen- 
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dations, or friends, he undeilook to set 
out upon his travels, and make the tour 
of Europe on foot. A good voice and 
a trifling skill in music, were the only 
finances he had to support an undertaking 
so extensive ; so he travelled by day, and 
at night sung at the doors of peasants’ 
houses to get himself a lodging. In this 
manner, while yet very young, Holberg 
])assed through France, Germany, and 
Holland; and coming over to England, 
took up his residence for two years in the 
university of Oxford. Here he subsisted 
by teaching French and music, and wrote 
his universal history, his earliest, but worst, 
performance. Furnished with all the learn- 
ing of Europe, he at last thought proper ; 
to return to Copenhagen, where his inge- i 
nious productions quickly gained him that ; 
favour he deserved He composed not ' 
less than eighteen comedies. Those in his I 
own language are said to excel, and those 
which are translated into French have 
peculiar merit. He was honoured with 
nobility, and enriched by the bounty of 
the king ; so that a life begun in contempt 
and penury ended in opulence and esteem. ! 

Thus we see in what a low state polite | 
learning is in the countries I have men- ; 
tioned, — either past its prime, or not yet | 
arrived at maturity. And though the I 
sketch I have drawn be general, yet it | 
was for the most part taken on the spot. ; 
I am sensible, however, of the impropriety j 
of national reflection ; and did not truth j 
bias me more than inclination in this par- | 
ticiilar, I should, instead of the account ' 
already given, have presented the reader 
with a panegyric on many of the indivi- 
duals of every country whose merits deserve 
the warmest strains of praise. Apostol 
Zeno, Algarotti, Goldoni, Muratori, and 
Stay, in Italy — lialler, Klopstock, and 
Rabner, iii Germany — Muschenbrook and 
Gaiibius, in Holland, — ail deserve the 
highest applause. Men like these, united 
by one bond, pursuing one design, spend 
their labour and their lives in making their 
fellow- creatures happy, and in repairing 
the breaches caused by ambition. In this 
light, the meanest philosopher, though all 
his possessions are his lamp or his cell, is 
more truly valuable than he whose name 
echoes to the shout of the million, and 


who stands in all the glare of admiration. 
In this light, though poverty and contemp- 
tuous neglect are all the wages of his good 
will from mankind, yet the rectitude of his 
intention is an ample recompense; and 
self-applause for the present, and the 
alluring prospect of fame for futurity, 
reward his labours. The perspective of 
life brightens upon us, when terminated 
by an object so charming. Every inter- 
mediate image of want, banishment, or 
sorrow, receives a lustre from its distant 
influence. With this in view, the patriot, 
philosopher, and poet have often looked 
with calmness on disgrace and famine, 
and rested on their straw with cheerful 
serenity, hlveii the last terrors of depart- 
ing nature abate of their severity, and look 
kindly on liim who considers his suffer- 
ings as a passport to immortality, and lays 
his sorrows on the bed of fame. 

CHAPTER VI. 

Of Polite Learning in Prance. 

We have hitherto seen, that wherever the 
poet was permitted to begin by improv- 
ing his native language, polite learning 
flourished ; but where the critic undertook 
the same task, it has never risen to any 
degree of perfection. Let us now examine 
the merits of modern learning in France 
and England; where, though it may be 
on the decline, yet it is still capable of 
retrieving much of its former splendour. 
In other places learning has not yet been 
planted, or has suffered a total decay. To 
attempt amendment there W'ould be only 
like the application of remedies to an 
insensible or a mortified part ; but here 
there is still life, and there is hope. And 
indeed the French themselves are so far 
from giving in to any despondence of this 
kind that, on the contrary, they admire 
the progress they are daily making in every 
science. That levity for which we are 
apt to despise this nation is probably the 
principal source of their happiness. An 
agreeable oblivion of past pleasures, a free- 
dom from solicitude about future ones, and 
a poignant zest of every present enjoyment, 
if they be not philosophy, are at least 
excellent substitutes. By this they are 
taught to regard the period in which they 
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live with admiration. The present man- | But such treatment must naturally he 
ners and the present conversation surpass : expected from Englishmen, whose national 
all that preceded. A similar enthusiasm ! character it is to be slow and cautious in 
as strongly tinctures theiiTearning and their | making friends, but violent in friendships 
taste. While we, with a despondence | once contracted. The English nobility, 
characteristic of our nature, are for remov- j in short, are often known to give greater 
ing back British excellence to the reign of rewards to genius than the French, who, 
Queen Elizabeth, our most happy rivals however, are much more judicious in the 
of the Continent cry up the writers of the application of their empty favours, 
present times with rapture, and regard the The fiiir sex in France have also not a 

age of Louis XV. as the true Augustan little contributed to prevent the decline 
age of France, of taste and literature, by expecting such 

^The truth is, their present writers have qualifications in their admirers. A man 
not fallen so far short of the merits of their ' of fashion at Paris, however contemptible 
ancestors as ours have done. That self- j we may think him here, must be acquainted 
sufficiency now mentioned may haw been 1 with the reigning modes of philosophy as 
of service to them in this particular. By | well as of dress, to be able to entertain 
fancying themselves superior to their ances- i his mistress agreeably. The sprightly 
tors, they have been encouraged to enter , pedants are not to be caught by dumb 
the lists with confidence; and by not being show, by the squeeze of the hand, or the 
dazzled at the splendour of another’s repii- ogling of a broad eye ; but must be pur- 
tation, have sometimes had sagacity to sued at once through all the labyrinths of 
mark out an unbeaten path to fame for the Newtonian system or the metaphysics 
themselves. of Locke. I have seen as bright a circle 

Other causes also may be assigned, that of beauty at the chemical lectures of 
their second growth of genius is still more Rouelle as gracing the court of Versailles, 
vigorous than ours. Tlieir encouragements And indeed wisdom never appears so 
to merit are more .skilfully directed ; the charming, as when graced and protected 
link of patronage and learning still con- by beauty. 

tiriues unbroken. The PTench nobility To these advantages may be added the 
have certainly a most pleasing way of reception of their language in the different 
satisfying the vanity of an author, without courts of Europe. An author who excels 
indulging his avarice. A man of literary is sure of having all the polite for admirers, 
merit is sure of being caressed by the great, and is encouraged to WTite by the pleasing 
though seldom enriched. His pension expectation of universal fame. Add to 
from the crown just supplies half a com- this, that those countries who can make 
petence, and the sale of liis labours makes nothing good from their own language 
some small additioii to his circumstances, have lately begun to write in this, some 
Thus the author leads a life of splendid of whose productions contribute to support 
poverty, and seldom becomes wcaltliy or the present literary reputation orFrance. 
indolent enough to discontinue an exertion There are, therefore, many among the 
of those abilities by which he u:se. ith F rench who do honour to the present age, 
the English it is different. Our writers and whose writings will be transmitted 
of rising merit are generally neglected, to posterity with an ample share of 
while the few of an established reputation fame. Some of the most celebrated are 
are overpaid by luxurious affluence. The j as follow 

young encounter every hardship which j Voltaire, whose voluminous yet spirited 
generally attends upon aspiring indigence ; productions are too well known to require 
the old enjoy the vulgar, and perhaps the an eulogy. Does he not resemble the 
more prudent, satisfaction of putting riches champion mentioned by Xenophon, of 
in competition with fame. Those are often great reputation in all the gymnastic exer- 
, seen to spend their youth in want and cises united, but inferior to each champion 

I obscurity ; these are sometimes found to singly, who excels only in one? 

I lead an old age of indolence and avarice. [ Montesquieu, a name equally deserving 
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! fame with tlie former. The Spirit of | 
Laws is an instance how much genius is | 
able to lead learning. His system has 
been adopted by the literati; and yet, 
is it not possible for opinions equally 
plausible to be formed upon opposite 
principles, if a genius like his could be 
found to attempt such an undertaking? 
lie seems more a poet than a philosopher. 

1 Rousseau of Geneva, a professed man- « 

hater, or, more properly speaking, a phi- 
losopher enraged with one half of mankind, 
because they unavoidably make the other 
: half unhappy. Such sentiments are gene- 

f rally the result of much good-nature and 
little experience. 

Piron, an author possessed of as much 
wit as any man alive, yet with as little 
prudence to turn it to his own advantage. 

I A comedy of his, called La Mcb'oinanie, 
is the best theatrical production that has 
; appeared of late in Europe. But I knov/ 

I not whether I should most commend his 

genius or censure his obscenity. liis Ode 
^ a Priape has justly excluded him from a 

i place in the academy of Belles Lettres. 

i However, the good-natured Montesquieu, 

I by his interest, procured the starving bard 

I a trifling pension. Plis own epitaph was 

i all the revenge he took upon the academy 

I for being re[!ulsed : 

Cy git Piron; qiii ne fut j.amais rien, 

Pas memo Academicien. 

Crebillon, junior, a writer of real merit, 
but guilty of the same indelicate faults 
! with, the former. Wit employed in dress- 

ing up obscenity is like the art used in 
painting a corpse: it may be thus ren- 
i dered toleralde to one sense, but fails not 
’ quickly to offend some other. 

; Gresset, agreeable and easy. His co- 

! inedy called tlie Mediant, and a humorous 
f poem entitled Vert- Vert, have original 
! merit. He was bred a Jesuit; but his 
I wit procured his dismission from the 
' society. This last work particularly could 

expect no pardon from the Convent, being 
a satire against nunneries. 

D’Alembert has united an extensive 
; skill in scicntifical learning with the most 

f refined taste for the polite arts. His ex- 

r cellence in both has procured him a seat 
I in each academy. 


Diderot is an elegant writer and subtile 
reasoner. He is the supposed author of 
the famous Thesis which the Abbe Prade 
sustained before the doctors of the Sor- 
bomie. It was levelled against Chris- 
tianity, and the Sorbonne too hastily 
gave it their sanction. They perceived 
its purport, however, when it was too 
late. The college was brought into some 
contempt, and the Abbe obliged to take 
refuge at the court of Berlin. 

The Marquis D’Argens attempts to 
add the character of a philosopher to 
the vices of a debauchee. 

The catalogue might be increased with 
several other authors of merit, -such as 
Marivaux, Le Franc, Saint Foix, Des- 
touches, and Modonville ; but let it suffice 
to say, that by the.se the character of 
the present age is tolerably supported. 
Though their poets seldom rise to fme‘ en- 
thusiasm, they never sink into absurdity ; 
though they fail to astonish, they are 
generally possessed of talents to please. 

The age of Louis XIV., notwithstanding 
these respectable names, is still vastly su- 
perior. For, beside the general tendency 
of critical corruption, which .shall be spoken 
of by and by, there are other symptoms 
whicli indicate a decline. There is, for 
instance, a fondness of scepticism, w^hich 
runs through the works of some of their 
most applauded writers, and which the 
numerous class of their imitators have 
contributed to diffuse. Nothing can be 
a more certain sign that genius is in the 
wane, than its being oldiged to fly to 
paradox for support, and attempting to 
be erroneously agreeable. A man who, 
with all the impotence of wit, and all the 
I eager desires of infidelity, wudtes against 
j the religion of his country, may raise 
I doubts, but w'ill never give conviction ; 

I all he can do is to render society less 
happy than he found it. It was a good 
! manner which the father of the late poet 
Saint Foix took to reclaim his son from 
this juvenile error. The young poet had 
.shut hiiuself up for some time in his study ; 
and his father, willing to know what had 
engaged his attention so closely, upon 
entering, found him busied in drawing iq.t 
a new system of religion, and endeavour- 
ing to show the absurdity of that already 
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established. The old man knew by ex- 
perience that it was useless to endeavour 
to convince a vain young man by right 
reason^ so only desired his company up 
stairs. When come into the father’s 
apartment, he takes his son by the hand, 
and, drawing back a curtain at one end 
of the room, discovered a crucifix exqui- 
sitely painted. “ My son,” says he, “ you 
desire to change the religion of your * 
country, —behofd the fate of a reformer !” 
The truth is, vanity is more apt to mis- 
guide men than false reasoning. As some 
would rather be conspicuous in a mob, 
than unnoticed even in a privy-council, 
so others choose rather to be foremost in 
the retinue of error, than follow in the 
train of truth. What influence the con- 
duct of such writers may have on the 
morals of a people is not my business 
here to determine. Certain I am, that it 
has a manifest tendency to subvert the 
literary merits of the country in view. 
The change of religion in every nation 
has hitherto produced barbarism and igno- 
rance; and such will be probably its 
consequences in every future period. For 
when the laws and opinions of society are 
made to clash, harmony is dissolved, and 
all the parts of peace unavoidably crushed 
in the encounter. 

The writers of this country have also 
of late fallen into a method of considering 
every part of art and science as arising 
from simple principles. The success of 
Montesquieu and one or two more has 
induced all the subordinate ranks of genius 
into vicious imitation. To this end they 
turn to our view that side of the subject 
which contributes to support their hypo- 
thesis, while tlie objections are generally 
passed over in silence. Thus an universal 
system rises from a partial representation 
of the question, a whole is concluded from 
a part, a book appears entirely new, and 
the fancy-built fabric is styled for a short 
time very ingenious. In this manner we 
have seen of late almost every subject in 
morals, natural history, politics, economy, 
and commerce treated. Subjects naturally 
proceeding on many principles, and. some 
even opposite to each other, are all taught 
to proceed along the line of systematic 
simplicity, and continue, like other agree- 


able falsehoods, extremely pleasing till 
they are detected. 

I must still add another fault, of a 
nature somewhat similar to the former. 
As those above mentioned are for con- 
tracting a single science into system, so 
those I am going to speak of are for 
drawing up a system of all the sciences 
united. Such iinderlakings as these are 
carried on by different writers cemented 
into one body, and concurring in the 
same design by the mediation of a book' 
seller. From these inauspicious combi' 
nations proceed those monsters of learning, 
the Trevoux, Encyclopedies, and Bibli> 
othequgs of the age. In making these, 
men of every rank in literature are em- 
ployed, wits and dunces contribute their 
share, and Diderot, as well as Desmaretz, 
are candidates for oblivion. The genius 
of the first supplies the gale of favour, and 
the latter adds the useful ballast of stu- 
pidity. By such means the enoiTOOus 
mass heavily makes its way among the 
public, and, to borrow a bookseller’s 
phrase, the whole impression moves off. 
These great collections of learning may 
serve to make us inwardly repine at our 
own ignorance ; may serve, when gilt and 
lettered, to adorn the lower shelves of a 
regular library; but woe to the reader 
who, not daunted at the immense distance 
between one great pasteboard and the 
other, opens the volume, and explores his 
way through a region so extensive, but 
barren of entertainment, rio unexpected 
I landscape there to delight the imagination; 

I no diversity of prospect to cheat the 
I painful journey. He sees the wide ex- 
tended desert lie before him : what is past 
I only increases his terror of what is to 
I come. His course is not half finished; 

I he looks behind him with affright, and 
, forward with despair. Perseverance is at 
; last overcome, and" a night of oblivion 
' lends its friendly aid to terminate the 
pei*plexity. 

CHAPTER Vn. 

Of Learning hi Great Britain. 

To acquire a character for learning among 
the English at present it is necessary to 
know much more than is either important 
or useful. It seems the spirit of the times 
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for men here to exhaust their natural 
sagacity in exploring the intricacies of 
another man’s thought, and thus never 
to have leisure to think for themselves. 
Others have carried on learning from that 
stage, where the good sense of our ancestors 
have thought it too minute, or too specu- 
lative, to instruct or amuse. By the in- 
dustry of such, the sciences, which in 
themselves are easy of access, affright 
the learner with the severity of their , ap- 
pearance. lie sees them surrounded with 
speculation and subtlety, placed there by 
their professors as if with a view of deter- 
ring his approach. Hence it happens 
that the generality of readers fly from the 
scholar to the compiler, who offers them 
a more safe and speedy conveyance. 

From this fixult also arises that mutual 
contempt between the scholar and the 
man of the world, of wiiich every day’s 
experience furnisheth instances. 

The man of taste, however, stands 
neutral in this controversy. He seems 
placed in a middle station, between the 
woiid and the cell, between learning and 
common sense. He teaches the vulgar 
on what part of a character to lay the 
emphasis of praise, and the scholar where 
to point his application so as to deserve 
it. By his means even the philosopher 
acquires popular applause, and all that 
are truly great the admiration of posterity. 
By means of polite learning alone the 
patriot and the hero, the man who praiseth 
virtue and he who practises it, who fights 
successfully for his country or who dies in 
its defence, becomes immortal. But this 
taste now seems cultivated with less ardour 
than formerly, and consequently the public 
must one day expect to see the advantages 
arising from it, and the exquisite pleasures 
it affords our leisure, entirely annihilated. 
For if, as it should seem, the rewards of 
genius are improperly directed; if those 
who are capable of supporting the honour 
of the times by their writings prefer opu- 
lence to fame ; if the stage should be shut 
to writers of merit, and open only to inte- 
rest or intrigue ; if such should happen to 
be the vile complexion of the times (and 
that it is nearly so we shall shortly see), 
the vei*y virtue of the age will be forgotten 
by posterity, and nothing remembered, 


I except our filling a chasm in the registers 
of time, or having served to continue the 
species. 

CtlAPTER VIII. 

Of rewardmg Getthis in England. 
There is nothing authors are more apt 
to lament, than want of encouragement 
from the age. Whatever their differences 
in other respects, they are all ready to 
unite in this complaint, and each indirectly 
offers himself as an instance of the truth 
of his assertion. 

The beneficed divine, whose wants are 
only imaginary, expostulates as bitterly as 
the poorest author. Should interest or 
good fortune advance the divine to a 
bishopric, or the poor son of Parnassus 
into that place which the other has re- 
signed, both are authors no longer : the 
one goes to prayers once a day, kneels 
upon cushions of velvet, and thanlvs gra- 
cious Heaven for having made the cir- 
cumstances of all mankind so extremely 
happy; the other battens on all the deli- 
cacies of life, enjoys his wife and his easy 
chair, and sometimes, for the sake of 
conversation, deplores the luxury of these 
degenerate days. 

All encouragements to merit are there- 
fore misapplied xvhich make the author 
too rich to continue his profession. There 
can be nothing more just than the old 
observation, that authors, like running 
horses, should be fed, but not fattened. 
If we would continue them in our service, 
we sliould reward them xvith a little money 
and a great deal of praise, still keeping 
their avarice subservient to their ambition. 
Not that I think a writer incapable of 
filling an employment with dignity: I 
would only insinuate, that when made a 
bishop or statesman lie will continue to 
please us as a writer no longer ; as, to 
resume a former allusion, the running 
horse, when fattened, will still be fit for 
very useful purposes, though unqualified 
for a courser. 

No nation gives greater encouragements 
to learning than we do ; yet, at the same 
time, none are so injudicious in the appli- 
cation, We seem to confer them with 
the same view that statesmen have been 
known to grant employments at court, 



rather as bribes to silence than incentives 
to emulation. 

Upon this principle, all our magnificent 
endowments of colleges are erroneous ; 
and, at best, more frequently enrich the 
prudent than reward the ingenious. A 
lad whose passions are not strong enough 
in youth to mislead him from that path of 
science which his tutors, and not his incli- 
nations, have chalked out, by four or five 
years’ perseverance may probably obtain 
every advantage and honour his college 
can bestow. I forget whether the simile 
has been used before, but I would com- 
pare the man whose youth has been thus 
passed in the tranquillity of dispassionate 
prudence to liquors which never ferment, 
and, consequently, continue always muddy. 
Passions may raise a commotion- in the 
youthful breast, but they disturb only to 
refine it However this be, mean talents 
are often rewarded in colleges with an easy 
subsistence. The candidates for prefer- 
ments of this kind often regard their 
admission a.s a patent for future indolence ; 

that a life begun in studious labour is 
often continued in luxurious indolence. 

Among the universities abroad I have 
observed their riches and their learn- 
ing in a reciprocal proportion, their stu- 
pidity and pride increasing with their 
opulence. Happening once, in conver- 
sation with Gaubiiis of Leyden, to mention 
the college of Edinburgh, he began by 
complaining, that all the English students 
which formerly came to his university, now 
went entirely there ; and the fact surprised 
him more, as Leyden was now as well as 
ever furnished with masters, excellent in 
their respective professions. He con- 
cluded by asking, if the professors of 
Edinburgh were rich? I replied, that 
the salary of a professor there seldom 
amounted to more than thirty pounds a 
year. “ Poor men,” says he, “ I heartily 
wish they were better provided for ; until 
they become rich, we can have no expec- 
;ation of English students at Leyden.” 

Premiums, also, proposed for literary 
excellence, when given as encouragements 
to boys, may be useful ; but when designed 
as rewards to men, are certainly misap- 
oUed. We have seldom seen a perform- 
merit in consequence of 


rewards proposed in this manner. Who 
has ever observed a writer of any eminence 
a candidate in SO precarious a contest? 
The man who kno'ws the real value of his 
own genius will no more venture it upon 
an imcertainty, than he wdro knows the 
true use of a guinea will stake it with a 
sharper. 

Every encouragement given to stupidity, 
when known to be such, is also a negative 
insult upon genius. This appears in 
nothing more evident, than the undis- 
tinguished success of those who solicit 
subscriptions. When first brought into 
fashion, subscriptions were conferred upon 
the ingenious alone, or those \vho were 
reputed such. But at present we see 
them made a resource of indigence, and 
requested, not as rewards of merit, but as 
a relief of distress. If tradesmen happen 
to want skill in conducting their own busi- 
ness, yet they are able to write a book; 
if mechanics want money, or ladies shame, 
they write books and solicit subscriptions. 
Scarcely a morning passes, that proposals 
of this nature are not thrust into tlie half- 
opening doors of the rich, with, perhaps, 
a paltry petition, showing the author’s 
I wants, but not his merits. I would not 
willingly prevent that pity which is due 
to indigence ; but while the streams of 
liberality are thus diffused, they must, in 
the end, become proportionably shallow. 

What, then, are the proper encourage- 
; ments of genius? I answer, subsistence 
I and respect ; for these are rewards "con- 
genial to its nature. Every animal has an 
I aliment peculiarly suited to its constitution. 

! The heavy ox seeks nourishment from 
earth ; the light chameleon has been sup- 
posed to exist on air ; a sparer diet eveir 
than this will satisfy the man of tme genius, 

' for he makes a luxurious banquet upon 
empty applause. It is this alone which 
has inspired all that ever was truly great 
and noble among iis.^ It is, as Cicero finely 
calls it, the echo of virtue. Avarice is the 
passion of inferior natures — money the pay 
of the common herd. The author w^ho 
draws his quill merely to take a purse no 
more deserves success than he who pre- 
sents a pistol. 

' When the link between patronage and 
: learning was entire, then all who deserved 
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fame were in a capacity of attaining it. 
When the great .Somers was at the helm, 
patronage was fashionable among our 
nobility. The middle ranks of mankind, 
who generally imitate the great, then 
followed their example, and applauded 
from fashion, if not from feeling. I have 
heard an old poet of that glorious age say, 
that a dinner with his lordship has procured 
him invitations for the whole week follow- 
ing ; that an airing in his patron’s chariot 
has supplied him with a citizen’s coach on 
every future occasion. For who would 
not be proud to entertain a man who kept 
so much good company? 

But this link now seems entirely broken. 
Since the days of a certain prime minister 
of inglorious memory, the learned have 
been kept pretty much at a distance. A , 
jockey, or a laced player, supplies the ! 
place of the scholar, poet, or the man of j 
virtue. Those conversations, once the I 
result of wisdom, wit, and innocence, are 1 
now turned to humbler topics, little more | 
being expected from a companion than a j 
laced coat, a pliant bow, and an immo- j 

derate friendship for a well-served j 

table. 

Wit, when neglected by the great, is 
generally despised by the vulgar. Those 
who are unacquainted with the world are 
apt to fancy the man of wit as leading a 
very agreeable life. They conclude, per- 
haps, that he is attended to with silent 
admiration, and dictates to the rest of man- 
kind with all the eloquence of conscious 
superiority. Very different is his situation. 
He is called an author, and all know that 
an author is a thing only to be laughed 
at. His person, not his jest, becomes the 
mirth of the company. At his approach 
the most fat, unthinking face brightens into 
malicious meaning. Even aldermen laugh, 
and revenge on him the ridicule which 
was lavished on their forefathers : 

Etiam victis redit in prsecordia virtus, 
Victoresque cadunt. 

It is, indeed, a reflection somewhat 
mortifying to the author who breaks his 
ranks, and singles out for public favour, 
to think that he must combat contempt 
before he can arrive at glory — that he 
must expect to have all the fools of society 
united against him before he can hope for 


the applause of the judicious. For this, 
however, he must prepare beforehand ; as 
those who have no idea of the difficulty of 
his employment will be apt to regard his 
inactivity as idleness; and not having a 
notion of the pangs of uncomplying 
thought in themselves, it is not to be 
expected they should have any desire of 
rewarding it in others. 

Voltaire has finely described the hard- 
ships a man must encounter who writes 
for the public. I need make no apology 
for the length of the quotation : 

‘‘Your fate, my dear Le Fevre, is too 
strongly marked to permit your retiring. 
The bee must toil in making honey, the 
silkworm must spin, the philosopher must 
dissect them, and you are born to sing 
of their labours. You must be a poet 
and a scholar, even though your incli- 
nations should resist : nature is too strong 
for inclination. But hope not, my friend, 
to find tranquillity in the employment you 
are going to pursue. The route of genius 
is not less obstnicted with disappointment 
than that of ambition. 

“If you have the misfortune not to excel 
in your profession as a poet, repentance 
must tincture all your future enjoyments : 
if you succeed, you make enemies. You 
tread a narrow path: contempt on one 
side, and hatred on the other, are ready 
to seize you upon the slightest deviation. 

“But why must I be hated? you will 
perhaps reply : why must I be persecuted 
for having written a pleasing poem, for 
having produced an applauded tragedy, 
or for otherwise instructing or amusing 
mankind or myself ? 

“ My dear friend, these very successes 
shall render you miserable for life. Let 
me suppose your performance has merit 
i — let me suppose you have siimiounted the 
I teasing emplo5mients of printing and pub- 
' lishing, — how will you be able to lull the 
critics, who, like Cerberus, are posted at 
all the avenues of literature, and who 
settle the merits of every new perform- 
ance? How, I say, will you be able to 
make them open in your favour? There 
are always three or four literary journals 
in France, as many in Holland, each 
supporting apposite interests. The book- 
sellers who ^tide these periodical compi- 



Jatioiis find their account in being severe ; 
the authors employed by them have 
wretchedness to add to their natural 
malignity. The majority may be in your 


tered, or made enemies by being neglected. 
Thus, though you had the merit of all 
antiquity united in your person, you grow 
old in misery and disgrace. Every place 


favour, but you may depend on being torn designed for nien of letters is filled up 
by the rest. Loaded with unmerited by men of intrigue. Some nobleman’s 
scurrility, perhaps you reply ; they rejoin; private tutor, some court flatterer, shall 
both plead at the bar of the public, and bear away the prize, and leave you to 
both are condemned to ridicule- anguish and to disappointnianti” 

“But if you write for the stage, your Yet it were well if none but the diinces 
case is still more worthy of compassion, of society were combined to tender the 
You are there to be judged by men whom profession of an authoi* ridiculous or 
the custom of the times has rendered imhappy. Men of the first eminence are 
contemptible. Irritated by their own in- often found to indulge this illiberal vein 
feriority, they exert all their little tyranny of raillery. Two contending writers often 
upon you, revenging upon the author the by the opposition of their wit render 
insultsthey receive from the public. From their profession contemptible in the eyes 
such men, then, you are to expect your of ignorant persons, who should have 
sentence. Suppose your piece admitted, been taught to admire. And yet, what- 
acted; one single ill-natured jest from the ever the reader may think of himself, it 
pit is sufficient to cancel all your labours, is at least two to one but he is a greater 
But allowing that it succeeds, there are blockhead than the most scribbling dunce 
an hundred squibs flying all abroad to he affects to despise, 
prove that it should not h^ave siicceededi The poet’s poverty is a standing topic of 
Y on shall find your brightest scenes bur- contempt. His writing for bread is an 
lesquedby the ignorant ; and the learned, unpardonable offence. Perhaps of all man- 
who know a little Greek, and nothing of kind an author in these times is used most 


their native language, affect to despise you. 


We keep him poor, and yet 


“ But, perhaps, with a panting heart, revile his poverty. Like angry parents 
you carry your piece before a woman of who coiTCct their children till they cry, 
quality. She gives the labours of your and then correct them for crying, we 
brain to her maid to be cut into shreds for reproach him for living by his wit, and 


curling her hair ; while the laced footman, 
who carries the gaudy livery of luxury. 


yet allow him no other means to live. 

His taking refuge in garrets and cellars 


insults your appearance, who bear the has of late been violently objectedto him, 


livery of indigence. 


and that by men who, I dare hope, are 


But granting your excellence has at more apt to pity than insult his distress, 
forced envy to confess that your works Is poverty the writer’s fault? No doubt 
have some merit ; this, then, is all the he knows how to prefer a bottle of chain- 
reward you can expect while living. How- pagne to the nectar of the neiglibouring 
ever, for this tribute^ of applause you alehouse, or a venison pasty to a plate of 
persecution. You will be potatoes. Want of delicacy is not in him, 
uitlior of scandal which you but in us, who deny him the opportunity 
never seen, of verses you despise, of making an elegant choice, 

sentiments directly contrary to Wit certainly is the property of those 
own. In short, you must embark who have it, nor should we be displeased 
_ me one party, or all parties will- be if it is the only property a man sometimes 
against you. has. We must not underrate him who 

There are among us a number of uses it for subsistence, and flies from the 
learned societies, where a lady presides, ingratitude of the age even to a bookseller 
whose wit begins to twinkle when the for redress. If the profession of an author 
splendour of her beauty begins to decline, is to be laughed at by the stupid, it is 
One or two men of learning compose her certainly better to be contemptibly rich 
ministers of state. These must be flat- than contemptibly poor. For all the wit 
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that ever adorned the human mind will The a,uthor, when unpati-onized by the 
at present no more shield the author’s great, has natin*ally recourse to the hook- 
poverty from rkUculej than his high-topped seller. There cannot perhaps be imagined 
gloves conceal the unavoidable omissions a combination more prejudicial to taste 
of his laundress, ■ than this. It is the interest of the one to 

To be more serious : new fashions, allow as little for writing, and of the other 
follies, and vices make new monitors to write as much as possilde. Accordingly, 
necessary in every age. An author may tedious compilations and period! cal maga- 
be considered as a merciful substitute to zines are the result of their joint endea- 
the legislature. He acts, not ]>y punishing vours. In these circumstances the author 
crimes, but preventing them. Howmver bids adieu to fame, writes for bread, and 
virtuous the present age, there may be for that only imagination is seldom called 
still growing employment for ridicrile or in. He sits down to address the venal 
reproof, for persuasion or satire. If the muse "with the most phlegmatic apathy ; 
author be therefore still so necessary and, as we are told of the Russian, courts 
among us, let us treat him -with proper his mistress by falling asleep in her lap. 
consideration as a child of the public, not His reputation never spreads in a wider 
a rent-charge on the community. And circle than that of the trade, who generally 
indeed a of the public be is in all value him, not for tbe fineness of his corn- 
respects ; for while so well able to direct positions, but the quantity he works off 
others, how incapable is he frequently in a given time. 

found of guiding himself I His simplicity A long habit of writing for bread thus 
exposes him to all the insidious approaches turns the ambition of every author at last 
of cunning ; his sensibility to the slight- into avarice. He finds that he has written 
e.st invasions of contempt. Though pos- many years, that the public ai*e scarcely ac- 
sessed of fortitude to stand unmoved the quainted even with his name ; he despairs 
expected bursts of an earthquake, yet of of applause, and turns to profit, which in- 
feelings so exquisitely poignant as to vites him. He finds that money procures 
agonize under the .slightest disappoint- all those advantages, that respect, and that 
ment. Broken rest, tasteless meals, and ease which he vainly expected from fame, 
causeless anxiety shorten his life, or render Thus the man who, under the protection 
it unfit for active employment ; prolonged of the great, might have done honour to 
vigils and intense application still farther humanity, \vhen only patronized by the 
contract his span, and make his time glide bookseller becomes a thing little superior 
insensibly away. Let us not, then, aggra- to the fellow who works at the pre.ss. 
vate those natural inconveniences by neg- 
lect ; we have had sufficient instances of CHAPTER IX. 

this kind already. Sale and Moore will Of ike Ma7‘ks of Liiermy Decay in France 

suffice for one age at least. But they are and En^la7id. 

dead, and their sorrows are over. The The faults already mentioned are such as 
neglected author of the Persian Eclogues, learning is often found to flourish under ; 
which, however inaccurate, excel any in our but there is one of a much moi'e dange- 
language, is still alive. Happy if ijisensihle rous nature, which has begun to fix itself 
of our neglect, not our ingratitude, among us, — I mean criticism, which may 

It is enough that the age has already pro- properly be called the natural destroyer 
diiced instances of men pressing foremost of polite learning. We have seen that 
in the lists of fame, and worthy of better critics, or those whose only business is to 
times ; schooled by continued adversity into write books upon other books, are always 
an hatred of their kind, flying from thought more numerous as learning is more dif- 
to drunkenness, yielding to the united fused ; and experience has shown that, 
pressure of labour, penury, and sorrow, instead of promoting its interest, which 
sinking unheeded, without one friend to they profess to do, they generally injure 
drop a tear on their unattended obsequies, it. This decay which crfticism produces 

j and indebted to charity for a grave. mvay be deplored, but can scarcely be 
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remedied, as the man who writes against 
the critics is obliged to add himself to the 
number. Other depravations in the re- j 
public of letters, such as affectation in . 
some popular writer, leading others into | 
vicious imitation : political struggles in i 
the state ; a depravity of morals among ; 
tlie people ; ill-directed encouragement, I 
or no encouragement, from the great, — I 
these have been often found to co-operate | 
in the decline of literature ; and it has i 
sometimes declined, as in modern Italy, | 
without them ; but an increase of criticism ' 
has always portended a decay. Of all 
misfortunes, therefore, in the common- 
wealth of letters, this of judging from 
rule, and not from feeling, is the most 
severe. At such a tribunal no work of 
original merit can please. Sublimity, if 
carried to an exalted height, approaches 
burlesque, and humour sinks into vulga- 
rity. The person who cannot feel may 
ridicule both as such, and bring rules to 
corroborate his assertion. There is, in 
short, no excellence in writing that such 
judges may not place among the neigh- 
bouring defects. Rules render the reader 
more difficult to be pleased, and abridge 
the author’s power of pleasing. 

If we turn to either country, we shall 
perceive evident symptoms of this natural 
decay beginning to appear. Upon a 
moderate calculation, there seem to be 
as many volumes of criticism published 
in those countries as of all other kinds 
of polite erudition united. Paris sends 
ibrth not less than four literary journals 
every month : tlic /btfiee litterah'e and the 
Feiiille, I.>y Freron ; tlie Jojirnal Firanger, 
])y the Chevalier d’Arc ; and Le Mcrcm'e^ 
by Marmontel. We have two literary 
reviews in London, w'ith critical news- 
]:>aper3 and magazines without number. 
The compilers of these resemble the com- 
moners of Rome ; they are all for levelling 
property, not by increasing their owm, but 
Iw diminishing tliat of others. The man , 
who has any good-nature in his disposition ' 
must, lio-wever, be somewhat displeased 
to see distinguished reputations often the 
sport of ignorance,— to see, by one false | 
pleasantry, the future peace of a worthy • 
man’s life disturbed, and this only be- ; 
cause he has unsuccessfully attempted to j 


instruct or amuse us. Though ill-nature 
is far from being wit, yet it is generally 
laughed at as sucli. The critic enjoy.s the 
triumph, and ascribes to his parts what is 
only due to his effrontery. I fire with 
indignation, when I see persons wholly 
destitute of education and genius indent 
to the press, and thus turn book-makers, 
adding to the sin of criticism the sin of 
ignorance also ; whose trade is a bad one, 
and who are bad workmen in the trade. 

When I consider those industrious men 
as indebted to the works of others for a 
precarious subsistence, when I see them 
coming down at stated intervals to rum- 
mage the bookseller’s counter for materials 
to work upon, it raises a .smile, though 
mixed with pity. It reminds me of an 
animal called by naturalists the soldier. 
“ This little creature,” says the historian, 

is passionately fond of a shell ; but not 
being supplied with one by nature, has 
recourse to the deserted shell of some 
other. I have seen these harmless rep- 
tiles,” continues he, “ come down once 
a year from the mountains, rank and file, 
cover the whole shore, and ply basily 
about, each in request of a shell to please 
it. Nothing can be more amusing than 
their industry upon this occasion. One 
shell is too big, another too little : they 
enter and keep possession sometimes for 
' a good while, until one is, at last, found 
I entirely to please. When all are thus 
' properly equipped, they march up again 
to the mountains, and live in llieir 
' new acquisition till under a necessity of 
changing.” 

There is, indeed, scarcely an error of 
which our present writers are guilty that 
does not arise from their opposing systems; 
there is scarcely an error that criticism 
cannot be brought to excuse. From this 
proceeds the affected security of our odes, 
the tuneless flow of our blank verse, the 
pompous epithet, laboured diction, and 
every other deviation from common sense, 
which procures the poet the applause of 
the month : he is praised by all, read by 
a few, and soon forgotten. 

There never was an unbeaten path 
ti-oclden by the poet that the critic did 
not endeavour to reclaim him, by calling 
his attempt innovation. This might be 
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instanced in Dante, who first followed 
nature, and was persecuted by the critics 
as long as he lived. Thus novelty, one 
of the greatest beauties in poetry, mus^ 
be avoided, or the connoisseur be dis- ’ 
pleased. It is one of the chief privileges, ; 
Jiowever, of genius, to fiy from the herd i 
of imitators by some happy singularity; 
for, should he stand still, his heavy pur- 
suers will at length certainly come up, 
and fairly dispute tlie victory. 

The ingenious Mr. Hogarth used to 
assert, that every one except the connois- 
seur was a judge of painting. The same 
may be asserted of writing. The public, 
in general, set the whole piece in the 
proper point of view ; the critic lays his 
eye close to all its minuteness, and con- 
demns or approves in detail. And this 
may be the reason why so many writers | 
at present are apt to appeal from the j 
tribunal of criticism to that of the people. ; 

From a desire in the critic of grafting ! 
the spirit of ancient languages upon the | 
English have proceeded of late several dis- ! 
agreeable instances of pedantry. Among ; 
the number I think we may reckon blank { 
verse. Nothing but the greatest sublimity ! 
of subject can render such a measure , 
pleasing; however, we now see it used , 
upon the most trivial occasions. It | 
has particularly found its way into our , 
didactic poetiy, and is likely to bring | 
that species of composition into disrepute, ; 
for which the English are deservedly 
famous. 

Thor,e who are acquainted with writing 
know that our language nms almost natu- 
rally into blank verse. The writers of 
our novels, romances, and all of this class 
who have no notion of style, naturally 
hobble into this unharmonious measure. 
If rhymes, therefore, be more difficult, for 
that very reason I would have our poets 
write in rhyme. Such a restriction upon | 
the thought of a good poet, often lifts and ' 
increase.s the vehemence of every senti- 
ment; for fancy, like a fountain, plays 
highest by diminishing the aperture. But 
rhymes, it will be said, are a remnant of 
monkish stupidity, an innovation upon 
the poetry of the ancients. They are but 
indifferently acquainted with antiquity 
who make the assertion. Rhymes are 


probably, of older date than either the 
Greek or Latin dactyl and spondee. The 
Celtic, which is allowed to be the first 
language spoken in Europe, has ever pre- 
served them, as we may find in the Edda 
of Iceland and the Irish carols, still sung 
among the original inhabitants of that 
island. Olaiis Wormius gives u.s some 
of the Teutonic poetry in this way; and 
Pantoppidan, bishop of Bergen, some of 
the Norwegian. In short, this jingle of 
sounds is almost natural to mankind ; at 
least it is so to our language, if we may 
judge from many unsuccessful attempts 
to throw it off. 

I should not have employed so much 
time in opposing this erroneous innova- 
tion, if it were not apt to introduce another 
in its train, — I mean, a disgusting solem- 
nity of manner into our poetry; and, 
as the prose writer has been ever found 
to follow the poet, it must consequently 
banish in both all that agreeable trifiing 
which, if I may so express it, often deceives 
us into instruction. The finest sentiment 
and the most weighty truth may put on a 
pleasant face, and it is even virtuous to 
je.st when serious advice must be disgust- 
ing. But, instead of this, the most trifiing 
performance among us now assumes all 
the didactic stiffness of wisdom. The 
most diminutive son of fame or of famine 
has his zve and his ns^ Ins first lies and his 
sccondJies^ as methodical as if bound in 
cow-hide and closed with clasps of brass. 
Were these Monthly Reviews and Maga- 
zines frothy, pert, or absurd, they might 
find some pardon ; but to be dull and 
dronish is an encroachment on the pre- 
rogative of a folio. These things should 
be considered as pills to purge melancholy; 
they should be made up in our splenetic 
climate to l^e taken as physic, and not so 
as to be used when -vve take it. 

However, by the power of one single 
monosyllable our critics have almost got 
the victory over humour amongst us. 
Does the poet paint the absurdities of the 
vulgar ? then he is low. Does he exaggerate 
the features of folly to render it more 
, thoroughly ridiculous ? he is then very lotu. 

In short, they have proscribed the comic 
I or satirical muse from every walk but high 
i life, which, though abounding in fools as 
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well as the humblest station, by no 
means so fmitful in absurdity.'*' Among 
well-bred fools we may despise much, but 
have little to laugh at ; nature seems to 
present us with a universal blank of silk, 
ribbons, smiles, and whispers. Absurdity 
is the poet’s game, and good-breeding is 
the nice concealment of absurdities. ‘The 
truth is, the critic generally mistakes 
humour for wit, whieh is a very different 
excellence. Wit raises human nature above 
its level ; humour acts a contrary part, and 
equally depresses it. To expect exalted 
humour is a contradiction in terms; and 
the critic, by demanding an impossibility 
from the comic poet, has, in effect, banished 
new comedy from the stage. Tut, to put 
the same thought in a different light, when 
an unexpected similitude in two objects 
strikes the imagination — in other words, 
when a thing is wittily expressed— all our 
pleasure turns into admiration of the artist 
who had fancy enough to draw the picture. 
When a thing is humorously described, 
our burst of laughter proceeds from a very 
different cause : we compare the absurdity 
of the character represented with our own, 
and triumph in our conscious superiority. 
No natural defect can be a cause of 
laughter, because it is a misfortune to 
which ourselves arc liable. A defect of 
this kind changes the passion into pity or 
horror. We only laugh at those instances 
of moral absunlity, to which we are con- 
scious we ourselves are not liable. For 
instance, should I descrii/e a man as 
wanting his nose, tliere is no humour in 
this, as it is an accident to which Iiiiman 
nature is suliject, and may be any man’s 
case; but sliould I represent this man 
without his nose as extremely curious in 
the choice of his snuff-box, we here see 
him guilty of an absurdity of which we 
imagine it impossible for ourselves to be 
guilty, and therefore applaud our own 
good sense on the comparison. Thus, 
then, the pleasure we receive from wit 
turns on the admiration of another ; that 
which we feel from humour centres in 
the admiration of ourselves. The poet, 
therefore, must place the object he would 
have the subject of humour in a, state of 
inferiority ; in other words, the subject of 
humour must be low. 


The solemnity worn by many of our 
modern writers is, I fear, often the mask 
of dulness ; for certain it is, it seems to fit 
every author who pleases to put it on. 
By the complexion of many of our late 
publications one might be apt to cry out 
with Cicero, Ckmu, meherculey non fu/o 
esse qui his teinporihtis ridere possip — “ On 
my conscience, I believe we have all forgot 
to laugh in these days.” Such writers 
probably make no distinction between 
what is praised and what is pleasing; 
between those commendations which the 
reader pays his owndiscernment, and those 
which are the genuine result of his sensa- 
tions. It were to be wished, therefore, 
that we no longer found pleasure with 
the inflated style that has for some years 
been looked upon as fine writing, and 
which every young writer is now obliged 
to adopt, if he chooses to be read. We 
should now dispense with loaded epithet 
and dressing up trifies with dignity. For, 
to use an obvious instance^ it is not those 
who make the greatest noise with their 
wares in the streets that have most to 
sell. Let us, instead of writing finely, try 
to write naturally; not hunt after "lofty 
expressions to deliver mean ideas, nor l.')e 
for ever gaping, when we only mean to 
deliver a whisper. 

CHAPTER X. 

0/i he Stage. 

Our theatre has been generally confessed 
to share in this general decline, though 
partaking of the show and decoration of 
the Italian opera, with the propriety and 
declamation of F rench performance. Tlie 
stage also is more magnificent with us 
than any other in Europe, and the people 
in general ionder of theatrical entertain- 
ment. Y et still as our pleasures, as well 
as more important concerns, are generally 
managed by part}', the stage has felt its 
influence. The manager.s, and all who 
espouse their side, are for decoration and 
ornament; the critic, and all who have 
studied French decorum, are for regularity 
and declamation. Thus it is almost im- 
possible to please both parties : and the 
poet, by attempting it, finds Irlmself often 
incapable of pleasing either. If he intro- 
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duces stage pomp, the critic consigns his 
performance to the vulgar ; if he indulges 
in recital aaid simplicity, it is accused of 
insipidity or dry affectation. 

From the nature, therefore, of our 
theatre, and the genius of our country, it 
is extremely difficult for a dramatic poet 
to please his audience. But happy would 
he be, were these the only difficulties he 
had to encounter ; there are many other 
more dangerous combinations against the 
little wit of the age. Our poet’s perform- 
ance must iindergo a process truly chemi- 
cal before it is presented to the public. 

It must be tried in the manager’s fire, 
strained through a licenser, suffer from 
repeated corrections, till it maybe a mere 
capttt mortuum when it arrives before the 
public. 

The success, however, of pieces upon 
the stage would be of little moment, did 
it not inlluence the success of the same 
piece in the closet. Nay, I think it would : 
be more for the interests of virtue, if stage j 
performances were read, not acted; made I 
rather our companions in the cabinet than I 
on the theatre. While we are readers, | 
every moral sentiment strikes us in all its i 
beauty, but the love scenes are frigid, ! 
tawdry, and disgusting. When we are | 
spectators, all the persuasives to vice re- | 
ceive an additional lustre. The love scene : 
is aggravated, the obscenity heightened, j 
the best actors figure in the most de- | 
bauched characters, while the parts of 
morality, as they are called, are thrown ' 
to some mouthing machine, wffio puts even 
virtue out of countenance by his wretched 
imitation. j 

But whatever be the incentives to vice 
which are found at the theatre, public ^ 
pleasures are generally less guilty than 
solitary ones. T o make our solitary satis- 
faction truly innocent, the actor is useful, 
as by his means the poet’s work makes its 
way from the stage to the closet ; for all 
must allow, that the reader receives more 
benefit by perusing a well-written play 
than by seeing it acted. 

But how is this rule inverted on our 
theatres at present ! Old pieces are re- 
vived, and scarcely any new ones admitted. 
The actor is ever in our eye, and the poet 
seldom permitted to appear; the public 


are again obliged to ruminate over those 
hashes of absurdity, which were disgusting 
to our ancestors even in an age of igno- 
rance; and the stage, instead of serving 
the people, is made subservient to the 
interests of avarice. 

We seem to be pretty much in the situ- 
ation of travellers at a Scotch inn; vile 
entertainment is served up, complained of, 
and sent down ; up comes worse, and that 
also is changed ; and every change makes 
our wretched cheer more unsavoury. 
What must be done? only sit down con- 
tented, cry up all that comes before us, 
and admire even the absurdities of Shake- 
speare. 

Let the reader suspend his censure. I 
admire the beauties of this great father of 
our stage as, much as they deserve, but 
could wish, for the honour of our country, 
and for his honour too, that many of his 
scenes were forgotten. A man blind of 
: one eye should always be painted in pro- 
j file. Let the spectator who assists at any 
I of these new revived pieces only ask liim- 
; self whether he would approve such a per- 
I formance if written by a modern poet. I 
1 fear he will find that much of his applause 
i proceeds merely from the sound of a name, 

I and an empty veneration for antiquity. 

I In fact, the revival of those pieces of forced 
! humour, far-fetched conceit, and unnatural 
I hyperbole, wdiich have been ascribed to 
I Shakespeare, is rather gibbeting than 
I raising a statue to his memory ; it is rather 
a trick of the actor, who thinks it safest 
acting in exaggerated characters, and who, 
by outstepping nature, chooses to exhibit 
the ridiculous outre of a harlequin under 
the sanction of that venerable name. 

What strange vamped comedies, farcical 
tragedies, or what shall I call them, speak- 
ing pantomimes, have we not of late seen ! 
No matter what the play may be, it is the 
actor who draws an audience. He throws 
life into all ; all are in spirits and merry, 
in at one door and out at another: the 
spectator, in a fool’s paradise, knows not 
what all this means, till the last act con- 
cludes in matrimony. The piece pleases 
our critics, because it talks old English ; 
and it pleases the galleries, because it has 
ribaldiy. True taste, or even common 
sense, are out of the question. 
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But great art must be sometimes used 
before they can thus impose upon the pub- 
lic. To this purpose a prologue written 
with some spirit generally precedes the 
to inform us that it was composed 
or old Ben, or somebody 
ho took them for his model. A face 
of iron could not have the assurance to 
avow dislike ; the theatre has its partisans 
who understand the force of combinations, 
trained up to vociferation, clapping of 
liaiids and clattering of sticks : and though 
a man might have strength sufficient to 
overcome a lion in single combat, he may 
the risk of being devoured by an army 
of ants. 

I am not insensible that third nights are 
disagreeable drawbacks upon the annual 
profits of the stage. I am confident it is 
much more to the manager’s advantage to 
furbish up all the lumber which the good 
sense of our ancestors, but for his care, had 
consigned to oblivion. It is not with him, 
therefore, but witb the public, I would 
expostulate ; they have a right to demand 
respect, and surely those newly revived 
plays are no instances of the manager’s 
deference. 

I have been informed that no new play 
can be admitted upon our theatres unless 
the author chooses to wait some years, or, 
to use the phrivse in fashion, till it comes 
to be played in turn. A poet thus can 
never expect to contract a familiarity with 
the stage, by which alone he can liope to 
succeed ; nor can the most signal success 
relieve immediate want. Our Saxon an- 
had but one name for a u'it and a 
I will not dispute the propriety of 
uniting those characters then ; but the man 
ho, under the present discouragements, 
ventures to write for the stage, whatever 
claim he may have to the appellation of a 
wit, at least he has no right to be called a 

tliat has been said upon the 
of our tlieatre Vv^e may easily foresee 
whether it is likely to improve or decline ; 
and wliether the freeborn muse can bear 
to submit to those restrictions which ava^ 
rice or power would impose. For the 
luture, it is somewhat unlikely that ho 
whose labours are valualdc, or wffio knows 
their value, will turn to the stage for either 


! fame or subsistence, when he must at once 
I flatter an actor and please an audience. 

I CHAPTER XI. 

j Ou Uuk'i'rsiiies. 

1 Instead of losing myself in a subject of 
' such extent, I shall only offer a few thoughts 
as they occur, and leave their connexion 
I to the reader. 

I We seem divided, whether an education 
I formed by travelling or by a sedentary life 
I be preferable. We see more of the world 
i l)y travel, but more of human nature by 
’ remaining at home; as, in an infinnaiy, 
the student wdio only attends to the dis- 
orders of a few patients is more likely to 
understand his profession, than he whO; 
indiscriminately examines them all. 

A youth just landed at the Brille resem- 
; hies a clown at a puppet-show ; carries his 
amazement from one miracle to another ; 
j from this cabinet of curiosities to that 
collection of pictures : but wondering is 
not the \vay to grow wise. 

Wbate^xT resolutions we set ourselves 
1 not to keep company u'itli our countrymen 
I abroad, we shall find them broken wdien 
i once we leave home. Among strangers 
: we consider ourselves as in a solitude, and 
' it is but natural to desire society. 

In all the great towns of Europe there : 
are to be found Englishmen residing, either 
from interest or choice. These generally 
lead a life of continued debaiicliery. Such 
arc the countrymen a traveller is likely to 
meet with. 

This may be the reason why Englishmen 
are all tliought to be mad or melancholy ‘ 
by the vulgar abroad. Their money is 
giddily and merrily spent among sharpers 
of their own country ; and wdien that is 
gone, of all nations the English bear worst 
that disorder called tlie inaladiL du poche. 

Countries wear very different appear- 
ances to .travellers of different circum- 
stances. A man who is wlnrled through 
Europe in a post-chaise, and the pilgrim 
who walks the grand tour on foot, "will 
form very different conclusions. 

To see Europe with advantage, a man 
should appear in various circumstances of 
fortune ; but the experiment would be too 
dangerous for young men 
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•; There are many things relative to other and support every day syhogistical dispu- 

countries which can be , learned to more tations in school philosophy. Would not 
advantage at home ; their laws and policies one be apt to imagine this was the proper 
are among the number. education to make a man a fool? Such 

The greatest advantages which result to are the universities of Prague, Louvain, 

; youth from travel are an easy address, and Padua. • The second is, where the 
the shaking off national prejudices, and pupils are under few restrictions, u'here 
the finding nothing ridiculous in National all scholastic jargon is banished, wdiere 
peculiarities. they take a degree when they think proper, 

The time spent in these acquisitions and live not in the college, but the city, 
could have been more usefully employed Such ai'e Edinburgh, Leyden, Gottingen, 
at home. An education in a college seems Geneva. The third is a mixture of the two 
therefore preferable., former, where the pupils are restrained, 

We attribute to universities either too but not confined ; where many, though 
much or too little. Some assert that they not all, the absurdities of scholastic philo- 
are the only proper places to advance soj^hy are suppressed, and where the first 
learning; while others deny even their degree is taken after four years’ matricula- 
utility in forming an education. Both are tion. Such are Oxford, Cambridge, and 
erroneous. Dublin. 

Learning is most advanced in populous As for the first class, their absurdities 
cities, where chance often conspires with are too apparent to admit of a parallel, 
industry to promote it; where the members It is disputed which of the two last are 
of this large universit)'', if I may so call it, more conducive to national improvement, 
catch manners as they rise ; study life, not Skill in the professions is acquired more 
logic, and have the world for correspon- by practice than study; two or three years 
dents. may be sufficient for learning their riidi- 

The greatest number of universities have meiits. The universities of Edinburgh, <&:c. 
ever been founded in times of the greatest grant a licence for practising them when 
ignorance. the student thinks proper, which our uni- 

New improvements in learning are sel- versities refuse till after a residence of 
dom adopted in colleges until admitted several years. 

; everywhere else. And this is right : we The dignity of the professions may be 

I should always be cautious of teaching the supported by this dilatory proceeding ; but 

‘ rising generation uncertainties for truth, many men of learning are thus too long 

Thus, though the professors in universities excluded from the lucrative advantages 
' have been too frequently found to oppose which superior skill has a right to expect. 

the advancement of learning, yet, when Those universities must certainly be 
j once established, they are the properest most frequented, which promise to give in 
persons to diffuse it. two years the advantages which others 

There is more knowledge to be acquired will not under twelve. 

! from one page of the volume of mankind, The man who has studied a profession 

if the scholar only knows how to read, than for three years, and practised it for nine 
in volumes of antiquity. We grow learned, more, will certainly know more of his 
not wise, by too long continuance at business than he who has only studied it 
college. for twelve. 

; This points out the time in which we The universities of Edinburgh, iSL'C. must 

: should leave the university. Perhaps the certainly be most proper for the study of 

; age of twenty-one, when at our universities those professions in which men choose to 

; the first degree is generally taken, is the turn their learning to profit as soon as 

; proper period. possible. 

I Tlie universities of Europe may be The universities of Oxford, &c. are im- 

] divided into three classes. Those upon properfor this, since they keep the student 

j the old scholastic establishment, wfiiere the from the world, which, after a certain time, 

I pupils are immured, talk nothing but Latin, is the only true school of improvement. 
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When a degree in the professions can 
be taken only by men of independent for- 
tunes, the number of candidates in learn- 
ing is lessened, and, consequently, the 
advancement of learning retarded. 

This slowness of conferring degrees is a 
remnant of scholastic barbarity. Paris, 
Louvain, and those universities which still 
retain their ancient institutions, confer the 
doctor’s degree slower even than we. 

The statutes of every university should 
be considered as adapted to the laws of 
its respective government. Those should 
alter as these happen to fluctuate. 

Four years spent in the arts (as they 
are called in colleges) is perhaps laying 
too laborious a foundation : entering a 
profession without any previous acqui- 
sitions of this kind is building too bold a 
superstructure. 

Teaching by lecture, as at Edinburgh, 
may make men scholars if they think pro- 
per ; but instructing by examination, as at 
Oxford, will make them so often against 
their inclination. 

Edinburgh only disposes the student to 
receive learning ; Oxford often makes him 
actually learned. 

In a word, were I poor, I should send 
my son to Leyden or Edinburgh, though 
the annual expense in each, particularly 
in the lirst, is very great. Were I rich', 
I would send him to one of our own uni- 
versities. By an education received in the 
first, he has the best likelihood of living ; 
by that received in tlio latter, he has the 
best chance of Ix^coming great. 

We have of late heard much of the 
necessity of studying oratory. Vespasian 
was the first wlio paid professors of rhe- 
toric for publicly instructing youth at 
Home. However, those pedants never 
made an orator. 

The best orations that ever were spoken 
were pronounced in the parliaments of 
King Charles the First. These men never 
studied the rules of oratory. 

Mathematics are, perhaps, too much 
studied at our universities. This seems a : 
science to which the meanest intellects are 
equal. I forget who it is that says, ‘‘All 
men might understand mathematics, if they 
would.” 

The most methodical manner of lectur- 


ing, whether on morals or nature, is, first 
rationally to explain, and then produce 
the experiment. The most instructive 
method is to show the experiment first; 
curiosity is then excited, and .attention 
awakened to every subsequent deduction. 
Hence it is evident, that in a well-formed 
education a course of history should ever 
precede a course of ethics. 

The sons of our nobility are permitted 
to enjoy greater liberties in our universities 
than those of private men. I should blush 
to ask the men of learning and virtue who 
preside in our seminaries the reason of 
such a prejudicial distinction. Our youth 
should there be inspired with a love of 
philosophy; and the first maxim among 
philosophers is. That merit only makes 
i distinction. 

Whence has proceeded the vain magni- 
ficence of expensive architecture in our 
colleges ? Is it that men study to more 
advantage in a palace than in a cell ? One 
single performance of taste or genius con- 
fers more real honours on its parent uni- 
versity than all the labours of the chisel. 

Surely pride itself has dictated to the 
fellows of our colleges the absurd passion 
of being attended at meals, and on other 
public occasions, by those poor men who, 
willing to be scholars, come in upon some 
charitable foundation. It implies a con- 
tradiction, for men to be at once learning 
the liberal arts and at the same time 
treated as slaves; at once studying freedom 
and practising servitude. 

CHAPTER XII. 

The CoHcluswfi. 

Every subject acquires an adventitious 
importance to him who considers it with 
application. ^ He finds it more closely 
connected with human happiness than the 
rest of mankind are apt to allow ; lie sees 
consequences resulting from it which do 
not strike others with equal conviction ; 
and still pursuing speculation beyond the 
bounds of reason, too fx’equently becomes 
ridiculously earnest in trifles or absurdity. 

It will perhaps be incurring this impu- 
tation, to deduce a universal degeneracy 
of manners from so slight an origin as the 
depravation of taste ; "to assert that, as a 
nation grows dull, it sinks into debauchery. 
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Y et such, probably, may be the consequence 
of literary decay ; or, not to stretch the 
thought beyond what it will bear, vice and 
stupidity are always mutually productive 
of each other. 

life, at the greatest and best, has been 
compared to a froward child, that must 
be humoured and played with till it falls 
asleep, and then all the care is over.^ Our 
few years are laboured away in varying its 
pleasures ; new amusements are pursued 
with studious attention ; the most childish 
vanities are dignified with titles of import- 
ance ; and the proudest boast of the most 
aspiring philosopher is no more than that 
he provides his little playfellows the 
greatest pastime with the greatest inno- 
cence. 

Thus the mind, ever wandering after 
amusement, when abridged of happiness 
on one part, endeavours to find it on 
another; when intellectual pleasures are 
disagreeal)le, those of sense will take the 
lead. The man who in this age is en- 
amoured of the tranquil joys of study and 
retirement may in the next, should learn- 
ing be fashionable no longer, feel an 
ambition of being foremost at a horse 
course ; or, if such could be the absurdity 
of the times, of being himself a jockey. 
Reason and appetite are therefore masters 
of our revels in turn ; and as we incline 
to the one, or pursue the] other, we rival 
angels or imitate the brutes. In the pur- 
suit of intellectual pleasures lies every 
virtue; of sensual, every vice. 

It is this difference of pursuit which 
marks the morals and characters of man- 
kind; which lays the line between the 
enlightened philosopher and the half- 
taught citizen; between the civil citizen 
and illiterate peasant; between the law^- 
obeying peasant and the wandering savage 
of Africa,— an animal less mischievous, in- 
deed, than the tigei^ because endued with 


fewer po'w^ers of doing mischief. The 
man, the nation, must therefore be good, 
whose chiefest luxuries consist in the re- 
finement of reason ; and reason can never 
be universally cultivated, unless guided by 
taste, which may be considered as the link 
between science and common sense, the 
medium through which learning should 
ever be seen by society. 

Taste will therefore often be a proper 
standard, when others fail, to judge of a 
nation’s improvement or degeneracy in 
morals. We have often no permanent 
chai‘acteristics by which to compare the 
virtues or the vices of our ancestors with 
our owni. A generation may rise and pass 
away without leaving any traces of what 
it really was; and all complaints of our 
deterioration may be only topics of decla- 
mation, or the cavillings of disappoint- 
ment: but in taste we have standing 
evidence ; wx‘ can wdth precision compare 
the literary performances of our fathers 
with our own, and from their excellence 
or defects determine the moral, as well as 
the literary, merits of either. 

If, then, there ever comes a time when 
taste is so far depraved among us that 
critics shall load every work of genius with 
unnecessary comment, and quarter their 
empty performances with the substantial 
merits of an author, both for subsistence 
and applause ; if there comes a time when 
censure shall speak in storms, but praise 
be whispered in the breeze, while real 
excellence often finds shipwreck in either ; 
if there be a time when the muse shall 
seldom be heard, except in plaintive elegy, 
as if she wept her own decline, while lazy 
compilations supply the place of original 
thinking; should there ever be such a 
time, may succeeding critics, both for the 
honour of our morals, as well as our 
learning, say that such a period bears no 
resemblance to the present age ! 


END OF AN INQUIRY INTO THE PRESENT STATE OF POLITE LEARNING. 
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There are some characters that seem 
formed by nature to take delight in strug- 
gling with opposition, and whose most 
agreeable hours are passed in storms of 
their own creating. The subject of the 
present sketch was perhaps, of all others, 
the most indefatigable in raising himself 
enemies, to show his power in subduing 
them ; and was not less employed in im- 
proving his superior talents, than in finding 
objects on which to exercise their activity. 
His life was spent in a continual conflict 
of politics ; and, as if that w'as too short 
for the combat, he has left his memory as 
a subject of lasting contention. 

It is, indeed, no easy matter to preserve 
an acknowledged impartiality in talking of 
a man so differently regarded on account 
of his political, as well as his religious, 
principles. Those whom his politics may 
please will be sure to condemn him for 
his religion; and, on the contrary, those 
most strongly attached to his theological 
opinions are the most likely to decry his 
politics. On whatever side he is regarded, 
he is sure to have opposers ; and this was 
perhaps what he most desired, having, 
from nature, a mind better pleased with 
the struggle than the victory. 

Henry St. John, Lord Viscount Boling- 
broke, was born in the year 1672, at 
Battersea, in Surrey, at a seat that had 
been in the possession of his ancestors 
for ages before. His family was of the 
first rank, equally conspicuous for its 
antiquity, dignity, and large possessions. 
It is found to trace its original as high 
as Adam de Port, Baron of Basing, in 
Hampshire, before the Conquest; and in 
a succession of ages to have produced 
warriors, patriots, and statesmen, some of 
whom were conspicuous for their loyalty, 
and others for their defending the rights 
of the people. His grandfather, 
Walter St. John, of Battersea, marrying 
one of the daughters of Lord Chief Justice 


St. John, who, as all know, was strongly 
attached to the republican party, lienry, 
the subject of the present memoir, was 
brought up in his family, and, conse- 
quently, imbibed the first principles of 
his education amongst the dissenters. At 
that time Daniel Burgess, a fanatic of a 
very peculiar kind, being at once pos- 
sessed of 2eal and humour, and as well 
known for the archness of his conceits as 
the furious obstinacy of his principles, was 
confessor in the presbyterian way to his 
grandmother, and was appointed to direct 
our author’s first studies. Nothing is so 
apt to disgust a feeling mind as mistaken 
zeal; and, perhaps, the absurdity of the 
first lectures he received might have given 
him that contempt for all religions which 
he might have justly conceived against 
one. Indeed, no task can be more mor- 
tifying than what he was condemned to 
undergo. ‘‘ I was obliged,” says he, in 
one place, “ while yet a boy, to read over 
the commentaries of Dr. Manton, whose 
pride it was to have made a hundred 
and nineteen sermons on the hundred and 
nineteenth psalm.” Dr. Manton and his 
sermons were not likely to prevail much 
on one who was, perhaps, the most sharp- 
sighted in the world at discovering the 
absui'dities of others, however he might 
have been guilty of establishing many of 
his own. 

But these dreary institutions were of no 
very long continuance ; as soon as it was 
fit to take him out of the hands of the 
women, he was sent to Eton School, and 
removed thence to Christ Church College 
in Oxford. His genius and understanding 
w^'ere seen and admired in both these 
seminaries, but his love of pleasure had 
so much the ascendancy, that he seemed 
j contented rather with the consciousness 
! of his own great powers than their exer- 
I tion. However, his friends, and those 
i who knew him most intimately, were 
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thoro uglily sensible of the extent of his 
mind ; and when he left the university, 
he was coasidered as one who had the 
fairest opportunity of making a shining 
figure in active life. 

Nature seemed not less kind to him 
in her external embellishments than in 
adorning his mind. With the graces of 
a handsome person, and a face in which 
dignity was happily blended with sweet- 
ness, he had a manner of address that was 
very engaging. His vivacity was always 
awake, his apprehension was quick, his 
wit refined, and his memory amazing; 
his subtlety in thinking and reasoning 
was profound ; and all these talents were 
adorned with an elocution that was irre- 
sistible. 

To the assemblage of so many gifts 
from nature it was expected that art 
would soon give her finishing hand, and 
that a youth begun in excellence, would 
soon arrive at perfection : but such is the 
perverseness of human nature, that an age 
which should have been employed in the 
acquisition of knowledge was dissipated 
in pleasure; and instead of aiming to 
excel in praiseworthy pursuits, Boling- 
broke seemed more ambitious of being 
tliought the greatest rake about town. 
This period might have been compared 
to that of fermentation in liquors, which 
grow muddy before they brighten ; but it 
must also be confessed, that those liquors 
which never ferment are seldom clear. 
In this state of disorder he was not with- 
out his lucid intervals; and even while 
lie was noted for keeping Miss Giimley, 
the most expensive prostitute in the king- 
dom, and bearing the gi’eatest quantity 
of wine without intoxication, he even 
then despised Ins paltry ambition. “ The 
love of study,” says he, “and desire of 
knowledge, were what I felt all my life ; 
and though my genius, unlike the demon 
of Socrates, whispered so softly, that very 
often I heard him not in the hurry of those 
passions with which I was transported, 
yet some calmer hours there were, and in 
them I hearkened to him.” These sacred 
admonitions were indeed very few, since 
ills excesses are remembered to this very 
day. I have spoken to an old man, who 
assured me, that he saw him and one of 


his companions run naked through the 
Park in a fit of intoxication; but then it 
was a time when public decency might 
be transgressed with less danger than at 
present. 

During this period, as all his attachments 
were to pleasure; so his studies only seemed 
to lean that way. liis first attempts were 
in poetry, in which he discovers more wit 
than taste, more labour than harmony in 
his versification. We have a copy of his 
verses prefixed to Dryden’s Virgil, com- 
plimenting the poet, and praising his 
translation. We have another, not so 
well known, prefixed to a French work, 
published in Holland, by the Chevalier de 
St Plyacinth, entitled “ Le Chef-d’ceiivre 
d’lm Inconnu.” This performance is 
a humorous piece of criticism upon a 
miserable old ballad ; and Bolingbroke’s 
compliment, though written in English, 
is printed in Greek characters, so that at 
the first glance it may deceive the eye, 
and be mistaken for real Greek. There 
are two or three things more of his com- 
position, which have appeared since his 
death, but which do honour neither to 
liis parts nor memory. 

In this mad career of pleasure he 
continued for some time ; but at length, 
ill 1700, when he arrived at the twenty- 
eighth year of his age, he began to dislike 
his method of living, and to find that 
sensual pleasure alone was not sufficient 
to make the happiness of a reasonable 
creature. He therefore made his first 
effort to break from his state of infatu- 
ation by marryingThe daughter and co- 
heiress of Sir Henry Winchescomb, a 
descendant from the famous Jack of 
Newbury, who, though but a clothier in 
the reign of Henry VIIL, was able to 
entertain the king and all his retinue in 
the most splendid manner. Tins lady 
was possessed of a fortune exceeding forty 
thousand pounds, and was not deficient 
in mental accomplishments ; but whether 
lie was not yet fully satiated with his 
former pleasures, or whether her temper 
was not conformable to his own, it is 
certain they were far from living happily 
together. After cohabiting for some time 
together, they parted by mutual consent, 
both equally displeased, — he complaining 
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of the obstinacy of her temper, she of the ' 
shamelessness of his infidelity. A great 
part of her fortune some time after, upon 
his attainder, was given her back; but 
as her family estates were settled upon 
him, he enjoyed them after her death, 
upon the reversal of his attainder. 

Having taken a resolution to quit the 
allurements of pleasure for the stronger 
attractions of ambition, soon after his 
marriage he procured a seat in the House 
of Commons, being elected for the borough 
of Wotton-Basset in Wiltsliire, his father 
having served several times for the same 
place. Besides his natural endowments 
and his large fortune, he had other very 
considerable advantages that gave him 
weight in the senate, and seconded his 
views of preferment. His grandfather, 
Sir Walter St. John, was still alive; and | 
that gentleman’s interest was so great in | 
his own county of Wilts, that he repre- | 
sented it in two Parliaments in a former ; 
reign. liis father also was then the repre- I 
sentative for the same; and the interest | 
of his wife’s family in the House was very ! 
extensive. Thus Bolingbroke took his | 
seat with many accidental helps; but his 
chief and great resource lay in his own 
extensive abilities. 

At that time the Whig and the Tory , 
parties were strongly opposed in the ; 
House, and pretty nearly balanced. In I 
the latter years of King William, the 
Tories, who, from every motive, were 
opposed to the court, had been gaining 
popularity, and now began to make a^ 
public stand against their competitors. 
Robert Harley, afterwards Earl of Oxford, 
a stanch and confirmed Tory, was, in the 
year 1700, chosen Speaker of the Plouse 
of Commons, and was continued in the ■ 
same upon the accession of Queen Anne, I 
the year ensuing. Bolingbroke had all ' 
along been bred up, as was before ob- , 
served, among the dissenters, his friends 
leaned to that persuasion, and all his 
connexions were in the Whig interest. 
However, either from principle or from 
perceiving the Tory party to be then 
gaining ground, while the Whigs were 
declining, he soon changed his connexions, 
and joined himself to liarley, for whom 
he then had the greatest esteem ; nor did 


he bring him his vote alone, but his 
opinion, which, even before the end of 
his first session, he rendex'ed very con- 
siderable, the House perceiving even in so 
young a speaker the greatest eloquence 
united with the profoimdest discernment. 
The year following he was again chosen 
anew for the same borough, and perse- 
vered in his foimer attachments, by wbich 
he gained such an authority and influence 
in the House, that it was thought proper 
to reward his merit; and on the loth of 
April, 1704, he was appointed Secretary 
at War and of the Marine, his friend 
Harley having a little before been made 
Secretary of State. 

The Toiy party being thus established 
in power, it may easily be supposed that 
every method would be used to depress 
the Whig interest, and to prevent it from 
! rising; yet so much justice was done even 
I to merit in an enemy, that the Duke of 

■ Marlborough, who might be considered 
I as at the head of the opposite party, was 
I supplied with all the necessaries for carry ^ 

■ ing on the war in Flanders with vigour : 

I and it is remarkable, that the greatest 

events of his campaign, such as the battles 
of Blenheim and Ramil ies, and several 
glorious attempts made by the Duke to 
shorten the war by some decisive action, 

; fell out while Bolingbroke was Secretary 
! at War. In fact, he was a sincere admirer 
of that great general, and avowed it upon 
all occasions to the last moment of his 
life : he knew his faults, he admired his 
, virtues, and had the boast of being instru- 
' mental in giving lustre to those triumphs 
by which his Own power was in a manner 
overthrown. 

As the affairs of the nation w^ere then 
in as fluctuating a state as at present, 
Harley, after maintaining the lead for 
above three years, was in his turn obliged 
to submit to the Whigs, who once more 
became the prevailing party, and he was 
compelled to resign the seals. The friend- 
ship between him and Bolingbroke seemed 
at this time to have been sincere and dis- 
interested; for the latter chose to follow 
his fortune, and the next day resigned 
his employments in the administration, 
following his friend’s example, and set- 
ting an example at once of integrity and 
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moderation. As an instance of this, when his 

coadjutors, the Tories, were for carding ! 
a violent measure in the House of Com- 
mons, in order to bring the Princess Sophia 
into England, Bolingbroke so artfully op- 
posed it, that it dropped without a debate. 
For this his moderation wr« praised, but 
perhaps at the expense of his sagacity. 

For some time the Whigs seemed to 
have gained a complete triumph, and 
upon the election of a new Parliament, in 
the year 1708, Bolingbroke was not re- 
turned. The interval which followed, ot 
above two years, he _ employed m the 
severest study ; and this recluse period ne 
ever after used to consider_ as the most 
active and serviceable of his whole liie. 
But his retirement was soon interrupted 
by the prevailing of his party once more ; 


Utrecht, which was considered as one 
of the most complicated negotiations that 
history can afford. But nothing seemed 
too great for his abilities and industry : 
he set himself to the undertaking with 
spirit; he began to pave the way to the 
intended treaty by making the people dis- 
contented at the continuance of the war ; 
for this purpose he employed himself 
in drawing up accurate computations of 
the numbers of our own men, and that of 
foreigners, employed in its destructive pro- 
gress. Fie even wrote in the Examiners 
and other periodical papers of the times, 
showing how much of the burden rested 
upon England, and how little w^as sustained 
by those who falsely boasted their alliance. 
By these means, and after much debate 

ab carrying on this war, and 

and Hailey bein n aae .nnsennentlv how necessary it was to apply 


Under Treasurer of the Exchequer, the im- 
portant post of Secretary of State was 
given to our author, in which he discovered 
a degree of genius and assiduity, that 
perhaps have never been known to be 
united in one person to the same degree. 

The English annals scarcely produce a 
more trying juncture, or that required such 
various abilities to regulate. Ide was then 
placed in a sphere where he was obliged 
to conduct the machine of state, struggling 
with a thousand various calamities ; a des- 
perate enraged party, whose characteristic 
it has ever been to bear none in power but 
themselves ; a war conducted by an able 
general, his professed opponent, and whose 
victories only tended to render him every 
day more formidable; a foreign enemy, 
possessed of endless resources, and seem- 
ing- to gather strength from every defeat ; 
airinsidious allianc-c, that wanted only to 
gain the advantage of victory, without con- 
tributing to the expenses of the combat ; 
a weak, declining mistress, that was led by 
every report, and seemed ready to listen 
to whatever was said against him; still 
more, a gloomy, indolent, and suspicious 
colleague, that envied his power, and hated 
him for his abilities : these were a part of 
the difficulties that Bolingbroke had to 
struggle with in office, and under which 
he was to conduct the ti'euty of peace of 
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consequently how necessary it was to apply 
relief to so ill-judged a connexion. It may 
be easily supposed that the Dutch, against 
whom this petition was chiefly levelled, 
did all that was in their power to oppose 
it ; many of the foreign courts also, with 
whom he had any transactions, were con- 
tinually at work to defeat the minister’s 
intentions. Memorial was delivered aftei 
memorial ; the people of England, the 
Parliament, and all Europe were made ac- 
quainted with the injustice and the dangers 
of such a proceeding: however, Boling- 
broke went on with steadiness and reso- 
lution; and although the attacks of his 
enemies at home might have been deemed 
sufficient to employ his attention, yet he 
was obliged, at the same time that he 
furnished materials to the press in London, 
to furnish instructions to all our ministers 
and ambassadors abroad, who would do 
nothing but in pursuance of his directions. 
As an orator in the senate, he exerted^ all 
his eloquence: he stated all the great points 
that were brought before the House ; he 
answered the objections that were made 
by the leaders of the opposition ; and 
all this with such success, that^ even his 
enemies, while they opposed his power, 
acknowledged his abilities. Indeed, such 
were the difficulties he had to encounter, 
that we find him acknowledging himself, 
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some years after, that he never looked back 
on this great event, passed as it was, without 
a secret emotion of mind, when he com- 
pared the vastness of the undertaking and 
the importance of the success with the 
means employed to bring it about, and 
with those which were employed to frus- 
trate his intentions. 

While he was thus industriously em- 
ployed, he was not without the rewards 
that deserved to follow such abilities, 
joined to so much assiduity. In July 1712, 
he was created Baron St. John of Lidyard- 
Tregoze in Wiltshire and Viscount Boling- 
broke ; by the last of which titles he is now 
generally known, and is likely to be talked 
of by posterity : . he was also the same year 
appointed Lord Lieutenant of the county 
of Essex. By the titles of Tregoze and 
Bolingbroke he united the honours of 
the elder and younger branch of his family ; 
and thus transmitted into one channel the 
opposing interests of two races, that had 
been distinguished, one for their loyalty 
to King Charles I., the other for their 
attachment to the Parliament that opposed 
him. It was afterwards his boast, that 
he steered clear of the extremes for which 
his ancestors had been distinguished, 
having kept the spirit of the one, and 
acknowledged the subordination that dis- 
tinguished the other. 

Bolingbroke being thus raised very near 
the summit of power, began to perceive 
more clearly the defects of him who was 
placed there. He now began to find that 
Lord Oxford, whose party he had followed, 
and whose person he had esteemed, was 
by no means so able or so industrious as 
he supposed him to be. He now began 
from his heart to renounce the friendship 
which he once had for his coadjutor ; 
he began to imagine him treacherous, 
mean, indolent, and invidious; he even 
began to ascribe his own promotion to 
Oxford’s hatred, and to suppose that he 
was sent up to the House of Lords only 
to render him contemptible. These sus- 
picions were partly true, and partly sug- 
gested by Bolingbroke’s own ambition: 
being sensible of his own superior import- 
ance and capacity, he could not bear to 
see another take the lead in public affairs, 
when he knew they owed their chief suc- 


cess to his own management. Whatever 
might have been his motives, whether of 
contempt, hatred, or ambition, it is certain 
an irreconcilable breach began between 
these two leaders of their party ; their 
mutual hatred was so great, that even their 
own common interest, the vigour of their 
negotiations, and the safety of their friends 
were entirely sacrificed to it. It was in 
vain that Swift, wdio was admitted into 
their councils, urged the unreasonable 
impropriety of their disputes ; that while 
they were thus at variance within the 
walls, the enemy were making irreparable 
breaches without. Bolingbroke’s antipathy 
was so great, that even success would have 
been hateful to him, if Lord Oxford were 
to be a partner. He abhorred him to that 
degree, that he could not bear to be joined 
with him in any case ; and even some time 
after, when the lives of both 'were aimed at, 
he could not think of concerting measures 
•wdth him for their mutual safety, preferring 
even death itself to the appearance of a 
temporary friendship. 

Nothing could have been more weak 
and injudicious than their mutual ani- 
mosities at this juncture ; and it may be 
asserted with truth, that men who were 
unable to suppress or conceal their resent- 
ments upon such a trying occasion were 
unfit to take the lead in any measures, be 
their industry or their abilities ever so 
great. In fact, their dissensions were soon 
found to involve not only them, but their 
party in utter ruin : their hopes had for 
some time been declining, the Whigs were 
daily gaming ground, and the Queen’s 
death soon after totally destroyed all their 
schemes with their power. 

Upon the accession of George I. to the 
throne, danger began to threaten the late 
ministry on every side : whether they had 
really intentions of bringing in the Pre- 
tender, or whether the Whigs made it a 
pretext for destroying them, is uncertain ; 
but the King very soon began to show that 
they were to expect neither favour nor 
mercy at his hands. Upon his landing 
at Greenw’ich, when the court came to 
wait upon him, and Lord Oxford among 
the number, he studiously avoided taking 
any notice of him, and testified his resent- 
ment by the caresses he bestowed upon 
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Jh7~membsrs of the opposite town. 
A regency had been some time befoie 
appointed to govern kingdom 
Addison was made f toary- Bolwg- 

broke still maintained his place of btate 
SecretaiTj hut subject to the contempt of 
the great and the insults of the mean. 
The first step taken by them to mortity 
him was to order all letters and packets 
directed to the Secretary of ^tate to be 
sent to Mr. Addison ; so that Bolmgbroke 
was ill fact removed from his office, that 
is, the execution of it, in two days aftei 
the Queen’s death. But this was not the 
worst ; for his mortifications were conti- 
nually heightened by the daily humiliation 

of waiting at the door of the 

where the regency sat, with a ba^ in his 

hand, andbehigallthehnie as^^^^^^^ 


lution of impeaching me of high treason 
was taken, and I took that of leaving 
land, not in a panic terror, improved by 
the artifices of the Duke of Marlborough, 
whom I knew even at that time too well 
to act by his advice or information in 
any case, but on slich grounds as the pro- 
ceedings which soon followed sufficiently 
iustihed, and such as I have never repented 
building upon. Those who blamed it in 
the first heat were soon after obhged_ to 
change their language : for what other 
resolution could I take r The method;^M 
prosecution designed against me woula 
have put me out of a condition immedi- 
ately to act for myself, or to serve those 
who were less exposed than me, but \\ffio 
were, however, in danger. On the other 

wf-rp . hand, how few were there on 1141036 assist- 

hand, and being all the tin , » j could depend, or to whom I would 

exposed to the f j in Aese dvcumstances be obliged ? 

weretemptedbytheirnatmalto^^^^ to I The foment in the nation was wrought 

up to a considerable height ; but there 


these in power by abusing him. 

Upon this sudden turn of fortune, when 
the seals were taken from him, he went 
into the country; and having received a 
message from court to be present when 
the seal was taken from the door of the 
Secretary’s office, he excused himself, alleg- 
ing that so trilling a ceremony might as 


was at that time no reason to expect tkat 
it could influence the proceedings m 1-ar- 
liament, in favour of those who should be 
accused: left to its own movement, it was 
much more proper to quicken than slacken 
the iDrosecutions ; and who was there to 
guide its motions ? The Tories, who had 


ing that so trifling ° ^ true to one another to the last, were 

well be - great vigoxw could be 

secretaries, but at me ^ h ^ i . i them *, the Whimsicals, 

the honour pf kissing the ti e ’fiirnre which they 


ine nouuui. yi . r 

whom he testified the utmost submission. 
This request, however, ivas rejected with 
disdain; the King had been daught to 
regard him as an enemy, and threw him- 
self entirely on the Whigs for safety and 
pn'tection. 

The new Parliament, mostly composed 
of Whigs, met the lytli of March, and in 
the King’s speech from the throne many 
inflaming hints were given, and many 
methods of violence chalked out to the 
two Houses. ‘‘The first steps]’ (says 
Lord Bolingbroke, speaking on this occa- 
sion) “ in both were perfectly answerable ; 
and, to the shame of the peerage be it 
spoken, I saw at that time several lords 
concur to condemn in one general vote 
iill that they had approved in a fonner 
Parliament by many particular resolutions. 
Among several bloody resolutions pro- 
posed and agitated at this time, the reso- 


disappointed of the figure which they 
hoped to make, began indeed to join their 
old friends. One of the principal among 
them, namely, the Earl of Anglesea, was 
so very good as to confess to me, that if 
the court had called the servants of the 
late Queen to account, and '.stopped there, 
he must have considered himself as a 
judge, and acted according to his con- 
science on what should have appealed to 
him ; but that war had been declared to 
the whole Tory party, and that now the 
state of things was altered. 1 his discoui se 
needed no commentaiy, and proved to 
me that I had never erred in the judgment 
I made of this set of men. Could I then 
resolve to be obliged to them, or to suffer 
with Oxford ? As much as I still vii’’as 
heated by the disputes in which I had 
been all my life engaged against the 
WhigS;, I would sooner have chosen to 
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owe my security to their indulgence than 
to the assistance of the Whimsicals; but 
I thought banishment, with all her train 
of evils, preferable to either. ” 

Such was the miserable situation to 
which he was reduced upon this occasion ; 
of all the number of his former flatterers 
and dependants, scarcely was one found 
remaining. Every hour brought fresh 
reports of his alarming situation and the 
dangers which threatened him and his 
party on all sides. Prior, who had been 
employed in negotiating the treaty of 
E^trecht, was come over to Dover, and 
promised to reveal all he knew. The 
Duke of Marlborough planted his creatures 
round his lordship, who artfully endea- 
voured to increase the danger; and an 
impeachment was actually preparing, in 
which he was accused of high treason. 
It argued, therefore, no great degree of 
timidity in his lordship to take the first 
opportunity to withdraw from danger, and 
to suffer the first boilings of popular ani- 
mosity to quench the flame that had been 
raised against him; accordingly, having 
made a gallant show of despising the ma- 
chinations against him, having appeared 
in a very unconcerned manner at the play- 
house in Drury Lane, and having bespoke 
another play for the night ensuing — ^liaving 
subscribed to a new opera that was to 
be acted some time after, and talking of 
making an elaborate defence, — he went 
off that same night in disguise to Dover, 
as a servant to Le Vigne, a messenger 
belonging to the French king; and there 
one William Morgan, who had been a 
captain in General Hill’s regiment of dra- 
goons, hired a vessel, and carried him over 
to Calais, where the governor attended 
him in his coach, and carried him to his 
house with all possible distinction. 

The news of Lord Bolingbroke’s flight 
was soon known over the whole town; 
and the next day a letter from him to Lord 
Lansdowne was handed about in print, to 
the following effect : 

Lord, — I left the town so ab- 
ruptly, that I had no time to take leave of 
you or any of my friends. Y on will excuse 
me when you know that I had certain 
and repeated informations, from some who 


are in the secret of affairs, that a resolution 
was taken, by those who have power to 
execute it, to pursue me to the scaffold. 
My blood was to have been the cement of 
a new alliance, nor could my innocence 
be any security, after it had once been 
demanded from abroad, and resolved on 
at home, that it was necessary to cut me 
off. Had there been the least reason to 
hope for a fair and open trial, after having 
been already prejudged unheard by the 
two tiouses of Parliament, I should not 
have declined the strictest examination. 

I challenge the most inveterate of my 
enemies to produce any one instance of a 
criminal correspondence, or the least cor- 
niption of any part of the administration 
in which I was concerned. If my zeal 
for the honour and dignity of my royal 
mistress and the true interest of my 
CQimtiy have anywhere transported me to 
let slip a wann or unguarded expression, 

I hope the most favourable interpretation 
will be put upon it. It is a comfort that 
will remain with me in all my misfortunes, 
that I served her Majesty faithfully and 
dutifully, in that especially which she had 
most at heart, relieving her people from 
a bloody and expensive war, and that 1 
have also been too much an Englishman, 
t® sacrifice the interests of my country to 
! any foreign ally ; and it is for this crime 
only that I am now driven from thence. 
You shall hear more at large from me 
shortly. Yours,” &c. 

No sooner was it universally known that 
he was retired to France, than his flight was 
construed into a proof of his guilt ; and 
his enemies accordingly set about driving 
on his impeachment with redoubled ala- 
crity. Mr., afterwards Sir Robert Walpole, 
who had suffered a good deal by his 
I attachment to the Whig interest during 
I the former reign, now undertook to bring 
in and conduct the charge against him in 
the House of Commons. His impeach- 
ment consisted of six articles, which Wal- 
pole read to the House, in substance as 
follows ; — First, That whereas the Lord 
Bolingbroke had assured the Dutch minis- 
ters that the Queen his mistress would 
make no peace but in concert with them, 
yet he had sent Mr. Prior to France that 
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same year, with proposals a treaty of 
peace with that monarch, without the con- 
sent of the allies. Secondly, That he 
advised and promoted the making a sepa- 
rate treaty of convention with France, 
which was signed in September. Thirdly, 
Tliat he disclosed to M. Mesnager, the 
P"'rench minister at London, this conven- 
tion, which was the preliminary instruc- 
tions to her Majesty’s Plenipotentiaries at 
Utrecht. Fourthly, That her Majest/s 
final instructions to her Plenipotentiaries 
were disclosed byhim to the Abbe Gaultier, 
who was an emissary of France. Fifthly, 
That he disclosed to the French the 
manner how Tournay in Flanders might 
be gained by them. And lastly, That he 
advised and promoted the yielding up 
Spain and the West Indies to the Duke 
of Anjou, then an enemy to her Majesty. 
— These "were urged by Walpole with great 
vehemence, and aggravated with all the 
eloquence of which he was master. He 
challenged any person in behalf of the 
accused, and asserted, that to vindicate 
were in a manner to share his guilt. In 
this universal consternation of the Tory 
party, none was for some time seen to 
stir; but at length General Ross, who had 
received favours from his lordship, boldly 
stood up, and said, he wondered that no 
man more capable was found to appear 
in defence of the accused. However, in 
attempting to proceed, he hesitated so 
much, that he was obliged to sit down, 
observing, that he would reserve what he 
had to say to another opportunity. It 
may easily be supposed that the Whigs 
found no great difficulty in passing the vote 
for his impeachment through the House 
of Commons. It was brought into that 
House on the loth of June, 1715; it was 
sent up to the House of Lords on the 6th 
of August ensuing, and in consequence of 
which he w'-as attainted by them of high 
treason on the loth of September. No- 
thing could be more unjust than such a 
sentence ; but justice had been drowned in 
the spirit of party. 

Bolingbroke, thus finding all hopes cut 
off at home, began to think of improving 
his wretched fortune upon the Continent. 
He had left England with a very small 
fortune, and his attainder .totally cut off 


all resources for the future. In this 'de- 
pressed situation he began to listen to some 
proposals which were made by the Pre- 
tender, who was then residing at Barr, in 
France, and who was desirous of admitting 
Bolingbroke into his secret councils. A 
proposal of this nature had been made him 
shortly after his arrival at Paris, and before 
his attainder at home ; but while he had 
yet any hopes of succeeding in England, 
he absolutely refused, and made the best 
applications his ruined fortune would 
permit to prevent the extremity of his 
prosecution. 

He had for some time waited for an 
ojaportiinity of determining himself, even 
after he found it vain to think of making 
peace at home. He let his Jacobite friends 
in England know tliat they had but to com- 
mand him, and he was ready to venture in 
their service the little all that remained as 
frankly as he had exposed all that was gone. 
“At length,” says he, talking of himself, 
“ these commands came, and were executed 
in the following manner. The person who 
was sent to me arrived in the beginning of 
July 1715, at the place I had retired to in 
I Dauphine. He spoke in the name of all 
his friends whose authority could influence 
me ; and he brought word, that Scotland 
was not only ready to take arms, but under 
some sort of dissatisfaction to be with- 
held from beginning ; that in England the 
people were exasperated against the gov- 
ernment to such a degree, that, far from 
wanting to be encouraged, they could not 
be restrained from insulting it on every 
occasion ; that the whole Tory party was 
become avowedly Jacobites ; that many 
officers of the army, and the majority of 
the soldiers, were well affected to the 
cause ; that the city of London was ready 
to rise, and that the enterprises for seizing 
of several places were ripe for execution ; 
in a word, that most of the principal Tories 
were in concert with the Duke of Ormond ; 
for I had pressed particularly to be in- 
formed whether his grace acted alone, or, 
if not, who were his council ; and that the 
others were so disposed, that there re- 
mained no doubt of their joining as soon 
as the first blow should be struck. He 
added, that my friends were a little sur- 
prised to observe that I lay neuter in such 
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a conjuncture. He represented to me the 
danger I ran of being prevented by people 
of ail sides from having the merit of engag- 
ing early in this enterprise, and how unac- 
countable it would be for a man impeached 
and attainted under the present govern- 
ment to take no share in bringing about a 
revolution so near at hand and so certain. 
He entreated that I would defer no longer 
to join the Chevalier, to advise and assist 
in carrying on his affairs, and to solicit 
and negotiate at the Court of Fi'ance, where 
my friends imagined that I should not fail 
to meet a favourable reception, and whence 
they made no doubt of receiving assistance 
in a situation of affairs so critical, so unex- 
pected, and so promising. He concluded 
l3y giving me a letter from the Pretender, 
whom he had seen in his way to me, in 
which I was pressed to repair without loss 
of time to Commercy; and this instance 
was grounded on the message which the j 
bearer of the letter had brought me from i 
England. In the progress of the conver- 
sation with the messenger, he related a 
number of facts, which satisfied me as to 
the general disposition of the people ; but 
he gave me little satisfaction as to the 
measures taken to improve this disposition, 
for driving the business on with vigour, if 
it tended to a revolution, or for supporting 
it to advantage, if it spun into a war. 
When I questioned him concerning several 
persons whose disinclination to the govern- 
ment admitted no doubt, and whose names, 
quality, and experience were very essential 
to the success of the undertaking, he owned 
to me that they kept a great reserve, and 
did at most but encourage others to act, by 
general and dark expressions. I received 
this account and this summons ill in my 
bed ; yet, important as the matter was, a 
few minutes served to determine me. The 
circumstances wanting to form a reason- 
able inducement to engage did not excuse 
me; but the smart of a bill of attainder 
tingled in every vein, and I looked on my 
jDarty to be under oppression, and to call 
for my assistance. Besides which, I con- 
sidered first that I shoxild be certainly 
informed, when I conferred with the Che- 
valier, of nrany particulars unknown to 
this gentleman ; for I did not imagine that 
the English could be so near to take up 


arms as he represented them to be, on 
no other foundation than that which he 
exposed.” 

In this manner, having for some time 
debated with himself, and taken his reso- 
lution, he lost no time in repairing to the 
Pretender at Commercy, and took the seals 
of that nominal king, as he had formerly 
those of his potent mistress. But this was 
a terrible falling off indeed ; and the very 
first conversation he had with this weak 
projector gave him the most unfavourable 
expectations of future success. He talked 
to me,” says his lordship, “like a man 
who expected every moment to set out for 
England or Scotland, but who did not 
very well know for which : and when he 
entered into the particulars of his affairs, 
I found that concerning the former he 
had nothing more circumstantial or posi- 
tive to go upon, than what I have already 
related. But the Duke of Ormond had 
been for some time, I cannot say how 
long, engaged with the Chevalier : he had 
taken the direction of this whole affair, as 
far as it related to England, upon himself; 
and had received a Commission for this 
purpose, which contained the most ample 
powers that could be given. But still, 
however, all was unsettled, undetermined, 
and ill understood. The Duke had asked 
from France a small body of forces, a sum 
of money, and a quantity of ammunition ; 
but to the first part of the request he 
received a flat denial, but was made to 
hope that some amis and some ammuni- 
tion might be given. This was but a veiy 
gloomy prospect; yet hope swelled the 
depressed party so high, that they talked 
of nothing less than an instant and ready 
revolution. It was their interest to be 
secret and industrious ; but, rendered san- 
guine by their passions, they made no 
doubt of subverting a government with 
which they were angry, and gave as great 
an alann as would have been imprudent 
at the eve of a general insurrection.” 

Such was the state of things when 
Bolingbroke arrived to take up his new 
office at Commercy; and although he 
saw the deplorable state of the party with 
which he was embarked, yet he resolved 
to give his affairs the best complexion he 
was able, and set out for Paris, in order 
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to procure from that court the necessary- 
succours for his new master’s invasion of 
England. But his reception and negotia- 
tions at Paris were still more unpromising 
than those at Commercy; and nothing 
but absolute infatuation seemed to dictate 
every measure taken by the party. lie 
there found a multitude of people at work, 
and every one doing what seemed good 
in his own eyes; no subordination, no 
order, no concert. The Jacobites had 
wrought one another up to look upon the 
success of the present designs as infallible : 
every meeting-house which the populace 
demolished, as he himself says, every little 
drunken riot which happened, served to 
confirm them in these sanguine expec- 
tations ; and there was hardly one among 
them who would lose the air of contri- 
buting by his intrigues to the restoration, 
which he took for granted would be 
brought about in a few weeks. Care and 
hope, .says our author very humorously, 
sat on every busy Irish face; those who 
could read and write had letters to show, 
and those who had not arrived to this 
pitch of erudition had their secrets to 
whisper. No sex was excluded from this 
ministry: Fanny Oglethorpe kept her 
corner in it; and Olive Trant, a woman 
of the same mixed reputation, was the 
great wheel of this political machine. 
The ridiculous correspondence was carried 
on with England by people of like im- 
portance, and who were busy in sounding 
the alarm in the ears of an enemy whom 
it was their interest to surprise. By these 
means, as he himself continues to inform 
us, the government of England was put 
on its guard, so that before he came to 
Paris what was doing had been dis- 
covered. The little armament made at 
Havre de Grace, which furnished the only 
means to the Pretender of landing on the 
coasts of Britain, and which had exhausted 
the treasury of St. Germains, was talked of 
publicly. The Earl of Stair, the English 
minister at that city, very soon discovered 
its destination, and all the particulars of 
the intended invasion; the names of the 
persons from whom supplies came, and 
who were particularly active in the design, 
were whispered about at tea-tables and 
coffee-houses. In short, what by the in- | 


discretion of the projectors, what by the 
private interests and ambitious views of 
the French, the most private transactions 
came to light; and such of the more pru- 
dent plotters, who supposed that they had 
trusted their heads to the keeping of one 
or two friends, were in reality at the mercy 
of numbers. “ Into such company,” ex- 
claims our noble writer, “ was I fallen for 
my sins.” Still, however, he went on, 
steering in the wide ocean without a com- 
pass, till the death of Louis XIV. and the 
arrival of the Duke of Ormond at Paris 
rendered all his endeavours abortive : yet, 
notwithstanding these unfavourable cir- 
cumstances, he still continued to despatch 
several messages and directions for Eng- 
land, to which he received very evasive 
and ambiguous answers. Among the 
number of these, he drew up a paj^er at 
Chaville, in concert with the Duke of 
Ormond, Marshal Berwick, and De Torcy, 
which was sent to England just before 
the death of the King of France, reprC' 
senting that France could not answer the 
demands of their memorial, and praying 
directions what to do. A reply to this 
came to him through the French Secretary 
of State, wherein they declared themselves 
unable to say anything till they saw what 
turn affairs would take on the death of 
the King, which had reached their ears. 
Upon another occasion, a message coming 
from Scotland to press the Chevalier to 
hasten their rising, he despatched a mes- 
senger to London to the Earl of Mar, to 
tell him that the concurrence of England 
in the insurrection was ardently wished 
and expected: but, instead of that noble- 
man’s waiting for instmctions, he had 
already gone mto the Highlands, and there 
actually put himself at the head of his 
elans. After this, in concert with the 
Duke of Ormond, he despatched one 
Mr. Hamilton, who got all the papers by 
heart for fear of a miscarriage, to their 
friends in England, to inform them that 
though the Chevalier was destitute of 
succour and all reasonable hopes of it, 
yet he would land as they pleased in Eng- 
land or Scotland at a minute’s warning; 
and therefore they might rise immediately 
after they had sent despatches to him. 
To this message Mr. Hamilton returned 
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very soon with an answer given by Lord 
Lansdownej in the name of all the persons 
privy to the secret, that since affairs grew 
daily worse, and would not mend by delay, 
the malcontents in England "'had resolved 
to declare immediately, and would be 
ready to join the Duke of Ormond on his 
landing; adding, that his person would 
be as safe in England as in Scotland, and 
that in every other respect it was better 
he should land in England ; that they had 
used their utmost endeavours, and hoped 
the western counties would be in a good 
posture to receive him ; and that he should 
land as near as possible to Plymouth. 
With these assurances the Duke embarked, 
though he had heard before of the seizure 
of many of his most zealous adherents, of 
the dispersion of many more, and the 
consternation of all ; so that upon his 
arrival at Plymouth, finding nothing in 
readiness, he returned to Brittany. In 
these circumstances the Pretender himself 
sent to have a vessel got ready for him at 
Dunkirk, in which he went to Scotland, 
leaving Lord Bolingbroke all this while 
at Paris, to try if by any means some 
assistance might not be procured, without 
which all hopes of success were at an end. 
It was during this negotiation upon this 
miserable proceeding that he was sent 
for by Mrs. Trant (a woman who had for 
some time before ingratiated herself with 
the Regent of France, by supplying him 
with mistresses from England), to a little 
house in the Bois de Boulogne, where she 
lived with Mademoiselle Ghauseiy, an old 
superannuated waiting-woman belonging 
to the Regent. By these he was acquainted 
with the measures they had taken for the 
service of the Duke of Ormond ; although 
Bolingbroke, who was actually secretary 
to the negotiation, had never been ad- 
mitted to a confidence in their secrets. 
He was therefore "a little surprised at 
finding such mean agents employed with- 
out his privity, and veiy soon found them 
utterly unequal to the task. He quickly, 
therefore, withdrew himself from such 
wretched auxiliaries, and the Regent him- 
self seemed pleased at his defection. 

In the mean time the Pretender set sail 
from Dunkirk for Scotland ; and though 
Bolingbroke had all along perceived that 


his cause was hopeless, and his projects 
ill-designed; although he had met wdth 
nothing but opposition and disappoint- 
ment in his service ; yet he considered 
that this, of all others, was the time he 
could not be permitted to relax in the 
cause. He now, therefore, neglected, no 
means, forgot no argument which his un- 
derstanding could suggest, in applying to 
the Court of France; but his success was 
not answerable to his industry. The King 
of France, not able to furnish the Pre- 
tender with money himself, had wnfitten 
some time before his death to his gmnd- 
son, the King of Spain, and had obtained 
from him a promise of forty thousand 
crowns. A small part of this sum had 
been received by the Queen’s treasurer at 
St. Gemiains, and had been sent to Scot- 
land, or employed to defray the expenses 
which were daily making on the coast; 
at the same time Bolingbroke pressed the 
Spanish ambassador at Paris, and solicited 
the minister at the Court of Spain. He 
took care to have a number of officers 
picked out of the Irish troops which serve 
in France, gave them their routes, and 
sent a ship to receive and transport them 
to Scotland. Still, however, the money 
came in so slowly, and in such trifling 
sums, that it turned to little account, and 
the officers w-ere on their way to the Pre- 
tender. At the same time he formed a 
design of engaging French privateers in 
the expedition, that were to have carried 
wdiatever should be necessaiy to send to 
any part of Britain in their first voyage, 
and then to cruise under the Pretender’s 
commission. He had actually agreed for 
some, and had it in his power to have 
made the same bargain with others : 
Sweden on the one side, and Scotland 
on the other, could have afforded them 
retreats; and if the war had been kept 
up in any part of the mountains, this 
armament would have been of the utmost 
advantage. But all his projects and ne- 
gotiations failed by the Pretender’s pre- 
cipitate return, who was not above six 
weeks in his expedition, and flew out of 
Scotland even before all had been tried 
in his defence. 

The expedition being in this manner 
totally defeated, Bolingbroke now began 
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to think that it was his duty as well as 
interest to save the poor remains of the 
disappointed party. He never had any 
great opinion of the Pretender’s success 
before he set off ; but when this adven- 
turer had taken the last step which it was 
in his power to* make, our secretary then 
resolved to suffer neither him nor the ^ 
Scotch to be any longer bubbles of their 
own credulity and of the scandalous 
artifices of the French court. In a con- 
versation he had with the Marshal de 
Huxelles he took occasion to declare, 
that he would not be the instrument of 
amusing the Scotch; and since he was 
able to do them no other service, he wmuld 
at least inform them of wdrat little de- 
pendence they might place upon assistance 
from France. lie added, that he would 
send them vessels, which, with those 
already on the coast of Scotland, might 
serve to bdng off the Pretender, the Earl 
of Mar, and as many others as possible. 
The Marshal approved his resolution, and 
advised him to execute it, as the only 
thing which was left to do; but in the 
meantime the Pretender landed at Grave- 
lines, and gave orders to stop all vessels 
bound on his account to Scotland; and 
Bolingbroke saw him the morning after 
his arrival at St, Germains, and he 
received him with open arms. 

As it was the secretary’s business, as 
soon as Bolingbroke heard of his return, 
he went to acquaint the French court with 
it ; when it was recommended to him to 
advise the Pretender to proceed to Barr 
■with all possible diligence; and in this 
measure Bolingbroke entirely concurred. 
But the Pretender himself was in no such 
haste: he had a mind to stay some time 
at St. Germains, and in the neighbour- 
hood of Paris, and to have a private 
meeting with the Regent. He accordingly 
sent Bolingbroke to solicit this meeting, 
who exerted all his influence in the ne- 
gotiation. I-Ie wrote and spoke to the 
Marshal de Huxelles, wdio answered him 
by word of mouth, and by letters, refusing 
him by both, and assuring him that the 
Regent said the things which were asked 
were puerilities, and swore he would not 
see him. The secretaiy, no w’'ays dis- 
pleased with his ill success, returned with 


this answer to his master, who acquiesced 
in this determination, and declared he 
would instantly set out for Lorrain, at the 
same time assuring Bolingbroke of his 
firm reliance on his integrity. 

However, the Pretender, instead of 
taking post for Lorrain, as he had pro- 
mised, went to a little house in the Bois 
de Boulogne, where his female ministers 
resided, and there continued for several 
days, seeing the Spanish and Swedish 
ministers, even the Regent himself. It 
might have been in these interviews that 
he was set against his new secretary, and 
taught to believe that he had been remiss 
in his duty and firlse to his trust. Be 
this as it will, a few days after the Duke 
of Ormond came to see Bolingbroke, and, 
having first prepared him for the surprise, 
put into his hands a note directed to the 
Duke, and a little scrip of paper directed 
to the secretary : they were both in the 
Pretender’s handwriting, and dated as if 
written by him on his way to Lorrain ; 
but in this Bolingbroke was not to be de- 
ceived, who knew the place of his present 
residence. In one of these papers the 
Pretender declared, that he had no farther 
occasion for the secretary’s service; and 
the other was an order to him to give up 
the papers in his office; all which, he 
observes, might have been contained in a 
letter-case of a moderate size. He gave 
the Duke the seals and some papers which 
he could readily come at; but for some 
others, in which thei'e were several insi- 
nuations, under the Pretender’s own hand, 
reflecting upon the Duke himself, these 
he took care to convey by a safe hand, 
since it would have been very improper 
that the Duke should have seen them. 
As he thus gave up without scruple all 
the papers which remained in his hands, 
because he was determined never to make 
use of them, so he declares he took a secret 
pride in never asking for those of his own 
which were in the Pretender’s hands; 
contenting himself with making the Duke 
understand, how little need there was to 
get rid of a man in this manner who only 
wanted an opportunity to get rid of the 
Pretender and his cause. In fact, if we 
survey the measures taken on the one side, 
and the abilities of the man on the other, 
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it will not appear any way wonderful that 
he should he disgusted with a party who 
had neither principle to give a foundation 
to their hopes, union to advance them, 
nor abilities to put them in motion. 

Bolingbroke being thus dismissed from 
the Pretender’s service, supposed that he 
had got rid of the trouble and the ignominy 
of so mean an employment at the same 
time; but he was mistaken: he was no 
sooner rejected from the office than articles 
of impeachment were preferred against 
him, in the same manner as he had before 
been impeached in England, though not 
with such effectual injury to his person 
and fortune. The articles of his impeach- 
ment by the Pretender Avere branched out 
into seven heads, in which he was accused 
of treachery, incapacity, and neglect. The 
first was, that he Avas never to be found by 
those Avho came to him about business ; 
and if by chance or stratagem they got 
hold of him, he affected being in a hurry, 
and by putting them off to another time 
still avoided giving them any ansAver. The 
second Avas that the Earl of Mar complained 
by six different messengers at different 
times, before the Chevalier came from 
Dunkirk, of his being in Avant of arms and 
ammunition, and prayed a speedy relief ; 
and though the things demanded Avere in 
my lord’s power, there Avas not so much 
as one pound of poAvder in any of the ships 
Avhich by his lordship’s directions parted 
from France. Thirdly, the Pretender him- 
self, after his arrival, sent General Hamil- 
ton to inform him, that his AAmnt of ai*ms 
and ammunition Avas such, that he should 
be obliged to leave Scotland, unless he 
received speedy relief; yet Lord Boling- 
broke amused Mr. Hamilton tAvelve days 
together, and did not introduce him to 
any of the F rench ministers, though he Avas 
referred to them for a particular account 
of affairs; or so much as communicated 
his letters to the Queen, or anybody else. 
Fourthly, the Count de Castel Blanco had 
for several months at Havre a consider- 
able quantity of arms and ammunition, and 
did daily ask his lordship’s orders how 
to dispose of them, but never got any in- 
structions. Fifthly, the Pretender’s friends 
at the I’ rench court had for some time 
past no very good opinion of his lord- 


ship’s integrity, and a very bad one of his 
discretion. Sixthly, at a time when many 
merchants in France would have carried 
privately any quantity of amis and ammu- 
nition into Scotland, his lordship desired 
a public order for the embarkation, Avhlch 
being a thing not to be gi*anted, is said to 
ha\^e been done in order to urge a denial. 
Lastly, the Pretender wrote to his lord- 
ship by every occasion after his arrival in 
Scotland; and though there AA^ere many 
opportunities of writing in return, yet from 
the time he landed there to the day he 
left it he never received any letter from 
his lordship. Such Avere the articles, by 
a very extraordinary reverse of fortune, 
preferred against Lord Bolingbroke, in less 
than a year after similar articles Avere 
draAvn up against him by the opposite 
party at home. It is not easy to find out 
AAdiat he could have done thus to disoblige 
all sides; but he had learned by this time 
I to make out happiness from the conscious- 
ness of his oAvn designs, and to consider 
all the rest of mankind as uniting in a 
faction to oppress Aurtue. 

But though it was mortifying to be thus 
rejected on both sides, yet he was not 
remiss in vindicating himself from all. 
Against these articles of impeachment, 
therefore, he drcAV up an elaborate answer, 
in AAdiich he vindicates himself Avith great 
plausibility. He had long, as he asserts, 
Avished to leave the Pretender’s service, 
but Avas entirely at a loss hoAV to conduct 
himself in so difficult a resignation ; “but 
at length,” says he, “the Pretender and 
his council disposed of things better for 
me than I could have done for myself. I 
had resolved, on his return from Scotland, 
to folloAV him till his residence should be 
fixed someAvhere ; after Avhich, having 
seiwed the Tories in this Avhich I looked 
upon as their last struggle for pOAA^er, and 
having continued to act in the Pretender’s 
affairs till the end of the term for AAdiich I 
embarked Avith him, I should have es- 
teemed myself to be at liberty, and should, 
in the civulest manner I Avas able, have 
taken my leave of him. liad Ave parted 
thus, I should liaA’-e remained in a very 
strange situation all the rest of my life; 
on one side, he AAmuld haA>'e thought that 
he had a right on any future occasion to 
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call me out of my retreat; the Tories 
woiilcl probably have thought the same 
thing; : my resolution was taken to retuse 
them both, and I foresaw that both would 
condemn me : on the other side, the con- 
sideration of his having kept measures 
with me, joined to that of having once 
openly declared for him, would have 
created a point of honour, by which 1 
should have been tied down, not only from 
ever engaging against him, but also from 
making my peace at home. The Pretender 
cut this Gordian knot asunder at one blow: 
he broke the links of that chain which 
former engagements had fastened on me, 
and gave me a right to esteem myse 
as free from all obligations of keeping 
measures with him as I should have 
continued if I had never engaged m his 

It is iiot to be supposed that one so very 
delicate to preserve his honour^ would 
previously have basely^ betrayed his em- 
ployer: a man conscious of acting so 
infamous a part would have undertaken 
no defence, but let the accusations, whicli 
could not materially affect him, blow ovei , 
and wait for the calm that was to succeed 
in tranquillity. He appeals to all the 
ministers with whom he transacted b^^^' 
ness, for the integrity of his proceedings 
at that juncture ; and had he been really 
guilty, when he opposed the ministry here 
after his return, they would not have 
failed to brand and detect his duplicity. 
The truth is, that he perhaps was the most 
disinterested minister at that time in the 
Pretender’s court ; as he had spent great 
suras of his own money in his service, 
and never would be obliged to him for a 
farthing, in which case he believes that he 
was single. His integrity is much less 
impeachable on this occasion than bis 
ambition; for all tbe steps he took may 
Ije fairly ascribed to his displeasure at 
having the Duke of Ormond and the Earl 
of Mar treated more confidentially than 
himself. It was his aim always to be 
foremost in every administration, and he 
could not bear to act as a subaltern iii so 
paltry a court as that of the Pretender. 

At all periods of his exile he still looked 
towards home with secret regret ; and had 
even taken every opportunity to apply to 


those in power, either to soften his prose- 
cutions, or lessen the number of his enemies 
at home. In accepting his oface under 
the Pretender, he made It a condition to 
be at liberty to quit the post whenever he 
should think proper; and being now 
disgracefiilly dismissed, he turned his mind 
entirely towards making his peace in Eng- 
land, and employing ah the unfortunate 
experience he had acquired to undeceive 
his Tory friends, and to promote the union 
and quiet of his native country. It was not 
a little favourable to his hopes that about 
this time, though unknown to him, the Eai I 
of Stair, ambassador to the Frencly court, 
had received full power to treat with him 
whilst he was engaged with the Pretender ; 
but yet had never made him any proposals, 
which might be considered as the grossest 
outrage. But when the breach with the 
Pretender was universally known, the Earl 
sent one Monsieur Saludin, a gentleman 
of Geneva, to Lord Bolingbroke, to com- 
municate to him his Majesty King George s 
favourable disposition to grant him a 
pardon, and his own earnest desire to serve • 
him as far as he was able. This was an 
offer by much too advantageous for Bol ing- 
broke in his wretched circumstances to 
refuse ; he embraced it, as became him to do, 
with all possible sense of the King’s good- 
ness and of the ambassador’s friendship. 
They had frequent conferences shortly 
after upon the subject. The turn which 
the English ministry gave the matter 
was to enter into a treaty to reverse his 
attainder, and to stipulate the conditions 
on which this act of grace should be 
granted him: but this method of negotia- 
tion he would by no means submit to; 
the notion of a treaty shocked him, and 
he resolved never to be restored, rather 
than go that way to work. Accordingly 
he opened himself without any reserve to 
Lord Stair, and told him, that he looked 
upon himself obliged in honour and con- 
science to undeceive his friends in Eng- 
land, both as to the state of foreign affairs, 
as to the management of the Jacobite 
interest abroad, and as to the characters of 
the persons ; in every one of which points 
he knew them to be most grossly and 
most dangerously deluded- He observed, 

I that the treatment he had received from 
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tlie Pretender and liis adherents would 
j ustify him to the world in doing this ; 
that, if he remained in exile all his life, 
he might he assured that he would never 
have more to do with the Jacobite cause ; 
and that) if he were restored, he would 
give it an effectual blow, in making that 
apology which the Pretender had put 
him under- a necessity of making; that 
in doing this he flattered himself that 
he should contribute something towards 
the establishment of the King’s govern- 
ment, and to the union of his subjects. 
He added, that if the court thought him 
sincere in those professions, a treaty with 
him was unnecessary ; and, if they did not 
believe so, then a treaty would be dan- 
gerous to him. The Earl of Stair, who 
has also confirmed this account of Lord 
Bolingbroke’s in a letter to Mr. Craggs, 
readily came into his sentiments on this 
head, and soon after the King approved 
it upon their representations : he accord- 
ingly received a promise of pardon from 
George L, who on the 2d of July, 1716, 
created his father Baron of Battersea, in 
the county of Surrey, and Viscount St. 
John. This seemed preparatory to his 
own restoration; and, instead of pro- 
secuting any farther ambitious schemes 
against the government, he rather began 
to turn his mind to philosophy ; and since 
he could not gratify his ambition to its full 
extent, he endeavoured to learn the art of 
despising it. The variety of distressful 
events that had hitherto attended all his 
struggles, at last had thrown him into a 
state of reflection, and this produced, by 
way of relief, a co^tsolatio philosophical 
which he wrote the same year, under the 
title of Reflections upon Exile. ” In this 
piece, in which he professes to imitate the 
manner of Seneca, he with some wit draws 
his own picture, and represents himself as 
suffering persecution for having served 
his country with abilities and integrity. 
A state of exile thus incurred he very 
justly shows to be rather honourable than 
distressful; and indeed there are few 
men who will deny, that the company 
of strangers to virtue is better than the 
company of enemies to it. Besides this 
])hilosophical tract, he also wrote this year 
several letters, in answer to the charges 


laid upon him by the Pretender and his 
adherents '; and the following year he drew 
up a vindication of his whole conduct with 
respect to the Tories, in the form of a letter 
to Sir William Wyndham. 

Nor was he so entirely devoted to the 
fatigues of business, but that he gave 
pleasure a share in its pursuits. He had 
never much agreed with the lady he first 
married, and after a short cohabitation they 
separated, and lived ever after asunder. 
She therefore remained in England upon 
his going into exile, and by proper appli- 
cation to the throne was allowed a suffi- 
cient maintenance to support her with 
becoming dignity: however, she did not 
long survive his first disgrace ; and upon 
his becoming a widower, he began to think 
of trying his fortune once more in a state 
which was at first so unfavourable. For 
this purpose he cast his eye on the widow 
of the Marquis of Villette, a niece to the 
famous Madame Maintenon, a young lady 
of great merit and understanding, pos- 
sessed of a veiy large fortune, but encum- 
bered with a long and troublesome law- 
suit. In the company of this very sensible 
woman he passed his time in France, 
sometimes in the countiy, and sometimes 
at the capital, till the year 1723, in which, 
after the breaking up of the Parliament, 
his Majesty vras pleased to grant him a 
pardon as to his personal safety, but 
neither as yet restoring him to his family 
inheritance, his title, nor a seat in Parlia- 
ment. 

To obtain this favour had been the 
governing principle of his politics for some 
years before ; and upon the first notice of 
his good fortune, he prepared to return 
to his native country, where, however, his 
dearest connexions were either dead or de- 
clared themselves suspicious of his former 
conduct in support of their party. It is 
obseiwable that Bishop Atterbury, who 
was banished at this time for a supposed 
treasonable correspondence in favour of 
the Tories, was set on shore at Calais, 
just w^hen Lord Bolingbroke arrived thei'e 
on his return to England. So extraordi- 
I nary a reverse of fortune could not fail 
of strongly affecting that good prelate, 
who observed with some emotion, that he 
perceived himself to be exchanged: he 
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presently left it to liis auditors to imagine 
whether his country were the loser Or the 
gainer by such an exchange. 

Lord Bolingbroke, upon his return to 
his native country, began to make very 
vigorous applications for farther, favours 
from the crown : his pardon, without the 
means of support, was but an empty, or 
perhaps it might be called a distressful, act 
of kindness, as it brought him back among 
his former friends in a state of inferiority 
his pride could not endure. However, his 
applications were soon after successful, for 
in about two years after his return he ob- 
tained an act of Parliament to restore him 
to his family inheritance, which amounted 
to nearly three thousand pounds a year. 
He was also enabled by the same to 
possess any purchase he should make of 
any other estate in the kingdom ; and he 
accordingly pitched upon a seat of Lord 
Tankerville’s, at Dawley, near Uxbridge in 
Middlesex, -where he settled with his lady, 
and laid himself out to enjoy the rural 
pleasures in perfection, since the more glo- 
rious ones of ambition were denied him. 
With this resolution he began to improve 
his new purchase in a very peculiar style, 
giving it all the air of a country farm, and 
adorning even his hall with all the imple- 
ments of husbandry. We have a sketch 
of his way of living in this retreat in a letter 
of Pope to Swift, who omits no oppor- 
tunity of representing his lordship in the 
most amiable points of view. This letter 
is dated from Dawley, the country farm 
above mentioned, and begins thus : “ I 
now hold the pen for my Lord Boling- 
broke, who is reading your letter between 
two haycocks ; but his attention is some- 
what diverted by casting his eyes on the 
clouds, not in the admiration of what 
you say, but for fear of a shower. Lie 
is pleased with your placing him in the 
triumvirate between yourself and me ; 
though he says he doubts he shall fare like 
Lepidus, while one of us runs a’vay with 
all the power, like Augustus, and another 
■ivith all the pleasure, like Antony. It is 
upon a foresight of this that he has fitted 
up his farm, and you will agree that this 
scheme of retreat is not founded upon weak 
appearances. Upon his return from Bath 
he finds all peccant humours are purged 


out of him ; and his great temperance and 
economy are so signal, that the first is fit 
for my constitution, and the latter would 
enable you to lap up so much money as to 
buy a bishopric in England. As to the 
return of his health and vigour, were you 
here, you might inquire of his haymakers ; 
but as to his temperance, I can answer that 
for one whole day we have had nothing 
for dinner but mutton broth, beans and 
bacon, and a barn-door fowl. Now his 
lordship is run after his cart I have a 
moment left to myself to tell you, that I 
overheard him yesterday agree with a 
painter for two hundred pounds to paint 
his country hall with trophies of rakes, 
spades, prongs, &c., merely to coun- 
tenance his calling this place a farm. ” 
What Pope here says of his engagements 
with a painter was shortly after executed ; 
the hall was painted accordingly in black 
crayons only, so that at first view it 
brought to mind the figures often seen 
scratched with charcoal, or the smoke of 
a candle, upon the kitchen walls of farm- 
houses. The whole, however, produced 
a most striking effect, and over the dobr 
at the entrance into it was this miotto : 
Satis heatus rittis honoribus, Plis lord- 
ship seemed to be extremely happy in his 
pursuit of moral tranquillity, and, in the 
exultation of his heart, could not fail of 
communicating his satisfactions to his 
friend Swift. “I am in my own farm,” 
says he, “and here I shoot .strong and 
tenacious roots : I have caught hold of the 
earth, to use a gardener’s phrase, and 
neither my enemies nor my friends will 
find it an easy matter to transplant me 
again.” 

There is not, perhaps, a stronger in- 
stance in the world than his lordship, that 
an ambitious mind can never be fairly 
subdued, but will still seek for those gra- 
tifications which retirement can never sup- 
ply. All this time he was mistaken in his 
passion for solitude, and supposed that to 
be the child of philosophy which was only 
the effect of spleen : it was in vain tliat he 
attempted to take root in the shade of 
obscurity j he was originally bred in tlie 
glare of public occupation, and he secretly 
once more wished for transplantation. He 
was only a titular lord; he had not been 
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thoroughly restored ; and, as lie was ex- 
cluded from a seat in the House of Peers, 
he burned with impatience to play a part 
in that conspicuous theatre. Impelled by 
this desire, he could no longer be restrained 
in obscurity, but once more entered into 
the bustle of public business, and dis- 
avowing all obligations to the minister, he 
embarked in the opposition against him, 
in which he had several powerful coad- 
jutors ; but previously he had taken care 
to prefer a petition to the liouse of Com- 
mons, desiiing to be reinstated in his 
former emoluments and capacities. This 
petition at first occasioned very warm 
debates: Walpole, who pretended to 
espouse his cause, alleged that it was very 
right to admit him to his inheritance ; and 
when Lord William Pawlet moved for a 
clause to disqualify him from sitting in 
either ITouse, Walpole rejected the motion, 
secretly satisfied with a resolution which 
had been settled in the cabinet, that he 
should never more be admitted into any 
share of power. To this artful method of 
evading his pretensions Bolingbroke was 
no" stranger; and he was now resolved to 
shake that power which thus endeavoured 
to obstruct the increase of his own: taking, 
therefore, his part in the opposition with 
Pulteney, while the latter engaged to 
manage the FJouse of Commons, Boling- 
broke undertook to enlighten the people. 
Accordingly, he soon distinguished him- 
self by a multitude of pieces, written during 
the latter part of George the First’s reign, 
and likewise the beginning of that which 
succeeded. These were conceived with 
great vigour and boldness ; and now, once 
more engaged in the service of his coun- 
tiy, though disarmed, gagged, and almost 
bound, as he declared himself to be, yet 
he resolved not to abandon his cause, as 
long as he could depend on the firmness 
and integrity of those coadjutors who did 
not labour under the same disadvantages 
with himself. Flis letters, in a paper 
called the Craftsman^ were particularly 
distinguished in this political contest ; and 
though several of the most expert poli- 
ticians of the times joined in this paper, 
his essays w'ere peculiarly relished by the 
public. However, it is the fate of things 
written to an occasion seldom to survive 


that occasion: the Crafisman^ though 
written with great spirit and sharpness, 
is now almost forgotten, although, when 
it was published as a w^eekly paper, it 
sold much more rapidly than even the 
Spectator. Beside this work, he published 
several other separate pamphlets, wdiich 
were afterwards reprinted in the second 
edition of his works, and which were very 
popular in their day. This political war- 
fare continued for ten years, during which 
time he laboured with great strength and 
perseverance, and drew up such a system 
of politics, as some have supposed to be 
the most complete now existing. But, as 
upon all other occasions, he had the mor- 
tification once more to see those friends 
desert him upon whose assistance he 
most firmly relied, and all that web of 
fine-spun speculation actually destroyed 
at once, by the ignorance of some, and 
the perfidy of others. He then declared 
that he was perfectly cured of his patriotic 
frenzy : he fell out not only wdth Ihilteney 
for his selfish views, but with his old 
friends the Tories, for abandoning their 
cause as desperate; averring, that the 
faint and unsteady exercise of parts on one 
side was a crime but one degree inferior 
to the iniquitous misapplication of them 
on the other. But he could not take 
leave of a controversy in which he had 
been so many years engaged, without 
giving a parting blow, in wdiich he seemed 
to summon up all his vigour at once, and 
where, as the poet says, 

Animani in vulnere posuit. 

This inimitable piece is entitled ** A 
Dissertation on Parties,” and of all his 
masterly pieces it is in general esteemed 
the best 

Having finished this, wdiichwas received 
wdth the utmost avidity, he resolved ;v> 
take leave not only of his enemies and 
friends, but even of his country ; and in 
this resolution, in the year 1 736, he once 
more retired to France, where he looked 
to his native country with a mixture of 
' anger and pity, and upon his former pro- 
fessing friends with a share of contempt 
andThdignation. “I expect little,” says 
he, “ from the principal actors that tread 
the stage at present. They are divided 
not so much as it seemed, and as they 
HU 
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would have it believed, about measures : 
the true division is about their different 
ends. Whilst the minister was not hard 
pushed, nor the prospect of succeeding 
to him near, they appeared to have but 
one end, — the reformation of the govern- 
ment. The destruction of the minister 
was pursued only as a preliminary, but of 
essential and indisputable necessity, to 
that end ; but when his destruction seemed 
to approach, the object of his succession 
interposed to the sight of many, and the 
reformation of the government was no 
longer their point of view. They had 
divided the skin, at least in their thought, 
before they had taken the beast. The 
common fear of hastening his downfall for 
others made them all faint in the chase. 
It was this, and this alone, that saved 
him, and put off his evil day.” 

Such were his cooler reflections, after 
he had laid down his political pen, to 
employ it in a manner that was much 
more agreeable to his usual professions 
and his approaching age. He had long 
employed the few hours he could spare 
on subjects of a more general and impor- 
tant nature to the interests of/nankind; 
but as he was frequently interrupted by 
the alarms of party, he made no great 
prodciency in his design. Still, however, 
he kept it in view, and he makes frequent 
mention, in his letters to Swift, of his 
intentions to give metaphysics a new and 
useful turn. “I know,” says lie, in one 
of these, “how little regard you pay to 
writings of this kind; but I imagine that, 
if you can like any, it must be those that 
strip metaphysics of all their bombast, 
keep within the sight of every well-con- 
stituted eye, and never bewilder them- 
selves whilst they pretend to guide the 
reason of others.” 

Having now arrived at the sixtieth year 
of his age, and being blessed with a very 
competent share of fortune, he returned 
into France, far from the noise and hurry 
of party, for his seat at Dawley was too 
near, to devote the rest of his life to retire- 
ment and study. Upon his going to that 
country, as it was generally known that 
disdain, vexation, and disappointment had 
driven him there, many of his friends, as 
well as his enemies, supposed that he was 


once again gone over to the Pretender. 
Among the number who entertained this 
suspicion was Swift, whom Pope, in one 
of his letters, very roundly chides for 
harbouring such an unjust opinion. “ You 
should be cautious,” says he, “ of censuring 
any motion or action of Lord Bolingbroke, 
because you hear it only from a shallow, 
envious, and malicious reporter. AVhal 
you writ to me about him I find, to my 
great scandal, repeated in one of yours to 
another. Whatever you might hint to 
me, was this for the profane ? The thing, 
if true, should be concealed; but it is, I 
assure you, absolutely untrue in every 
circumstance. He has fixed in a very 
agreeable retirement near Fontainbleau, 
and makes it his whole business 
liter is F 

This reproof from Pope was not more 
friendly than it was true : Lord Boling- 
broke was too well acquainteil with the 
forlorn state of that party, and the folly 
of its conductors, once more to embark 
in their desperate concerns. He now 
saw that he had gone as far towards re- 
instating himself in the full possession of 
his former honours as the mere dint of 
parts and application could go, and was, 
at length, experimentally convinced, that 
the decree was absolutely irreversible, and 
the door of the House of Lords finally 
shut against him. He, therefore, at Pope’s 
suggestion, retired, merely, to be at leisure 
from the broils of opposition, for the 
calmer pleasures of philosopliy. Thus 
the decline of his life, though less brilliant, 
became more amiable ; and even his hap- 
piness was improved by age, which had 
rendered his passions more moderate and 
his wishes more attainable. 

But he was far from suffering, even in 
solitude, his hours to glide away in torpid 
inactivity. That active, restless disposition 
still continued to actuate his pursuits ; and 
having lost the season for gaining power 
over his contemporaries, he was now 
resolved upon acquiring fame from pos- 
terity. Lie had not been long in his 
retreat near Fontainbleau when he began 
a course of letters on the study and use of 
history for the use of a young nobleman. 
In these he does not follow the methods 
of St. Real and others who have treated 
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on this subject, -who make history the 
great fountain of all knowledge; he very 
\risely confines its benefits, and supposed 
them rather to consist in deducing general 
maxims from particular facts, than in 
ill ustrating maxims by th e ap pi ication of 
historical passages. In mentioning eccle- 
siastical history, he gives his opinion very 
freely upon the subject of the divine ori- 
ginal of the sacred hooks, which he sup- 
poses to have no such foundation. This 
new system of thinking, which he had 
always propagated in conversation, and 
which he now began to adopt in his more 
laboured compositions, seemed no way 
supported either by his acuteness or his 
learning. He began to reflect seriously 
on these subjects too late in life, and to 
suppose those objections very new and un- 
answerable which had been already con- 
futed by thousands. “ Lord Bolingbroke,” 
says Pope, in one of his letters, “ is above 
trilling: when he writes of any thing in 
this world, he is more than mortal. If 
ever he trifles, it must be when he turns 
divine.” 

In the meantime, as it was evident that 
a man of his active ambition, in choosing 
retirement when no longer able to lead 
in public, must be liable to ridicule in 
resuming a resigned philosophical air, in 
order to obviate the censure he addressed 
a letter to Lord Bathurst upon the true 
use of retirement and study ; in which he 
shows himself still able and willing to 
undertake the cause of his country, when- 
ever its distresses should require his exer- 
tion. “I have,” says he, “ renounced 
neither my country nor my friends ; and 
by friends I mean all those, and those 
alone, who are such to their country. In 
their prosperity they shall never hear of 
me; in their distress always. In that 
retreat wherein the remainder of my days 
shall he: spent I may be of some use to 
them, since, even thence, I may advise, 
exhort, and warn them. ” Bent upon this 
pursuit only, and having now exchanged 
the gay statesman for the grave philoso- 
pher, he shone forth with distinguished 
lustre. His conversation took a different 
turn from what had been usual with him ; 
and, as we are assured by Lord Orrery, 
who knew him, it.ui^ited the wisdom of 


Socrates, the dignity and ease of Pliny, 
and the wit of liorace. 

Yet still, amid Ms resolutions to turn 
himself from politics, and to give himself 
up entirely to the calls of philosophy, he 
could not resist embarking once more in 
the debates of his country; and, coming 
back from France, settled at Battersea, 
an old seat which was his father’s, and 
had been long in the possession of the 
family. He supposed he saw an impend- 
ing calamity, and, though it was not in 
his power to remove, he thought it his 
duty to retard its fall. To redeem or save 
the nation from perdition he thought im- 
possible, since national corruptions were 
to be purged by national calamities ; but 
he was resolved to lend his feeble assist- 
ance to stem the torrent that was pouring 
in. With this spirit he wrote that excel- 
lent piece which is entitled “The Idea 
of a Patriot King ; ” in which he describes 
a monarch uninfluenced by party, leaning 
to the suggestions neither of Whigs nor 
Tories, but equally the friend and the 
father of all. Some time after, in the 
year 1749, after the conclusion of ^^he 
peace two years before, the measures 
taken by the administration seemed not 
to have been repugnant to his notions of 
political prudence for that juncture: in 
that year lie wrote his last production, 
containing reflections on the then state of 
the nation, principally with regard to her 
taxes and debts, and on the causes and 
consequences of them. This undertaking 
was left unfinished, for death snatched the 
pen from the hand of the writer. 

Having passed the latter part of his life 
in dignity and splendour, his rational 
faculties improved by reflection, and his 
ambition kept under by disappointment, 
his whole aim seemed to have been to 
leave the stage of life, on which he had 
acted such various parts, with applause. 
He had long wished to fetch his last breath 
at Battersea, the place where he was born; 
and fortune, that had through life seemed 
to traverse all his aims, at last indulged 
him in this?. He had long been, troubled 
with a cancer in his cheek, by which 
exciaiciating disease he died, on the verge 
of fourscore years of age. He was conso- 
nant with himself to the last ; and those 
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principles which he had all along avowed 
he confirmed with his dying breath, having 
given orders that none of the clergy should 
be permitted to trouble him in his latest 
moments. 

His body was interred in Battersea 
church with those of his ancestors; and a 
marble monument erected to his memory, 
with the following excellent inscription 
Here lies 

HENRY ST. JOHN, 

in the reign of Queen Anne^ 

Secretary of War, Secretary of State, 
and Viscount Bolingbroke ; 
in the days of King George 1 . and 
King George II. 
something more and better. 

His attachment to Queen Anne 
exposed him to a long and severe persecution ; 
he bore it with firmness of mind. 

He passed the latter part of his time at home, 
the enemy of no national party, 
the friend of no faction : 

distingiiishcd (under the cloud of a proscription, 
which had not been entirely taken off,) 
by zeal to maintain the liberty, 
and to re.siore the ancient prosperity, 
of Great Britain. 

He died the 12th of December, 1751, 

. aged 79. 

In this manner lived and died Lord 
Bolingbroke, ever active, never depressed, 
ever pursuing fortune, and as constantly 
disappointed" by her. In whatever light 
we view his character, we shall find him 
an object rather properer for our wonder 
than our imitation, more to be feared than 
esteemed, and gaining our admiration with- 
out our love. His ambition ever aimed 
at the summit of power, and nothing 
seemed capable of satisfying his immode- 
rate desires but the liberty of governing 
all things without a rival. With as much 
ambition, as great abilities, and more ac- 
quired knowledge than Ccesar, he wanted 
only his courage to be as successful ; but 
the schemes his head dictated his heart 
often refused to execute ; and he lost the 
ability to perform, just when the gi-eat oc- 
casion called for all his efforts to engage. 

The same ambition that prompted him 
to be a politician actuated him as a phi- 
losopher. His aims were equally great 
and extensive in both capacities : unwdl- 
ling to submit to any in the one, or any 
authority in the other, he entered the fields 
of science with a thorough contempt of 


all that had been established before him, 
and seemed willing to think every thing 
wrong, that he might show his faculty in 
the reformation. It might have been bet- 
ter for his quiet, as a man, if he had been 
content to act a subordinate character in 
the state ; and it bad certainly been better 
for bis memory as a writer, if he had 
aimed at doing less than he attempted. . 
Wisdom in morals, like every other art or 
science, is an accumulation that numbers 
have contributed to increase ; and it is not 
for one single man to pretend, that he can 
add more to the heap than the thousands 
that have gone before him. Such inno- 
vators more frequently retard than promote 
knowledge ; their maxims are more agree- 
able to the reader, by having the gloss of 
novelty to recommend them, than those 
which are trite only because they are true. 
Such men are, therefore, followed at first 
with avidity, nor is it till some time 
that their disciples begin to find their 
error. They often, though too late, per- 
ceive that they have been following a 
speculative inquiry, while they have been 
leaving a practical good; and- while they 
have been practising the arts of doubting, 
they have been losing all firmness of prin- 
ciple, which might tend to establish the 
rectitude of their private conduct. As a 
moralist, therefore, Lord Bolingbrolve, by 
having endeavoured at too much, seems 
to have done nothing ; but as a political 
writer few can equal, and none can exceed, 
him. As he was a practical politician, his 
writings are less filled with those specula- 
tive illusions, which are the result of soli- 
tude and seclusion. He wrote them with 
a certainty of their being opposed, sifted, 
examined, and reviled ; he therefore took 
care to build them up of such materials 
as could not be easily overthrown : they 
prevailed at the times in which they were 
written, they still continue to the admira- 
tion of the present age, and will probably 
last for ever. 

The Iasi Will and Testament of the late Right 

Ho7i. Henry Si. John, Lord Visconnt Bolhig- 

broke. 

In the name of God, whom I humbly 
adore, to whom I offer up perpetual 
j thanksgiving, and to the order of whose 
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providence I am clieerfiilly resigned: This 
is the last Will and Testament of me, 
Henry St John, in the reign of Queen 
Anne, and by her grace and favour, Vis- 
count Bolingbroke. After more than thirty 
years’ proscription, and after the immense 
losses I have sustained by unexpected 
events in the course of it; by the injustice 
and treachery of persons nearest to me; 
by the negligence of friends, and by the 
infidelity of servants : as my fortune is so 
reduced at this time, that it is impossible 
for me to make such disposition, and to 
give such ample legacies as I always 
intended, I content, therefore, to give as 
follows:— 

My debts and the expenses of my burial 
in a decent and private manner at Batter- 
sea, in the vault 'where my last wife lies, 
being first paid, I give to William Chet- 
wynd, of Stafford, Esq. and Joseph Taylor, 
of the Inner Temple, London, Esq., my 
two assured friends, each of them one 
hundred guineas, to be laid out by them 
as to each of them shall seem best in 
some memorial, as the legacy of their 
departed friend; and I constitute them 
executors of this my will. The diamond 
ring which I wear upon 3iiy finger, I give 
to my old and long approved friend, 
the Marquis of Matignon, and, after his 
decease, to his son, the Count de Gace, 
that I may be kept in the remembrance 
of a family whom I love and honour above 
all others. 

Iteni^ I give to my said executors the 
sum of four hundred pounds in trust, to 
place out the same In some of the public 
funds, or government securities, or any 
other securities, as they shall think proper, 
and to pay the interest or income there- 
of to Francis Arboneau, my valet-de- 
chambre, and Ann his wife, and the 
survivor of them ; and after the decease 
of the survivor of them, if their son, John 
Arboneau, shall be living, and under the 
age of eighteen yeans, to pay the said 
interest or income to him, until he shall 
attain his said age, and then to pay the 
principal money, or assign the securities 
for the same, to him ; but if he shall not 
be living at the decease of his father and 
mother, or shall afterwards die before his 
said age of eighteen years, in either of the 


said cases the said principal sum of four 
hundred pounds, and the securities for 
the same, shall sink into my personal 
estate, and be accounted part thereof. 

Item, I give to my two servants, Mari- 
anne Tribon and Remi Ghaniet, com- 
monly called Picard, each one hundred 
pounds; and to every other servant living 
with me at the time of my decease, and 
who shall have lived with me two years 
or longer, I give one year’s wages more 
than what shall be due to them at my 
death. 

And whereas I am the author of several 
books or tracts following, viz. : — 

Remarks on the History of England, 
from the Minutes of Humphrey Oldcastle. 
In twenty-four letters. 

A Dissertation upon Parties. In nine- 
teen letters to Caleb Danvers, Esq. 

The Occasional Writer. Numb, i, 2, 3. 

The Vision of C ami lick. 

An Answer to the London Journal of 
December 21, 1728, by John Trot. 

An Answer to the Defence of the 
Inquiry into the Reasons of the Conduct 
of Great Britain. 

A Final Answer to the Remarks on 
the Craftsman’s Vindication. 

All which books or tracts have been 
printed and published ; and I am also the 
author of 

Four Letters on History, &c. 

Which have been privately printed, and 
not published; but I have not assigned 
to any person or persons -whatsoever the 
copy, or the liberty of printing or reprint- 
ing any of the said books, or tracts, or 
letters : Now I do hereby, as far as by 
law I can, give and assign to David Mallet, 
of Putney, in the county of Surrey, Esquire, 
the copy and copies of all and each of the 
before-mentioned books or tracts, and 
letters, and the liberty of reprinting the 
same. I also give to the said David Mallet 
the copy and copies of all the manuscript 
books, papers, and writings, which I have 
written dr composed, or shall write or 
compose, and leave at the time of my 
decease. And I farther give to the said 
David Mallet all the books which, at 
the time of my decease, shall be in the 
room called my library. 
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All the rest and residue of my personal 
estate, whatsoever and wheresoever, I give 
to my said executors ; and hereby revok- 
ing all former wills, I declare this to be 
my last will and testament. In witness 
whereof, I have hereunto set my hand and 
seal the twenty-second day of November, 
in the year of our Lord one thousand 
seven hundred and fifty-one. 

Henry Saint John Bolingbroice. 
Signed, sealed, published, and 
declared by the said testator, as 
and for his last will and testa- 
ment, in the presence of 
Oliver Price, 

Thomas Hall. 


Proved at London, the fifth day of 
March, 1752, before the worshipful Robert 
Chapman, doctor of laws and surrogate, 
by the oaths of William Chetwynd and 
Joseph Taylor, Esquires, the executors 
named in the will, to whom administration 
was granted, being first sworn duly to 
administer. 


, William Legard,'i 
Hknry Stevens, J 


In Dr. Matty’s Life of Lord Chesterfield, 
he mentions that he had seen Lord Boling- 
broke for several months labouring under 
a cruel, and, to appearance, incurable 
disorder. A cancerous humour in his 
face made a daily progress ; and the em- 
pirical treatment he submitted to not only 
hastened his end, but also exposed him 
to the most excruciating pain. lie saw 
him, for the last time, the day before his 
tortures began. Though the unhappy 
patient, as well as his friend, did then 
expect that he should recover, and accord- 
ingly desired him not to come again till 
his cure was completed, yet he still took 
leave of liim in a manner which showed 
how much he was affected. He embraced 
the Earl with tenderness, and said, “ God, 
who placed me here, will do what he 
pleases with me hereafter, — and He knows 
best what to do. May He bless you.” 
And in a letter from Chesterfield to a lady 
of rank at Paris, he says, “ I frequently 
see our friend Bolingbroke, but I see him 
with great concern. A humour he has 
long had in his cheek proves to be can- 
cerous, and has made an alarming progress 


of late. Hitherto it is not attended with 
pain, ‘Which is all he wishes, for as to the 
rest he is resigned. Truly, a mind like 
his, so far superior to the generality, would 
have well deserved that nature shouldhave 
made an effort in his favour as to the 
body, and given him an uncommon share 
of health and duration.” 

The last scene is thus lamented, in a 
letter to the same lady “ Are you not 
greatly shocked — but lam sure you are— 
at the dreadful death of our fi'iend Boling- 
broke? The remedy has hastened liis 
death, against which there was no remedy, 
for his cancer was not topical, but uni- 
■versal, and had so infected the whole mass 
of his blood as to be incurable. What 1 
most lament is, that the medicines put 
him to exquisite pain — an evil I dread 
much more than death, both for my friends 
and myself. I lose a warm, an amiable, 
and instructive friend. I saw him a fort- 
night before his death, wlien he depended 
upon a cure, and so did I ; and he desired 
I would not come any more till he was 
quite well, which he expected would be 
in ten or twelve days. The next day the 
great pains came on, and never left him 
till within two days of his death, during 
which he lay insensible. What a man ! 
what extensive knowledge! what a mem- 
ory ! what eloquence ! His passions, which 
were strong, were injurious to the delicacy 
of his sentiments; they were apt to ba 
confounded together, and often wilfully. 
The world will do him more justice now 
than in his lifetime.” 

LETTER. 

Lord Hyde io David Mallei, Esq. 

“ Paris, 7 (n.s.\ 1752. 

I LEARN from England, sir, that Lord 
Bolingbroke has left his manuscript.s to 
you. His friends must see with satisfaction 
those title-deeds of his reputation in the 
hands of the author of the life of the 
great Lord Bacon ; and you will have had 
the distinguished honour of having been 
guardian to the fame of two of the greatest 
geniuses which our country, and perhaps 
humanity, has produced ; but with gi-eater 
honour to you in this last instance, because 
you are such by the designation and choice 
of the author himself. 
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“ What works of his you may have for I 
the public I know not. That for which 
I was solicitous, because I believe it would 
be most instructive to the ’v^rlcl, and might 
be most for his honour, he told me him- 
self he had laid aside^ — I mean the history 
of the great transactions of Europe from 
the time when he began to consider and ; 
know them. There I'emains of that, I 
believe, no more than a summary review, 
which I had the good fortune some time 
ago to draw from him, upon an application 
which I made to him to direct me in the 
study of history. You will probably have 
seen that summary review, which is in a 
collection of letters upon history, which 
he did me the honour to write me. It is 
but a sketch of the work he had proposed 
to himself ; but it is the sketch of Lord 
Bolingbroke. He will probably have told 
you that those letters were by his direc- 
tion delivered up by me to Mr. Pope, who 
burnt, as he told me, the manuscripts, 
and printed off, by a private press, some 
very few copies, which were to be con- 
sidered still as manuscripts, one of which 
Mr. Pope kept, and sent another to Lord 
Bolingbroke. Sir William AYyndham, 
I^ord Bathurst, Lord Marchmont, Mr. 
Murray, and Mr. Lyttleton, I think, had 
each one. I do not remember to have 
been told of any copies given, except to 
myself, who have always preserved mine 
as I would a MS. which was not my own, 
— observing not only the restrictions which 
Lord Bolingbroke himself had recom- 
mended to me, but securing likewise, as 
far as I could, even in case of my death, 
that this work should never become public 
from that copy which is in my possession. 

I enlarge upon this, because I think my- 
self particularly obliged, out of regard to 
Lord Bolingbroke, to give this account 
of that work to the person whom he has 
intrusted with all his writings, in case you 
might not have known this particularity. 
And at the same time I think it my duty 
to the memory of Lord Bolingbroke, to 
myself, and to the world too, to say 
something more to you in relation to 
this work. 

“ It is a wo^‘k, sir, which will instruct 
mankind, and do honour to its author; 
and yet I will take upon me to say, that 


I for the sake of both, you must publish it 
with caution. 

“ The greatest men have their faults, 
and sometimes the greatest faults; but 
the faults of superior minds are the least 
indifferent, both to themselves and to 
society. Humanity is interested in the 
; fame of those who excelled in it ; but it 
is interested, before all, in the good of 
society, and in the peace of the minds of 
the individuals that compose it. Lord 
Bolingbroke’s mind embraced all objects, 
and looked far into all ; but not without 
a strong mixture of passions, which will 
always necessarily beget some prejudices, 
and follow more. And on the subject of 
religion particularly (whatever was the 
motive that inflamed his passions upon 
that subject chiefly,) his passions were the 
most strong; and I will venture to say, 
(when called upon, as I think, to say 
what I have said more than once to him- 
self, with the deference due to his age and 
extraordinary talents,) his passions upon 
that .subject did prevent his otherwise 
superior reason from seeing, that, even in 
a political light only, he hurt himself, and 
wounded society, by striking at establish- 
ments, upon which the conduct at least 
of society depends, and by striving to 
overturn in men’s minds the systems 
wdrich experience at least has justified, 
and which authority at least has rendered 
respectable, as necessary to public order 
and to private peace, without suggesting 
to their minds a better, or indeed any, 
system. 

“ You will find, sir, what I say to be 
true in a part of the work I mentioned, 
where he digresses upon the criticism of 
church history. 

“ While this work remained in the 
hands only of those I have mentioned, 
(except, as I have been telling you, to 
himself and to them in private conver- 
sation,) I have otherwise been silent upon 
that subject; but I must now say to you, 
sir, that, for the world’s sake and for his, 
that part of the work ought by no means 
to be communicated farther. And you 
see, that it is a digression not necessary 
to that work. If this digression should 
be made public, it will be censured, — it 
must be censured, — it ought to be cen- 
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siired. It will be criticised, too, by able 
pens, whose erudition, as well as their 
reasonings, will not be easily ansAvered. 
In such a case, I shall owe to myself and 
to the world to disclaim publicly that part 
of a w'ork which he did me the honour 
to address to me ; but I owe to the regard 
which he has sometimes expressed for me 
to disclaim it rather pidvately to you, sir, 
who are intrusted with his writings, and 
to recommend to you to suppress that part 
of the work, as a good citizen of the world, 
for th^world’s peace, as one intrusted and 
obliged by Lord Bolingbroke, not to raise 
new storms to his memory. — I am, sir, 
your very humble servant, “Hyde.” 

’ LETTER. 

David Mallet, Esq. to Lord Hyde. 

“ My Lord, — I received a very i-eal 
pleasure, and at the same time a sensible 
concern, from the letter your lordship has 
honoured me with. Nothing could be 
more agreealDle to me than the favourable 
opinion of one whom I have long ad- 
mired for every quality that enters into 
an estimable and amiable character ; but 
then nothing can occasion me more un- 


easiness than not to be able to suppress 
that part of a work which you would have 
kept from public view. 

“ The book was printed off before your 
lordship’s letter reached my hands; but 
this consideration alone would have ap- 
peared trifling to me. I apprehend that 
I cannot, without being unfaithful to the 
trust reposed in me, omit or alter any 
thing ill those works which my Lord 
Bolingbroke had deliberately prepared for 
the press, and I will publish no other. 
As to this in particular, his repeated 
commands to me were, that it sliGuld be 
printed exactly according to the copy he 
himself, in all the leisure of retirement, 
had corrected with that view. 

“ Upon the ivhole, if your lordship 
should think it necessary to disclaim the 
reflections on sacred history, by which 
I presume is meant some public and 
authentic declaration, that your notions 
on this head differ entirely from those of 
your noble friend ; even in this case I am 
sure you will do it with rll the delicacy 
natural to your own disposition, and with 
all the tenderness to his memory, that the 
particular regard he always bore you can 
oeserve. I am, with the greatest respect, 
my lord,” &c. 
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The life of a scholar seldom abounds 
with adventure. liis fame is acquired in 
solitude. And the historian, who only 
views him at a distance, must be content 
with a dry detail of actions by which he is 
scarcely distinguished from the rest of man- 
kind. But we are fond of talking of those 
who have given us pleasure, not that we 
have any thing important to say, but be- 
cause the subject is pleasing. 

Thomas Parnell, D.D.,was descended 
from an ancient family, that had for some 
centuries been settled at Congleton in 
Cheshire. His father, Thomas Parnell, 
who had been attached to the Common- 
wealth party, upon the Restoration went 
over to Ireland ; thither he carried a large 
personal fortune, which he laid out in lands 
in that kingdom. The estates he pur- 
chased there, as also that of which he was 
possessed in Cheshire, descended to our 
poet, who was his eldest son, and still 
remain in the family. Thus want, which 
has compelled many of our greatest men 
into the service of the Muses, had no 
influence upon Parnell : he was a poet 
by inclination. 

lie was born in Dublin in the year 1679, 
and received the first rudiments of his edu- 
cation at the school of Doctor Jones in that 
city. Surprising things are told us of the 
greatness of his memory at that early 
period : as, of his being able to repeat by 
heart forty lines of any book at the first 
reading; of his getting the third book of 
the Iliad in one night'.s time, which was 
given in order to confine him for some 
days. These stories, v'hich are told of 
almost every celebrated wit, may perhaps 
be true. But, for my own part, I never 
found any of those prodigies of parts, 
although I have known enow that were 
desirous, among the ignorant, of being 
thought so. 

There is one presumption, however, of 


the early maturity of his understanding. 
He was admitted a member of the college 
of Dublin at the age of thirteen, which is 
much sooner than usual, as at that univer- 
sity they are a great deal stricter in their 
examination for entrance than either at 
Oxford or Cambridge. His progress 
through the college course of study wns 
probably marked with but little splen- 
dour ; his imagination might have been 
too warm to reli.sh the cold logic of Bur- 
gersdicius, or the dreary subtleties of 
Smiglesius; but it is certain that, as a 
classical scholar, few could equal him. 
His own compositions show this; and the 
deference which the most eminent men of 
his time paid him upon that head, put it 
beyond a doubt. He took the degree of 
Master of Arts the 9th of July, 1 700; and, in 
the same year, he was ordained a deacon, 
by William, Bishop of Derry, having a 
dispensation from the Primate, as being 
under twenty-three years of age. He was 
admitted into priest’s orders about three 
years after, by William, Archbishop of 
Dublin ; and, on the qtb of February, 1705, 
he was collated by Sir George Ashe, Bishop 
of Clogher, to the archdeaconry of Clogher. 
About that time also he married Miss Anne 
Minchin, a young lady of great merit and 
beauty, by whom he had two sons, who 
died young, and one daughter, who is still 
living. His wife died some time before 
him ; and her death is said to have made 
so great an impression on his spirits, that 
it served to hasten his own. On the 31 st 
of May, 1716, he was presented, by his 
friend and patron Archbishop King, to the 
vicarage of Finglass, a benefice worth about 
four hundred pounds a year, in the diocese 
of Dublin, but he lived to enjoy his pre- 
ferment a very short time. He died at 
Chester, in July, 1717, on his way to Ire- 
land, and was buried in Trinity church in 
that town, without any monument to mark 
the place of his interment. As he died 
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without male issue, his estate devolved to 
his only nephew, Sir John Parnell, Baronet, 
whose father was younger brother to the 
Archdeacon, and one of the Justices of the 
King’s Bench in Ireland. 

Such is the very unpoetical detail of the 
life of a poet. Some dates, and some few 
facts scarcely more interesting than those 
that make the ornaments of a country tomb- 
stone, are all that remain of one whose 
labours now begin to excite universal 
curiosity. A poet, while living, is seldom 
an object sufficiently great to attract much 
attention : his real merits are known but 
to a few, and these are generally sparing 
in their praises. When his fame is increased 
by time, it is then too late to investigate 
the peculiarities of his disposition : the 
dews of the morning are past, and we 
vainly try to continue the chase by the 
meridian splendour. 

There is scarcely any man but might be 
made the subject of a very interesting and 
amusing history, if the writer, besides a 
thorough acquaintance with the character 
he draws, were able to make those nice 
distinctions which separate it from all 
others. The strongest minds have usually 
tlie most striking peculiarities, and would 
consequently afford the richest materials : 
but in the present instance, from not 
knowing Br. Parnell, his peculiarities are 
gone to the grave with him; and we are 
obliged to take his character from such as 
knew but little of him, or who, perhaps, 
could have given very little information if 
they had known more. 

Parnell, by what I have been able to col- 
lect from my father and uncle, who knew 
him, was themost capable man in the world 
to make the happiness of those he con- 
versed with, and the least able to secure 
his own. lie wanted that evenness of dis- 
position which bears disappointment with 
phlegm, and joy with indifference. lie was 
ever very much elated or depressed, and 
his whole life spent in agony or rapture. 
But the turbulence of these passions only 
affected himself, and never those about 
him : he knew the ridicule of his own clia- 
racter, and veiy effectually raised the mirth 
of his companions, as well at his vexations 
as at his triumphs. 

liow much his company was desired, 


appears from the extensiveness of his con- 
nections and the number of his friends. 
Even before he made any hgure in the 
literary world, his friendship was sought 
by persons of every I'ank and party. The 
wits at that time differed a good deal from 
those who are most eminent for their un- 
derstanding at present. It would now be 
thought a very indifferent sign of a writer’s 
good sense, to disclaim his private friends 
for happening to be of a different party in 
politics ; but it was then otherwise,— the 
Whig wits held the Tory wits in great con- 
tempt, and these retaliated in their turn. 
At the head of one party were Addison, 
Steele, and Congreve; at that of the other 
Pope, Swift, and Arbuthnot. Parnell was 
a friend to both sides, and, with a liberality 
becoming a scholar, scorned all those tri- 
fling distinctions, that are noisy for the 
time, and ridiculous to posterity. Nor did 
he emancipate himself from these without 
some opposition from home. liaving been 
the son of a Commonwealth’s man, his 
Tory connections on this side of the water 
gave his friends in Ireland great offence : 
they were much enraged to see him keep 
company with Pope, and Swift, and Gay; 
they blamed his undistinguishing taste, 
and wondered what pleasure he could find 
in the conversation of men who approved 
the treaty of Utrecht, and disliked the 
Duke of Marlborough. His conversation 
is said to have been extremely pleasing, but 
in what its peculiar excellence consisted 
is now unknown. The letters which were 
written to him by his friends are full of 
compliments upon his talents as a com- 
panion, and his good-nature as a man. I 
have several of them now before me. Pope 
was particularly fond of his company, and 
seems to regret his absence more than any 
of the i*est, 

A letter from him follows tints : 

“ London, Inly sg. 

“Dear Sir, — I wish it were not as 
ungenerous as vain to complain too much 
of a man that forgets me, but I could 
expostulate with you a whole day upon 
your inhuman silence : I call it inhuman ; 
nor would you think it less, if you were 
truly sensible of the uneasiness it gives me. 
Did I know you so ill as to think you 
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proud, I would be much less concerned 
than I am able to be, when I know one 
of the best-natured men alive neglects me ; 
and if you know me so ill as to think amiss 
of me with regard to my friendship for 
you, you really do not deserve half the 
trouble you occasion me. I need not tell 
you, that both Mr. Gay and myself have 
written several letters in vain ; and that 
we were constantly inquiring, of all who 
have seen Ireland, if they saw you, and 
that (foi-gotten as we are) we are every 
day remembering you in our most agree- 
able hours. All this is true ; as that we 
are sincerely lovers of you, and deplorers 
of your absence, and that we form no wish 
more ardently than that which brings you 
over to us, and places you in your old 
seat between us. We have lately had 
some distant hopes of the Dean’s design 
to revisit England; will not you accom- 
pany him? or is England to lose every 
thing that has any charms for us, and 
must we pray for banishment as a bene- 
diction? I have once been witness of 
some, I hope all, of your splenetic hours : 
come, and be a comforter, in your turn, to 
me in mine. I am in such an unsettled 
state, that I can’t tell if I shall ever see 
you, unless it be this year : whether I do 
or not, be ever assured, you have as large 
a share of my thoughts and good wishes 
as any man, and as great a portion of 
gratitude in my heart as would enrich a 
monarch, could he know where to find it. 
I shall not die without testifying something 
of this nature, and leaving to the world a 
memorial of the friendship that has been 
so great a pleasure and pride to me. ' It 
would be like writing my own epitaph to 
acquaint you with what I have lost since 
I saw you, what I have done, what I have 
thought, where I have lived, and where 
I now repose in obscurity, hly friend 
Jervas, the bearer of this, will infonn you 
of all particulars concerning me, and Mr. 
Ford is charged with a thousand loves, 
and a thousand complaints, and a thousand 
commissions to you on my part. They 
will both tax you with the neglect of some 
promises which were too agreeable to us 
all to be forgot : if you care for any of us, 
tell them so, and write so to me. I can 
say no more, but that I love you, and am, 


in spite of the longest neglect of happiness, 
dear sir, your most faithful affectionate 
friend and servant, “ A. Pope. 

“ Gay is in Devonshire, and from thence 
he goes to Bath. My father and mother 
never fail to commemorate you.” 

Among the number of his most intimate 
friends was Lord Oxford, whom Pope has 
so finely complimented upon the delicacy 
of his choice: 

For him thou oft hast bid the world attend. 

Fond to forget the statesman in the friend : 

For Swift and him despised the farce of state, 

The sober follies of the wise and great: 

Dext’rous the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 

And pleased to 'scape from flattery to wit. 

Pope himself was not only excessively 
fond of his company, but under several lite- 
rary obligations to him for his assistance 
in the translation of Homer. Gay was 
obliged to him upon another account ; for 
being always poor, he was not above re- 
ceiving from Parnell the copy money which 
the latter got for his writings. Several 
of their letters, now before me, are proofs 
of this ; and as they have never appeared 
before, it is probable the reader will be 
much better pleased with their idle effu- 
sions than with anything I can hammer 
out for his amusement. 

'' Binfield, Mar Oakingh.\m, Taesd/iy. 

“ Dear Sir, — 1 believe the hurry you 
were in hindered your giving me a word 
by the last post, so that I am yet to learn 
whether you got well to town, or continue 
so there. I very much fear both for your 
health and your quiet; and no man living 
can be more truly concerned in any thing 
that touches either than myself. I would 
comfort myself, however, witli hoping that 
your business may not be unsuccessful, for 
your sake ; and that at least it may soon 
be put into other proper hands. For my 
own, I beg earnestly of you to return to 
us as soon as possible. You know how 
very much I want you; and that, how- 
ever your business may depend upon any 
other, my business depends entirely upon 
you; and yet still I hope you will find 
your man, even though I lose you the 
mean while. At this time, the more I 
love you, the less I can spare you ; which 
alone will, I dare say, be a reason to you 
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to let me have you back the sooner. The 
minute I lost you, Eustathius, with nine 
hundred pages and nine thousand con- 
tractions of the Greek characters, arose to 
view !. Sponclanus, with alibis auxiliaries, 
in number a thousand pages (value three 
shillings), and Dacier’s three volumes, 
Barnes’s two, Valterie’s three, Cuperus, 
half in Greek, Leo Allatus, three parts in 
Greek, Scaliger, Macrobiiis, and (worse 
than them all) Aulus Gellius ! All these 
rushed upon my soul at once, and whelmed 
me under a fit of the headache. I cursed 
them all religiously, damned my best 
friends among the rest, and even blas- 
phemed Homer himself. Dear sir, not 
only as you are a friend and a good- 
natured man, but as you are a Christian 
and a divine, come back speedily, and 
prevent the increase of my sins; for, at 
the rate I have begun to rave, I shall not 
only damn all the poets and commentators 
who have gone before me, but be damned 
myself by all who come after me. To be 
serious : you have not only left me to the 
last degree impatient for your return, who 
at all times should have been so, (though 
never so much as since I knew you in best I 
health here), but you have wrought several j 
miracles upon our family ; you have made ! 
old people fond of a young and gay person, 
and inveterate papists of a clergyman of the 
Church of England ; even Nurse herself 
is in danger of being in love in her old age, 
and (for all I know) would even^ marry 
Dennis for your sake, because he is your 
man, and loves his master. In short, 
come down forthwith, or give me good 
reasons for delaying, though but for a day 
or two, by the next post. If I find them 
just, I will come up to you, though you 
know how precious my time is at present; 
my hours were never worth so much money 
before : but perhaps you are not sensible 
of this, who give away your own works. 
You are a generous author; I a hackney 
scribbler : you a Grecian, and bred at a 
university; I a poor Englishman, of my 
own educating : you a reverend parson ; I 
a wag : in short, you are Dr. Parnell 
(with an e at the end of your name), and 
I — Your most obliged and affectionate 
friend and faithful servant, 

^‘A. Pope, 


“ My hearty service to the Dean, Dr. 
Arbiithnot, Mr. Ford, and the true genuine 
shepherd, J. Gay, of Devon. I expect 
him down with you.” 

We may easily perceive by this that 
Parnell was not a little necessary to Pope 
in conducting his translation ; however, 
he has worded it so ambiguously that it is 
impossible to bring the charge directly 
against him. But he is much more explicit 
when he mentions his fiiencl Gay’s obliga- 
tions in another letter, which he takes no 
pains to conceal. 

“Dear Sir,— I write to you with the 
same warmth, the same zeal of good- will 
and friendship, with which I used to con- 
verse with you two years ago, and can’t 
think myself absent, when I feel you so 
much at my heart. The picture of you 
which Jervas brought me over is iniinitely 
less lively a representation than that I 
carry about with me, and which rises to 
my mind whenever I think of you. I 
have many an agreeable reverie through 
those woods and downs where we once 
rambled together : my head is sometimes 
at the Bath, and sometimes at Letcomb, 
where the Dean makes a great part of my 
imaginary entertainment, this being the 
cheapest way of treating me : I hope he 
will not be displeased at this manner of 
paying my respects to him, instead of fol- 
lowing my friend Jervas’s example, which, 
to say the truth, I have as much inclination 
to do as I want ability. I have been ever 
since December last in greater variety of 
business than any such men as you (that 
is divines anti philosophers) can possibly 
imagine a reasonable creature capable of. 
Gay’s play, among the rest, has cost much 
time and long-suffering, to stem a tide of 
malice and party that certain authors have 
raised against it: the best revenge upon 
such fellows is now in my hands— -I mean 
your Zoiliis, which really transcends the 
expectation I had conceived of it. I have 
put it into the press, beginning with the 
poem Batrachom ; for you seem, by the 
first paragraph of the dedication to it, to 
design to prefix the name of some particular 
person. I beg therefore to know for wliom 
you intend it, that the publication may not 
be delayed on this account, and this as 
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soon as is possible. Inform me also upon 
what terms I am to deal with the book- 
seller, and whether you design the copy 
money for Gay, as you formerly talked f 
what number of books you would have 
yourself, &c. I scarce see anything to be 
altered in this whole piece; in the poems 
you sent I will take the liberty you allow 
me. The story of Pandora and the Eclogue 
upon Health are two of the most beau- 
tiful things I ever read. I do not say this 
to the prejudice of the rest, but as I have 
read these oftener. Let me know how 
far my commission is to extend, and be 
confident of my punctual performance of 
whatever you enjoin. I must add a para- 
graph on this occasion in regard to Mr. 
Ward, wdiose verses have been a great 
pleasure to me. I will contrive they shall 
be so to the world, whenever I can find a 
proper opportunity of publishing them. 

“ r shall very soon print an entire col- 
lection of my own madrigals, which I 
look, upon as making my last will and 
testament, since in it I shall give ail I 
ever intend to give (which Ell beg yours 
and the Dean's acceptance of). Y on must 
look on me no more a poet, but a plain 
commoner, who lives upon his own, and 
fears and flatters no man. I hope, before 
I die, to discharge the debt I owe to 
Homer, and get upon the whole just fame 
enough to serve for an annuity for my 
own time, though I leave nothing to 
posterity. 

“ I beg our correspondence may be more 
frequent than it has been of late. I am sure 
my esteem and love for you never more 
deserved it from you, or more prompted 
it from you. I desired our friend Jervas 
(in the greatest hurry of my business) to 
say a great deal in my name, both to 
yourself and the Dean, and must once 
more repeat the assurances to you both 
of an unchanging friendship and unalter- 
able esteem. — lam, dear sir, most entirely, 
your affectionate, faithful, obliged friend 
and servant, “A. Pope.” 

From these letters to Parnell we may 
conclude, as far as their testimony can go, 
that he was an agi-eeable, a generous, and 
a sincere man. Indeed, he took care that 
his friends should always see him to the j 


best advantage; for, when he found his 
fits of spleen and uneasiness, which some- 
times lasted for weeks together, returning, 
he returned with all expedition to the 
remote parts of Ireland, and there made 
out a gloomy kind of satisfaction, in giving 
hideous descriptions of the solitude to 
which he retired. It is said of a famous 
painter, that, being confined in prison for 
debt, his whole delight consisted in draw- 
ing the faces of his creditors in caricatura. 
It was just so with Parnell. From many 
of his unpublished pieces which I have 
seen, and from others that have appeared, 
it would seem that scarcely a bog in his 
neighbourhood was left without reproach, 
and scarcely a mountain reared its head 
unsung. can easily,” says Pope, in 
one of his letters, in answer to a dreary 
description of Parnell’s, — ^^“ I can easily 
image to my thoughts the solitary hours 
of your eremitical life in the mountains, 
from some parallel to it in my own retire- 
ment at Binfield and in another place, 
“We are both miserably enough situated, 
God knows ; but of the two evils, I think 
the solitudes of the South are to be pre- 
ferred to the deserts of the West.” In 
this manner Pope answered him in the 
tone of his own complaints: and these 
descriptions of the imagined distress of his 
situation served to give him a temporary 
relief ; they threw off the blame from him- 
self, and laid upon fortune and accident 
a wTetchedness of his own creating. 

But though this method of quarreling in 
his poems with his situation served to re- 
lieve himself, yet it was not easily endured 
by the gentlemen in the neighbourhood, 
who did not care to confess themselves 
his fellow-sufferers. He received many 
mortifications upon that account among 
them ; for, being naturally fond of com- 
pany, he could not endure to be without 
even theirs, which, however, among his 
English friends he pretended to despise. 
In fact, his conduct in this particular 
was rather splenetic than wise; he had 
either lost the art to engage, or did not 
employ his skill in securing those more 
permanent, though more humble, connec- 
tions, and sacrificed for a month or two 
in England a whole year’s happiness by 
I his country fireside at home. 
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However, what he permitted the world 
to see of his life was elegant and splendid: 
his fortune (for a poet) was very consider- 
able, and it may be easily supposed he 
lived to the very extent of it. The fact 
is, his expenses were greater than his 
income, and his successor found the estate 
somewhat impaired at his decease. As 
soon as ever he had collected in his annual 
revenues, he immediately set out for Eng- 
land, to enjoy the company of his dearest 
friends, and laugh at the more prudent 
world that were minding business and 
gaining money. The friends to whom ! 
during the latter part of his lif6 he was 
chiefly attached were Pope, Swift, Arbuth- 
not, Jervas, and Gay. Among these he 
was particularly happy, his mind was 
entirely at ease, and gave a loose to every 
harmless folly that came uppermost. In- 
deed, it was a society in which, of all 
others, a wise man might be most foolish, 
without incurring any danger or contempt. 
Perhaps the reader will be pleased to see 
a letter to him from a part of this junto, 
as there is something striking even in the 
levities of genius. It comes from Gay, 
Jervas, Arbuthnot, and Pope, assembled 
at a chophouse near the Exchange, and is 
as follows : — 

“My dear Sir, — I was last summer 
in Devonshire, and am this winter at Mrs. 
Bonyer’s. In the summer I wrote a poem, 
and in the winter I have published it, 
which I have sent to you by Dr. Elwood. 
In the summer I ate two dishes of toad- 
stools of my own gathering, instead of 
mushrooms ; and in the winter I have been 
sick with wine, as I am at this time, blessed 
be God for it I as I must bless God for all 
things. In the summer I spoke truth to 
damsels ; in the winter I told lies to ladies. 
Now you know where I have been, and 
what I have done, I shall tell you what I 
intend to do the ensuing summer : I pro- 
pose to do the same thing I did last, which 
was to meet }^ou in any part of England 
you would appoint; don’t let me have two 
disappointments. I have longed to hear 
from you, and to that intent I teased you 
with three or four letters; hut, having no 
answer, I feared both yours and my letters 
might have miscarried. I hope my per- 


formance will please the Dean, whom I 
often wished for, and to whom I would 
have often wrote, but for the same reasons 
I neglected \yritingdo you. I hope I need 
not tell you how I love you, and how glad 
I shall be to hear from you, which, next 
to the seeing you, would be the greatest 
satisfaction to your most affectionate friend 
and humble servant, “J. G.” 

“ Dear Mr. Archdeacon,— Though 
my proportion of this epistle should be 
but a sketch in miniature, yet I take up 
this half page, having paid my club with 
the good company both for our dinner of 
chops and for this paper. The poets will 
give you lively descriptions in their vvay ; 
I shall only acquaint you with that which 
is directly my province. I have just set 
the last hand to a couplet, for so I may 
call two nymphs in one piece. They are 
Pope’s favourites, and though few', you 
w'ill guess must have cost me more pains 
than any nymphs can be worth. He has 
been so unreasonable as to expect that I 
should have made them as beautiful upon 
canvas, as he has done upon paper. If 

this same Mr. P should omit to write 

for the dear frogs and the Pervigilium^ 
I must entreat you not to let me languish 
for them, as I have done ever since they 
crossed the seas : remember by what neg- 
lects, &c. we missed them when w'e lost 
you, and therefore I have not yet forgiven 
any of those triflers that let them escape 
and run those hazards. lam going on 
the old rate, and ivant you and the Dean 
prodigiously, and am in hopes of making 
you a visit this summer, and of hearing 
from you both, now you are together. 
Fortescue, I am sure, •will be concerned 
that he is not in Cornhill, to set his hand 
to these presents, not only as a witness, 
hyxt 2, serviimr ires Jiiwible^ 

“ C. Jervas.” 

f ‘ It is so great an honour to a poor 
Scotchman to be remembered at this time 
of day, especially by ah inhabitant of the 
Glacialis lerne^ that I take it very thank- 
fully, and have, with my good friends, 
remembered you at our table in the chop- 
house in Exchange Alley. There wanted 
nothing to complete our happiness but 
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your company, and our dear friend the 
Dean’s. I am sure the whole entertain- 
ment would have been to his relish. Gay 
has got so much money by his Art of , 
Walking tlie Streets, that he is ready to ; 
set up his equipage ; he is just going to • 
the bank to negotiate some exchange bills. 
Mr. Pope delays his second volume of his 
Homer till the martial spirit of the rebels 
is quite quelled, it being judged that the 
first part did some harm that way. Our 
love again and again to the dear Dean. 
Fuinms Tories., I can say no more. 

“ Arbuthnot.” 

“ When a man is conscious that he does 
no good himself, the next thing is to cause 
others to do some. I may claim some 
merit this way, in hastening this testi- 
monial from your friends above writing; 
their love to you indeed wants no spur, 
their ink wants no pen, their pen wants 
no hand, their hand wants no heart, and 
so forth (after the manner of Rabelais, 
which is betwixt some meaning and no 
meaning) ; and yet it may be said, when 
present thought and opportunity is want- 
ing, their pens want ink, their hands want 
pens, their hearts want hands, &c. till 
time, place, and conveniency concur to 
set them writing, as at present a sociable 
meeting, a good dinner, warm fire, and 
an easy situation do, to the joint labour 
and pleasure of this epistle. 

“ Wherein if I should say nothing I 
should say much (much being included 
in my love), though my love be such, 
that if I should say much, I should yet 
say nothing, it being (as Cowley says) 
equally impossible either to conceal or to 
express it. 

“ If I were to tell you the thing I wish 
above all things, it is to see you again; 
the next is to see here your treatise of 
Zoilus, with the Batrachomuomachla, 
and the Pervigilium Veneris, both which 
poems are masterpieces in several -kinds ; 
and I question not the prose is as excel- 
lent in its sort as the Essay on Homer. 
Nothing can be more glorious to that 
great author, tlian that the same hand 
that raised his best statue, and decked it 
with its old laurels, should also hang up- 
the scarecrow of his miserable critic, and 


gibbet up the carcass of Zoilus, to the 
terror of the witlings of posterity. More, 
and much more, upon this and a thousand 
other subjects, wall be the matter of my 
next letter, wherein I must open all the 
friend to you. At this time I must be 
content with telling 3m I am faithfully 
your most affectionate and humble servant, 
*‘A. Pope/' 

If we regard this letter with a critical 
eye, we must find it indifferent enough ; 
if we consider it as a mere efiusion of 
friendship, in which every writer con- 
tended in affection, it wall appear much 
to the honour of those who w’rote it. To 
be mindful of an absent friend in the hour5 
of mirtli and feasting, when his company 
is least wanted, shows no slight degree 
of sincerity. Yet probably there was "still 
another motive for writing thus to him 
in conjunction. The above-named, to- 
gether with Swift and Parnell, had some 
time before formed themselves into a 
society, called the Scribblerus Club, and 
I should suppose they commemorated 
him thus, as being an absent member. 

It is past a doubt that they wrote many 
things in conjunction, and Gay usually 
held the pen. And yet I do not remember 
any productions which were the joint 
effort of this society as doing it honour. 
There is something feeble and quaint in 
all their attempts, as if company repressed 
thought, and genius wanted solitude for 
its boldest and happiest exertions. Of 
those productions in which Parnell had a 
pnncipal share, that of the Origin of the 
Sciences from the Monkeys in Ethiopia 
is particularly mentioned by Pope himself, 
in some manuscript anecdotes which he 
left behind him. The Life of Plomer also, 
prefixed to the translation of the Iliad, 
is written by Parnell, and corrected by 
Pope ; and, as that great poet assures us 
in the same place, this correction was not 
effected without great labour. “ It is still 
stiff,” says he, “ and was written still 
stiffer ; as it is, I verily think it cost me 
more pains in the correcting, than the 
I writing it would have done.” All this 
may be easily credited ; for every thing 
of Parnell'S that has appeared in prose 
is written in a very awkward, inelegant 
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•wmcll nis pUCLi;^ OW 
and the language is also shamefully in 
correct. Yet, though a],l this must be 
allowed, Pope should have taken care not 
to leave his errors upon record against 
him, or put it in the power^of envy to 
tax his friend with faults that do not 
appear in what he has left to the world, 

A poet has a right to expect the same 
secrecy in his friend as in his confessor ; 
the sins he discovers are not divulged for 
punishment, but pardon. Indeed, Pope 
is almost inexcusable in this instance, as 
what lie seems to condemn in one place 
he very much applauds in another, in 

one of the letters from hhn ^ Ml , Porf B— by anofter way. 

above mentioned, he treats the Life ^ot , ll.fnre him Having apprized his 
Homer with "7;;^ ! Sip of slift’s design, ft was resolved 
ufiis ^^must be confessed, how- ! at anv rate to keep him out of the house ; 

ever that he is by no means inconsistent ; 
what he says in both places may very 
easily be reconciled to truth; but who 

can defend his candour and sincerity? 

It would be hard, however, to suppose ! 


made excursions together into the country,, 
and generally on foot. vS wift was usually 
the butt of the company, and if a trick 
was played, he was always the sufferei., 
The whole party once agreed to ivalk 
dowm to the house of Lord B— , who. 
is still living, and whose seat is about, 
twelve miles from town. As every one: 
agreed to make the best of hi.s way, Swnft,, 
who was remarkable for w’'alkiiig, soon, 
left the rest behind him, fully resolved,. 
I upon his arrival, to choose the very best 
1 bed for himself, for that w^as his custom. 

I In the meantime Parnell was determined 
to prevent his intentions, and taking horse, 
T rvrd R ’s bv another wav, 


at any rate to keep him out of the noipe ; 
but how to effect this was the question. 
Swdft never had the small-pox, and w^as 
very much afraid of catching it ; as soon, 
therefore, as he appeared striding along^ 

- It would be hard, oppose ; Stance from 

tSe i hui that the smaH,pox_ was tfmu 

of Parneil’s disposition remains unirn- 
peached; and Pope, though subject to 
starts of passion and envy, yet never 
missed an opportunity of being truly 
serviceable to him. The commerce be- 
Uveen them wms carried on to the common 
interest of both. When Pope had^ Mis 


miuim iiiiii Liiciu r'-- 

making great ravages in the family, hut 
that there was a summer-house wnth a 
field-bed at his- service, at the end of the 
garden. There the disappointed Dean 
was obliged to retire, and take a cold 
supper that w'as sent out to him, while 
the rest w'ere feasting within. However, 


fof po'^tiKstLrce, the latter as! uponys t 


lur pUCLluai 

implicitly submitted to him for correction. 
Thus they mutually advanced each other s 
interest or fame, and grew stronger by 


upon nis. 

best bed again, they permitted him to 
make one of the company. ^ 

There is something satisfactory m these 


' few poetical societies more_ talked of, or 

'ij tfk’S:' i SSSiS il,S5'.TSSl”£» 
... .1 «» »«• ; 

^ But in -the coanections of wits, interest : excursions to England 

has generally «ery little share j they have year 1706, and he died in the year 7 
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SO that it is probable the club began with 
him, and his death ended the connection. 
Indeed, the festivity of his conversation, 
the benevolence of his heart, and the 
generosity of his temper, were qualities | 
that might serve to cement any society, i 
and that could hardly be replaced when 
he was taken away. During the two or ; 
three last years of his life he was more i 
fond of company than ever, and could 
scarcely bear to be alone. The death of 
his wife, it is said, was a loss to him that 
he was unable to support or recover. 
From that time he could never venture 
to court the Muse in solitude, where he 
was sure to find the image of her wvho 
first inspired his attempts. He began, 
therelbre, to throw himself into every 
company, and to seek from wine, if. not 
relief, at least insensibility. Those helps 
that sorrow first called for assistance 
habit soon rendered necessary, and he 
died before his fortieth year, in some 
measure a martyr to conjugal fidelity. 

Thus in the space of a very few years 
Parnell attained a share of fame equal to 
what most of his contemporaries were a 
long life in acquiring. He is only to be 
considered as a poet; and the universal 
esteem in v'hich his poems are held, and 
the reiterated pleasure they give in the 
perusal, are a sufficient test of their merit. 
He appears to me to lie the last of that 
great school that had modelled itself upon 
the ancients, and tauglit English poetry 
to resemble what the generality of man- 
kind have allowed to excel. A studious 
and correct observer of antiquity, he sets 
himself to consider nature with the lights 
it lent him ; and he found that the more 
aid he borrowed from the one, the more 
delightfully he resembled the other. To 
copy nature is a task the most bimgling 
workman is able to execute; to select 
such parts as contribute to delight is re- 
served only for those whom accident has 
blessed with uncommon talents, or such 
as have read the ancients with indefati- 
gable industry. Parnell is ever happy in 
the selection of his images, and scrupu- 
lously careful in the choice of his subjects. 
His productions bear no resemblance to 
those tawdry things, which it has for some 
time been the fashion to admire; in 


writing which the poet sits down without 
I any plan, and heaps up splendid images 
without any selection; where the reader 
I grows dizzy with praise and admiration, 

I and yet soon grows weary, he can scarcely 
i tell why. Our poet, on the contrary, 

' gives out his beauties with a more sparing 
; hand ; he is still carrying his reader for- 
i ward, and just gives him refreshment 
! sufficient to support him to his journey’s 
I end. At the end of his course the reader 
regrets that his v'ay has been so short, he 
wonders that it gave him so little trouble, 
and so resolves to go the journey over 
again. 

His poetical language is not less correct 
than his subjects are pleasing. Fie found 
it at that period in which it was brought 
to its highest pitch of refinement; and 
ever since his time it has been gradually 
! debasing. It is, indeed, amazing, after 
; what has been done by Dryden, Addison, 

; and Pope, to improve and harmonize our 
native tongue, that their successors should 
have taken so much pains to involve it 
into pristine barbarity. These misguided 
innovators have not been content with 
restoring antiquated words and phrases, 

I but have indulged themselves in the most 
I licentious transpositions and the harsliest 
i constructions, vainly imagining that the 
I more their writings are unlike prose, the 
I more they resemble poetry. They have 
I adopted a language of their own, and call 
' upon mankind for admiration. All those 
I who do not understand them are silent, 
and those who make out their meaning 
are willing to praise, to show they under- 
stand. From these follies and affectations 
the poems of Parnell are entirely free : he 
has considered the language of poetry 
as the language of life, and conveys the 
warmest thoughts in the simplest expres- 
sion. 

Parnell has written several poems be- 
! sides those published by Pope, and some 
i of them have been made public \^'itli very 
i little credit to his reputation. There are 
i still many more that have not yet seen the 
I light in the possession of Sir John Parnell, 

I his nephew, who, from that laudable zeal 
I which he has for his uncle’s reputation, 

; will probably lje slo\v in publishing what 
I he may even suspect will do it injury. Of 


4S4 OF DF PARNELL. 


those are usually inserted in his 

works, some are indifferent, and some 
moderately good, but the greater part are 
excellent. A slight stricture on the most 
striking shall conclude this account, which 
I have already drawn out to a dispro- 
portionate length. 

Hesiod, or the Rise of Woman, is a very 
fine illustration of a hint from Hesiod. It 
was one of his earliest productions, and 
first appeared in a miscellany published by 
Tonson. 

Of the three songs that follow, tv/o of 
them were written upon the lady he after' 
wards married: they were the genuine 
dictates of his passion, but are not excellent 
in their kind. 

The anacreontic beginning with “When 
spring came on with fresh delight,” is 
taken from a French poet, whose name I 
forget, and, as far as I am able to judge 
of the French language, is belter than the 
original. The anacreontic that follows, 
“ Gay Bacchus,” &c., is also a translation 
of a Latin poem by Aurelius Augurellus, 
an Italian poet, beginning with, 

Invitat oHin Bacchus ad ccenam suos 
Comum, Jocum, Cupiclinem. 

Parnell, when he translated it, applied 
the characters to some of his friends, and 
as it was written for their entertainment, 
it probably gave them more pleasure than 
it has given the public in the perusal. It 
seems to have more spirit than the original ; 
but it is extraordinary that it was pub- 
lished as an original, and not as a trans- 
lation. Pope should have acknowledged 
it, as he knew. 

The Fairy Tale is, incontestably, one 
of the finest pieces in any language. The 
old dialect is not perfectly well preserved; 
but this is a very slight defect, where all 
the rest is so excellent. 

The Pervigilium Veneris (which, by the 
by, does not belong to Catullus, ) is very 
well versified; and, in general, all Parnell’s 
translations are excellent The Battle of 
the Frogs and Mice, which follows, is 
done as well as the subject would admit; 
but there is a defect in the translation, 
which sinks it below the original, and 
which it was impossible to remedy, — I 
mean the names of the combatants, which, 


, in the Greek bear a ridiculous allusion to 
I their natures, have no force to the English 
! reader. A Bacon-eater was a good name 
for a mouse, and Pternotractas in Greek 
was a very good sounding word, that con- 
veyed that meaning. Puffcheek would 
sound odiously as a name for a frog, and 
yet X’hysignathos does admirably well in 
' the original. 

I The Letter to hir. Pope is one of the finest 
; compliments that ever was paid to any 
i poet : the description of his situation at 
j the end of it is very fine, hut far from being 
I true. That part of it wliere he deplores 
I his being far from wit and learning, as 
, being far from Pope, gave particular 
I offence to his friends at home. j\Ir. Coote, 
a gentleman in his neighbourhood, who 
' thought that he himself had wit, was very 
' much displeased with Parnell for casting 
, his eyes so far off for a learned friend, 

' when he could so conveniently be supplied 
I at home. 

I The translation of a part of the Rape 
; of the Lock into monkish verse serves to 
; show what a master Parnell was of the 
j Latin ; a copy of verses made in this man- 
I ner is one of tlie most diflicult trifles that 
I can possibly be imagined, 1 am assured 
' that it was written upon the following 
! occasion. Before the Rape of the Lock 
I was yet completed, Pope was reading it to 
his friend Swift, who sat very attentively, 

! while Parnell, who happened to be in the 
house, went in and out without seeming 
! to take any notice. However, he was 
! very diligently employed in listening, and 
I was able, from the strength of his memory, 

I to bring away the whole description of the 
i Toilet pretty exactly. This he, versified 
j in the manner now published in Iris works ; 
j and the next day, when Pope was reading 
! his poem to some friends, Parnell insisted 
i that he had stolen that part of the de- 
1 scription from an old monkish manu- 
script. An old paper with the Latin 
verses was soon brought forth, and it 
was not till after some time that Pope 
was delivered from the confusion which 
: it at first produced. 

j The Bookworm is another unacknow- 
! ledged translation from a Latin poem by 
1 Beza. It was the fashion with the wits 
j of the last age to conceal the places 
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whence they took their hints or their sub- 
jects. A trifling acknowledgment wmuld 
have made that lawful prize, which may 
now be considered as plunder. 

The Night Piece on , Death deserves 
every praise, and I should suppose, with 
very little amendment, might be made to 
surpass all those night pieces and church- 
yard scenes that have since appeared. 

But the poem of Parnell’s best known, 
and on which his best reputation is 
grounded, is the iiermit. Pope, speak- 
ing of this in those manuscript anecdotes 
already quoted says, “ That the poem 
is very good. The story,” continues 
he, ‘‘was written originally in Spanish, 
whence, probably, Howel had translated 
it into prose, and inserted it in one of his 
letters. Addison liked the scheme, and 
w^as not disinclined to come into it.” 
However this may be, Dr. lienry Moore, 
in his Dialogues, has the very same story ; 
and I have been informed by some, that 
it is originally of Arabian invention. 

With respect to the prose works of 
Parnell, I have mentioned them already ; 
his fame is too well grounded for any de- 
fects in them to shake it. I wdll only add, 
that the Life of Zoilus was written at the 
request of his friends, and designed as a 
satire upon Dennis and Theobald, wdth 
whom his club had long been at variance. 
I shall end this account with a letter to 
him from Pope and Gay, in which they 
endeavour to liasten him to finish that 
production : — 

“ London, i8. 

“ Dfar Sir, — I must own I have long 
owed you a letter, but, you must own, 
you have owed me one a good deal longer. 
Besides, I have but two people in the 
whole kingdom of Ireland to take care 
of, —the Dean and but you have 

several who complain of your neglect in 
England. Mr. Gay complains, Mr. Har- 
coiirt complains, Mr. Jervas complains. 
Dr. Arbuthnot complains, my Lord com- 
plains, I complain. (Take notice of this 
figure of iteration when you make your 
next sermon.) Some say you are in deep 
discontent at the new turn of affairs; 
others, that you are'^so much in the Arch- 
bishop’s good graces, that you will not 


I correspond with any that have seen the 
I last ministry. Some affirm you have 
: quarreled with Pope (whose friends, they 
I observe, daily fall from him on account 
; of his satirical and comical disposition ) ; 

I others, that you are insinuating yourself 
I into the opinion of the ingenious Mr. 

I What-do-ye-call-him. Some think you 
I are preparing your sermons for the press, 

I and others that you will transform them 
into essays and moral discoui'ses. But 
the only excuse that I will allow, is your 
attention to the life of Zoilus. The frogs 
already seem to croak for their transpor- 
tation to England, and are sensible how 
much that doctor is cursed and hated, 
who introduced their species into your 
nation ; therefore, as you dread the wrath 
of St. Patrick, send them hither, and rid 
I the kingdom of those pernicious and 
I loquacious animals. 

I “ I have at length received your poem 
out of IMr. Addison’s hands, which shall 
i be sent as soon as you order it, and in 
what manner you shall appoint. I shall, 

" in the meantime, give Mr. Tooke a packet 
i for you, consisting of divers merry pieces, 
i — Mr. Gay’s new farce, Mr. Burnet’s 
letter to Mr. Pope, Mr. Pope’s Temple 
of Fame, Mr. Thomas Burnet’s Grumbler 
' on Mr. Gay, and the Bishop of Ailsbury’s 
! Elegy, written either by Mr. Cary or some 
I other hand. 

! “ Mr. Pope IS i-eading a letter , and, in 

; the meantime, I make use of tlie pen to 
I testify my uneasiness in not hearing from 
; you. I find success, even in the most 
i trivial things, raises the indignation of 
! scribblers: for I, for my what-d’ye-call- 
■ it, could neither escape the fury of Mr. 

I Burnet 'or the German Doctor; 'then, 
j where will rage end, when Homer is tc 
. he translated ? Let Zoilus hasten to your 
friend’s assistance, and envious criticism 
shall be no more. I am in hopes that we 
may order our affairs so as to meet this 
summer at the Bath ; for Mr. Pope and 
myself have thoughts of taking a trip 
thither. You shall preach, and we will 
write lampoons ; for it is esteemed as 
great an honour to leave the Bath for fear 
of a broken head, as for a Terrce Filius 
of Oxford to be expelled. I have no 
place at court ; therefore, that I may not 
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entirely be without one everywhere, show 
that I have a place in your remembrance. 
--Your most affectionate, faithful ser» 
vants, “ A. Pofe and J. Gay. 

“Homer will be published in three 
weeks.” 

I cannot finish this trifle without re- 
turning my sincerest acknowledgments 


to Sir John Parnell for the generous assis- 
tance he was pleased to give me, in fur- 
nishing me with many materials, when he 
heard I was about writing the life of his 
uncle ; as also to Mr. and Mrs. Playes, 
relations of our poet; and to my very 
good friend Mr. Stevens, who, being an 
ornament to letters himself, is very read> 
to assist all the attempts of others. 
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That life which has been wholly em- 
ployed in the study, is properly seen only 
in the author’s writings ; there is no 
variety to entertain, nor adventure to in- 
terest us in the calm anecdotes of such an 
existence. Cold criticism is all the reader 
must expect, instead of instructive hist oi^l 
Voltaire, however, may be justly ex- 
empted from the number of those obscure 
philosophers whose days have been passed 
between the fireside and the easy chair. 
It is a doubt whether he appears more 
remarkable for the busy incidents of his 
life, or the fine productions of his retire- 
ment. If we regard the variety of his 
adventures, we shall be surprised how he 
had time to study j and if we look into 
his voluminous and spirited productions, 
we shall be apt to conclude that his whole 
employment was speculation. The truth 
is, no man can more truly be said to have 
lived. There is hardly a period of his 
existence which is not crowded with inci- 
dents that characterise either the philo- 
sopher or the man of the world. No 
poet was ever more universally known 
than he : none more praised or more cen- 
sured ; possessed of more sincere friends 
or inveterate enemies. 

Francois Marie Arouet de Voltaire was 
born at Chatenay, near Paris, the 20th of 
February, 1694. His family was but 
mean, as his father was the maker of his 
own fortune. Fran9ois Arouet was at 
first an usurer ; in wmich employment, by 
the most extreme parsimony, he saved as 
much as entitled him to follow the business 
of a public notary. Frugality in the Iowxt 
orders of mankind may be considered as 
a subsf tute to ambition : this old man 
was a miser with no other view ; and when 
his circumstances permitted, he purchased 
a place under the Government ofgrcffic 7 ' 
du ch&lelet ; which is equivalent to an 
under-secretary with us. In this office he 
acquired a fortune of about 500/. a year, 


and had interest sufficient to get his family 
ennobled, by having the title of De added 
to the name of Voltaire. 

Being therefore in easy circumstances, 
he was resolved to give his son the best 
education in his powder, and accordingly, 
at the usual age, put him under the care 
of the celebrated Poree, who at that time 
professed rhetoric and philosophy in one 
of the colleges of Paris. Young Voltaire 
quickly discovered a capacity equal to any 
task, but at the same lime an utter aver- 
sion to all that wore the appearance of 
study— enamoured with poetry and elo- 
quence, yet showing his love by feeble 
efforts to imitate, rather than by a fondness 
of reading, the models proposed to his 
admiration. This dislike of learning the 
polite ai'ts by precept, the manner in 
which they are generally taught, made 
him appear to his fellow-students as if 
endued but with a very ordinary capacity ; 
nor did any of the assistant-masters view 
nim in a light more advantageous. Poree, 
however, wdio was himself a man of 
genius, perceived in his pupil the sparks 
of latent fire, and saw with regi'et — for he 
loved the boy — that Voltaire was burn a 
poet. To prevent his pursuing an employ^ 
ment that generally points to misfortune, 
and which, at the greatest and best, is 
attended with painful pre-eminence, Poree 
thought proper to change the course of his 
pupil’s studies. Pie deprived him of his 
favourite poets, Virgil and Sophocles, and 
put into his hands Euclid, Tully, and the 
System of Des Cartes, at that time much 
in fashion in P'rance. But V oltaire seemed 
wound up to no other pursuit than that of 
poetiy; he neglected severer studies, and 
was ridiculed for his backwardness in the 
sciences, by the wdiole university. The 
greatest genius can make no figure in 
philosophy without application ; and ap- 
plication a young poet is ever averse to. 
The punishments of the academy, and the 
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exhortations of his masters, were insuffi- 
cient to influence him : anything that wore 
the face of industry he carefully avoided, 
and wherever pleasure presented, he was 
foremost in the pursuit. In conducting a 
hoy of so refractory a disposition, other 
masters would have redoubled their pun- 
ishments, or discontinued their care ; but 
Poree, who perceived that all his attempts 
to thwart nature were to no effect, was at ; 
last resolved to indulge the genius of his 
pupil ill his favourite pursuits, and to give 
that imagination a full liberty of dilating, 
which all his endeavours could not repress. 

perceive,” said he, that the youth 
will be miserable, in spite of all my efforts: 
he must be wliat nature has made him, a 
poet ; let us then, since 'vve cannot make 
him happy, endeavour to make him great.” 

And now the course of Voltaire’s studies 
was changed once more ; all the enchant- 
ing prospects of poetic ground, and all 
the invaluable treasures of antiquity, were 
opened before their youthful admirer. 
Few equalled, scarcely any excelled Poree 
in the proper methods of forming a poet, 
lie exhibited to his pupil not only the 
finest models, but directed his efforts 
in imitating them ; showed him that the 
true method of copying the ancients was 
to draw after nature, and instructed him 
from the copious volume of mankind ; of 
which a long acquaintance with the world 
had made him a perfect master. The 
whole college now began to turn their 
eyes with wonder upon a boy they had 
before considered in the most despicable 
light ; and Voltaire seemed to glory, in his 
conscious superiority. There were four 
prizes generally distributed in the year, to 
the mo.st deserving in the Belles Lettres : 
he had obtained three, and missed the 
fourth ; however, he was resolved to have 
all or none. Accordingly, rejecting the 
three which were offered him, he continued 
another year at college, until he should 
obtain the four; which he did with un- 
common applause. 

When he had passed the usual time at 
college, his father was resolved to remove 
him home; by which means he might at 
once have an opportunity of seeing the 
world, and finishing his education. The 
world was too dangerous a scene for a 


youth of passions as strong as his imagi- 
nation ; in love with pleasure, and as yet 
seeing human nature only on the pleasing 
side. But liis father, either not consider- 
ing, or x'egardlelB of these precautions, 
gave him an apartment in his own house, 
and indulged him, though but a boy of 
fifteen, in a degree of liberty which others 
are not allowed till a more advanced 
age. The truth is, the old man mistook 
his 'son’s knowledge for prudence, and 
imagined that a lad so very wise in con- 
versation Would be equally so in action. 

I In this he was deceived : Voltaire was a 
youth of exquisite sensibility, and men of 
such dispositions generally feel pleasure 
with a double relish : he had a constitution 
though not strong, yet delicately pliant, 
and such a disposition as inclined him to 
society. His visage, which was thin, 
might at' first view have passed for in- 
different ; but when he spoke it caught 
ineffable graces, and his soul seemed 
beaming through his eyes. His stature 
was about middle size, and his person, 
upon the whole, not at all disagreeable. 
Thus furnished, our young poet launched 
out into all the excesses of refined de- 
bauchery. There are in every great city 
a set of battered beaus, who, too old for 
I pleasure themselves, introduce every young 
; fellow of spirit into what they call polite 
■ company, A kept mistress, an actress, 

; or an opera dancer, generally compose the 
; society. These are all perfectly skilled in 
I the arts of coquetting, teach the young 
: beginner how to make love, set his 
; features, adjust his bow, and^ — pick his 
pocket. Into such company as this Vol- 
taire was quickly introduced ; and they 
failed not, accorciing to custom, to flatter 
him into a high opinion of his parts, and 
to praise his wit, though incapable of 
relishing its delicacy. Imagine a youth 
pleased with himself and everything about 
him, taking the lead in all conversation, 
giving a loose to every folly that happened 
to occur, uttering things which, when 
spoken, seemed to please, but which, upon 
reflection, appeared false or trivial : — such 
was the gay, thoughtless, good-natured 
Voltaire, in a circle of close, designing 
beings, who approved his sallies from 
flattery, and not from their feelings ; who 



% 


MEMOIRS OF M, 

despised his efforts to please, or enjoyed j 
his folly with tacit malignity. His father 
saw with concern the company into which 
he was fallen ; he knew by experience- ! 
that to be a wit was the surest means of ! 
banishing friends and fortune, and saw i 
that his son, by striving after the character 
of an amusing member of society, was 
giving up all pretensions of being an useful 
one. Admonition, he thought, might be 
serviceable, and accordingly he remon- 
strated very freely upon Voltaire’s beha- 
viour. No youth could receive advice | 
with a better grace than he, or make more 
faithful promises of amendment. But he , 
was now fallen in love with Mademoiselle 

G -n, the actress, and lost upon her 

bosom every domestic concern. 

Mademoiselle G -n was extremely 

pretty, and, though but low iij stature, 
finely shaped. Possessed of a vivacity 
often more pleasing than true wit, she 
talked and looked tenderness, and some- i 
times enlivened conversation with a double 
mtendre; which, coming from pretty lips, 
is generally attended with the desired 
success. These were cpialifications .suffi- ■ 
cient to captivate a person unacquainted 
with the world. Voltaire became ena- I 
raoured, and took every opportunity of i 
indulging the capricious though expensive : 
desires of a woman, since noted for ruining i 
the fortunes of several of her admirers. ! 
Wherever pleasure was to be sold, our | 
young poet and his mistress were first to ' 
raise the auction. Extravagance, however, I 
soon brings on want, and this tlrreatened J 

a separation. Mademoiselle G n had j 

no other passion than that general one j 
which women entertain for the opposite ! 
sex ; any other man equally good-natured, | 
open, and simple, would have been equally 
agreeable with Voltaire; she therefore 
felt no pain in the thoughts of separation. 
But it was quite otherwise with her youth- 
ful admirer ; he entertained romantic ideas 
of the sex, considered woman as generally 
described in books, and looked upon 
beauty as the transparent covering of 
virtue. The apprehension, therefore, of 
being obliged to part gave him no small 
uneasiness. The more this apprehension 
increased, the more diligent he was in 
contriving means to satisfy her rapacity. 
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He had already extorted money from his 
father by various pretences, but this re- 
source now began to fail him. His mis- 
tress had frequently assured him, that it 
was polite to deceive the old man; that 
comedy every day afforded instances of 
this laudable disobedience ; and often in- 
timated, that money must be supplied, 
or love discontinued. What w'as to be 
done in such a dilemma? To subdue his 
passion was a task he was as yet quite un- 
acquainted with ; he was resolved, there- 
fore, to add one falsehood inore to his 
former account In pursuance of this re- 
solution, he gravely assured his father that 
the Cardinal Polignac, who was employed 
by the court of France to adjust the plan 
of pacification at Utrecht, had consented 
to take him in his retinue ; and as it w^as 
proper to appear genteelly on such an oc- 
casion, our adventurer requested a hundred 
pounds for his equipment, promising to 
regulate his future conduct by the strictest 
prudence. The old man was the more 
inclined to believe this story, as it w'as a 
place he had been soliciting for his son 
some time before ; he therefore advanced 
the money, and Voltaire, rejoicing in the 
success of his stratagem, fiew to share his 
joy and his acquisition with his charming 
deluder. 

I am not insensible, that by recounting 
these trifling particulars of a great man’s 
life, I may be accused of being myself a 
trifler; but such circumstances as these 
generally best mark a character. These 
youthful follies, like the fermentation of 
liquors, often disturb the mind only in 
order to its future refinement : a life spent 
in phlegmatic apathy resembles those 
liquors which never ferment, and are con- 
sequently always muddy. Let this, then, 
be my excuse, if I mention anything that 
, seems derogatory from Voltaire’s charac- 
I ter, which will be found composed of little 
■ vices and great virtues. Besides, it is not 
here intended either to compose a pane- 
^ric or draw up an invective; truth only 
is my aim: an impartial view of his his- 
tory may show him guilty of some errors, 
but it will at last turn the balance greatly 
in his favour. 

But to proceed. In a few days the old 
man began to testify some uneasiness at 
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seeing his son make no preparations for 
his intended journey; but lost allpatknce 
when he found that the Cardinal had set 
out, and left him behind. He hM for 
some time known his correspondence with 

Mademoiselle G n, and conjectured 

that her apartment would be the niiost 
likely place to find him. He accordingly j 
went to her house, and finding the door j 
by accident open, entered without cere- j 
mony ; when, unfortunately, the first figure j 
that presented was young Voltaire coming 
down stairs, pale and emaciated both by 
his apprehensions and debauchery. The 
father, being resolved upon the severest 
correction, with his cane in his hand pur- 
sued the delinquent up stairs. Voltaire 
now saw that a drubbing was inevitable, 
and therefore thought it the best wayi if 
possible, to divert his father’s anger by a 
jest. Accordingly, when he had run up 
to the third story, drawing his sword, he 
cried out to his father, who was not yet 
got up to the second, “ Sir, you must 
excuse me, if I consider our relationship 
now at an end ; for we are at least three 
removes asunder,” 

His father, however, in his present dis- 
losition, could by no means relish a jest: 
.e desisted from his pursuit, but went 
directly away, meditating a much severer 
punishment. Voltaire, who thought the 
storm was over, went down to laugh away 
his fright with his mistress ; and the young 
lovers began to be extremely facetious 
upon the awkward chagrin of the old 
man. But their mirth was soon inter- 
rupted by a file of musqueteers, who came 
to conduct our poet to the Bastille, for 
having drawn his sword upon his father. 
This was an early initiatioii into misery : 
to be snatched from the arms of an alluring 
mistress, and he confined in a gloomy 
prison, without fire, candle, pen, or ink, 
was a reverse of fortune which might 
throw a damp upon men of an ordinary 
degree of fortitude; but Voltaire bore it 
with an air that showed the utmost re- 
solution ; he entered his prison with the 
most cheerful serenity, repeating from his 
favourite poets such passages as were ap- 
plicable to his circumstances. On such 
occasions of distress, the poet, perhaps, 
has the advantage of all others; when 




forsaken by society, the Muse administers 
her friendly consolation, and softens even 
the horrors of confinement. A bit of red 
chalk was all that Voltaire had to serve 
instead of a pen, and the white walls of 
his prison supplied the place of paper ; 
yet even with these rude materials he 
sketched out the first canto of his Henriade. 
The traces of his pencil are, to this day, 
preserved in the chamber to which he was 
confined, with as much veneration as the 
paintings of Raphael in the galleries of 
the curious. 

When he had remained three weeks in 
prison, his father, who had taken this 
severe method only in order to his refor* 
matioii, was appeased, and the delinquent 
was again admitted into favour. It is a 
doubt whether the incident of his impri- 
sonment was ftiore fortunate for him, or 
beneficial to the public. His intrepid 
behaviour soon gained him the notice of 
the great ; his confinement turned his 
mind, wliich was wholly dissipated on 
pleasure, from debauchery to ambition, 
and gave the world one of the greatest 
poets that any age has produced. 

He now prepared in good earnest to 
follow the Cardinal Polignac to Utrecht ; 
and some recommendatory letters which 
his father’s interest had procured, gave 
him reason to expect a favourable reception 
from his excellency. Accordingly, with- 
out taking leave of the companions of his 
debauchery, he set out upon his journey, 
and, arriving at Utrecht, presented his 
letters of recommendation to the Cardinal. 
Polignac was one of the deepest scholars 
and most refined politicians of the age. 
His Anti-Lucretius is sufficient to establish 
his character as one of the first in the 
literary world ; and his address at the treaty 
of Utrecht fully evinces his skill in the 
business of the cabinet. He was particu- 
larly remarkable for reading every man’s 
real character, upon the slightest acquaint- 
ance ; and, notwithstanding all our young 
poet’s precautions, this penetrating poli- 
tician quickly perceived his violent attach- 
ment to pleasure. Yet he nevertheless 
had sufficient address to become a favourite, 
and .scarcely a day passed in which the 
Cardinal did not spend some time in con- 
versation with his gay libertine ; for so he 
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was pleased to call him. Madame Dimoyer 
relates some of the intrigues for which 
Voltaire was remarkable at Utrecht ; but 
as they contain little more than what every 
reader may suggest, — namely, his making 
love, and his addresses being crowned 
with success,— I shall pass them by, parti- 
cularly as he himself asserts the falsehood 
of all that his female biographer lias been 
pleased to say of him. 

Upon his return to Paris, he had again 
an apartment in his father’s house : here 
he united the characters of the man of 
pleasure and the philosopher j dedicated 
the morning to study, and the evening to 
society. PI is companions now were very 
different from those lie had some time 
before associated with ; he began to have 
a reputation for genius, and some of the 
politest of either sex in Paris were pleased 
to admit him among the number of their 
intimates. 

Our poet had always a desire of thinking 
differently from other people. He w^as 
particularly fond of controversy, and often 
mistook paradox for ref nement. Of this 
fault hewas more guilty in youth than in 
riper age ; for it was about this time that 
he thought proper to confine himself to 
his chamber, to draw up a new system of 
religion, and abolish the old one. lie 
had been employed thus six or seven days; 
wdien his father, surprised at his keeping 
his chamber so closely, thought proper to 
enter and inquire the reason. When he 
perceived how the youth w'as employed, 
lie w'as almost unable to suppress his 
astonishment ; but recollecting that it w'as 
impossible to convince by reason a vain 
young man, wdio neither had patience nor 
perhaps abilities for a slow and painful 
investigation, he was resolved to work, if 
possible, upon his passions. Accordingly, 
taking his son by the hand, he led him 
into his owm apartment, and there, point- 
ing to a large crucifix, exquisitely painted, 
which hung at one end of the room, “ My 
son,” said he, “you would alter the reli- 
gion of your country, — behold the fate of 
a reformer ! ” This seasonable remon- 
strance had the desired success ; he laid by 
his controversial pieces, and turned to 
a subject of which he was much more 
capable. Fired with a love of antiquity. 


as he himself informs us, he was resolved 
to modernise the (Edipus Tyrannus of 
Sophocles, and try. how a subject which 
Aristotle has asserted to be the fittest for 
tragedy could do upon the French theatre. 
They had hitherto seen not more than 
one or two tragedies on their stage with- 
out a love plot, and upon that all the other 
incidents generally turned. It wa.s, there- 
fore, a hardy undertaking in so very young 
a man, to introduce Grecian severity, and 
show his countrymen that an instructive 
and interesting performance, without that 
effeminating passion, could be adapted 
even to the stage of a people who made 
love one of their most serious employ- 
ments, This play was acted in the begin- 
ning of the year 1718 ; the public received 
it wdth the utmost indulgence ; it w'as 
played several nights without intermission, 
and still continues to be performed with 
the highest applause. The author, how- 
ever, has always been so modest as to 
attribute its success to the greatness of 
; the subject and the excellence of the per- 
formers, rather than to the merit of the 
poet. The critics were divided in their 
judgment of this piece ; .some regarded it 
as too declamatory, and endeavoured to 
show, which indeed was no difficult task, 
how much the Grecian tragedy was supe- 
rior; others, considering it as the first 
fruits of a young aspiring genius, were 
pleased with the harmony and correctness 
of the versification and the classic propriety 
which ran through the whole. Among 
this number was Madame du Chatelet, a 
lady equally famous for wit and learning ; 
perhaps still more known by her con- 
nexion with our poet, and for the variety 
of beautiful poems which he has addressed 
to her. Her apartments might have justly 
been styled the tribunal of criticism ; fur 
they were every day frequented by all 
whose wit or learning gave them any 
eminence in the literary wmrld. She took 
the poet under her protection ; and those 
critics whom her wit could not bring over 
to his interests, became proselytes to her 
beauty. In short, Voltaire owed his first 
rise to her ; and she perhaps owes to him 
immortality. However, though the ma- 
jority of critics were for him, there v'ere 
still some refractoiy. P^-e Folard, and 
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M. de la Motte of the French Academy, 
were of the number ; the one remarkable 
for his learning, the other for the fineness 
of his genius and skill in criticism. They 
were the reputed authors of several ano- 
nymous strictures which were published 
against the Qidipus of Voltaire ; nor did 
they seem very studious to decline the 
imputation, though formerly professing 
themselves among the number of his friends. 
Men of the first rank in literature often, 
like the old trees in a forest, keep off 
those beams of favour from the younger 
shoots, which are, perhaps, of their own 
production. De la Motte, either envying 
the success of our poet, or choosing to 
enjo^ the pulilic favour without a rival, 
was resolved to show the indifference of 
Voltaire’s performance, rather by example 
than criticism; and accordingly wrote a 
tragedy upon the very same subject. From 
the endeavours of a man of established 
reputation like him, much was expected ; 
particularly as hehad the errors of Voltaire 
before him to avoidyand his excellences, 
which lie might improve. The town 
waited with impatience to compare these 
efforts of contending genius; and their 
curiosity was at last gratified. La Motte’s 
performance appeared, with a large party 
to support it ; and it accordingly met the 
fate of all plays which are supported by 
party : it languished four nights, and then 
sunk into oblivion. This was a concpiest 
Voltaire’s most sanguine hopes could not 
have suggested : however, such was his 
anilhtion, that he was not merely contented 
with victory, but was resolved to triumph; 
not satisfied Avith enjoying the fruits of 
conquest, but bent upon proclamiiig him- 
self conqueror. Tills, indeed, was a fault 
of Avhich he was always culpable: no 
person ever gained the victory in literary 
contentions so often as he has done; but 
wdiile he pursued his advantages too far, 
he tiirnecl his opponents into enemies, 
and Avlieii tliey could no longer lessen his 
reputation as a wit, they often strove to 
blacken his character as a man. He found 
the majority now wholly on his side ; he 
saw that none praised the tragedy of I^a 
Motte, but such as were attached by 
private connexions to his person : in order, 
then, to insure his success, he AA^as deter- 


mined to shoAv that his rh’-al Avas his in- 
ferior, not only in poetry, but in criticism 
also ; for a skill in AA^hich he had, till noAv, 

I been especially remarkable. La Motte 
i had written an essay against the rules of 
I the drama, in which he endeavoured to 
I show that its Ieaa^s had been established, 

! not from nature but caprice, from fashion 
I and not from feelings. This Voltaire under- 
; took to ansAver ; A\diich, as it is both a line 
; piece of criticism, and an instance of the 
delicacy with Avhich this great man treated 
; his opponent, I shall beg leave to trans- 
jlate: — 

“ I shall not presume to speak of the 
: tragedies of either Fere Folard, or jM. de 
I la Motte : my censure or my praise Avould 
appear equally suspicious. I am still faidher 
: from bestOAving anything like panegj-ric 
' upon my OAvn, being convinced that rules 
alone neATr made a genius. Conscious I 
am, that all the fine reasoning and delicate 
i remark that have been exhausted of late 
! years upon this subject, are not equal to 
! one single scene dictated by a fine imagi- 
I nation. There is more to be learned from 
reading one of tlie tragedies of Corneille 
or Racine, than from all the precepts of 
I the Abbe d’Aulngnac. All the books 
composed by connoiss*eurs upon the art 
' of painting, conA'ey not half the instructions 
I of a single head, Avhich has come from the 
; pencil of Angelo or Raphael. 

I “ The principles of all arts which depend 
I upon the imagination, are easy and simple, 

’ equally founded in nature and in reason. 

, The best and Avorst poets have composed 
upon the same ; they have both used similar 
; materials, and the difference only lies in 
; their a]:)plication. The same thing happens 
i in music ; and even in painting. Poussin 
I is directed by the very rules which conduct 
j the most wretched dauber. It is as needless, 
j therefore, in a poet to attempt to prejudice 
! the public in favour of his performance 
; by introductory criticism, as it Avould be 
i in a painter or musician to lay down rules 
I to prove that the spectators or the audience 
i must be pleased Avitli their respectwe per- 
I formances. 

j “HoAvever, as M. de la Motte has 
j thought proper to establish rules different 
j from those vdiich have conducted our great 
! masters in the art of poetry, it is but* just 
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to defend the laws of antiquity ; not indeed 
because they are ancient, but because they 
are natural and useful, and also as they 
are in some danger from so formidable an 
opponent. 

“This gentleman begins with proscrib- 
ing the unities of action, time, and place. 
Those are so united wdth each other, that 
he who coml)ats one attacks them all. 
The French were the first among the 
moderns who revived the laws of the 
drama : the neighbouring nations were 
long before they could be brought to sub- 
mit to a restraint which seemed so severe ; 
but as this restraint proceeded from nature, 
and reason taught them the justice of the 
compliance, in time they were l:)rought to 
sulimit. At present even in England, 
their poets are fond of informing the public 
in their prefaces, that the time of the action 
and the representation are equal ; and they 
are even more strict in this particular than 
us who have been their masters. 

“ Every country now begins to regard 
those times as barbarous, when the laws 
of the stage were either not practised or 
not known. Shakspeare and Lopez de 
Vega are admired, but not imitated. All 
are ready to pay France their acknow- 1 
ledgments for having pointed out this j 
just and natural simplicity. Who would ! 
have thought that a Frenchman would ; 
1)6 the lirst again to introduce piimeval i 
liarbarity? 

“Though I had no other answer to 
make to IM. de la Motte, but that Corneille, 
Racine, Molim*e, Addison, Congreve, and 
jMaffei have all observed the rules of the 
drama, this alone might be sufiiicient to 
silence my opponent ; but IM. de la Motte 
deserves to be opposed with reasons, and 
not hy authorities, 

“A tragedy or comedy has been defined 
the representation of one action. Should 
it be demanded, why of one only, and not 
of two or three together, the reasons are 
obvious. Either because the mind is in- 
capable of attending to two or three objects 
at once ; or because our concern in the 
events is lessened by being divided ; or 
because we are displeased to see two 
actions in the same picture. Uniformity 
is a constituent of beauty, imprinted on 
our souls by nature ; and all the efforts of 


art excel, in proportion as they imitate the 
models she draws. 

“For these reasons, unity of place is 
also essential ; for one and the same action 
cannot be transacted in different places at 
the same time. If the personages whom I 
behold in the first act are at Athens, how 
can they be in Persia in the second ? Le 
Rrun has not painted Alexander at Arbela 
and in the Indies on the same canvas. 
‘But,’ says M. de la Motte, ‘there is 
nothing surprising, if a nation which has 
not studied itself into a fondness for rule 
should be pleased at the representation of 
Coriolanus, condemned at Rome in the 
first act, received among the Volscians in 
the third, and besieging Rome in the 
foil rth. ’ Yet, why should a sensible people 
be so much against those rules, which are 
made only for their pleasure ? Are there 
not, in a subject thus conducted, three 
distinct tragedies ; and were it i>ut in verse, 
would it not resemble rather a history or 
a romance than a theatrical performance ? 
Take away the unity of place, and you 
necessarily destroy that of actiom The 
unity of time is naturally connected with 
the two former. Let us then hold to the 
three unities, as the great Gorneille has 
laid them down: in these we shall find 
every other I'ule of the drama contained, 
resulting from these, or conspiring to assist 
them. 

“ M. de la Motte, however, is pleased 
to call them principles, first invented by 
fancy, and supported by fashion : he main- 
tains that they may with propriety be 
dispensed with in our tragedies, since they 
are entirely neglected in the opera. This 
method of reasoning somewhat resembles 
the absurdity of the politician, who would 
reform a regular government by the ex- 
ample of an anarchy. Absurdity, joined 
with magnificence, characterise the opera. 
In this the ears and the eyes find more 
entertainment than the mind. A sub- 
jection of the words to the music, renders 
the most ridiculous extravagances excusa- 
able. Cities are ransacked in recitative : 
the palaces of Pluto and of the sun, of 
gods and devils, of magicians and mon- 
sters, rise, form a dance, and disappear in 
I the twinkling of an eye. We tolerate, 
j nay, are pleased with these extravagances, 
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because the spectator in such circumstances 
imagines himself transported into a fairy 
land; and provided he is entertaihed with 
good music, fine dancing, and a few in- 
teresting scenes, he is content. It would 
be as ridiculous to demand unity of action, 
time, and place in a pleasing opera, as to 
introduce dancing devils into a regular 
tragedy. 

“Yet, though these regularities may be 
dispensed with in the opera, the: best we. 
have of this kind are those in which the 
unities are least violated. If I am not 
mistaken, there are some in which dramatic 
propriety is inviolably preserved; which 
serves to prove how necessary, natural, 
and interesting it is to every spectator. 
How unjust, therefore, is it to condemn 
our nation of levity for disapproving in 
one species of composition, what we ap- 
prove in another 1 In tragedy we require 
perfection ; there is in it no music to divert 
the attention, nor dances to confound ; all 
our pleasure depends upon intellect alone ; 
we there admire the address of the poet, 
who, in one day and in one place, describes 
a single action which charms without 
fatigue, and fills the mind without con- 
fusion; where our pleasure rises by just 
degrees, and terminates with moral pro- 
priety. The more difficult this simplicity 
appe^ars, the more it is cheering; and we 
find upon examination, that most of our 
pleasure results from the various uniformity 
of tile representation. 

“Af. lie Ja Motte is not content with 
depriving us of tlieatrical propriety; he 
would also banish poetry from the stage, 
and liave all our pieces represented in 
prose. It is a little extraordinary, that 
an iiigenious writer, possessed of an ima- 
gination truly poetic, who has seldom 
written prose, except to vindicate or ex- 
plain his own poetry, should write against 
verse, with the same contempt with which 
he has written against Homer; whom, 
nevertheless, he has thought proper to 
translate. Neither Virgil,, Tasso, Boileau, 
Racine, or Pope, ever wrote against poetry, 
nor Lully against music, nor Newton 
against astronomy. There are sometimes 
men found, who fancy themselves superior 
to their profession — the surest symptoms 
of their being actually below it ; but this 


is the first time we have seen any at- 
tempting to asperse those talents to which 
they owe all their reputation. There are 
already too many who, having no ac- 
quaintance with the charms of poetry, 
affect to despise it. Paris abounds with 
men, otliervvise of good understandiugs, 
who are naturally destitute of organs ca- 
pable of relishing harmony; to such music 
is blit noise, and poetry but ingenious 
trifling. Should these be informed that a 
person of merit, and who has composed 
five or six volumes of poetry, is of their 
opinion, would they not be apt to regard 
all other poets as fools, and him as the 
only one of all his brethren who had 
found the use of his reason ? Let me, 
then, for the honour of our profession, 
endeavour to answer him; even let me 
add, for the honour of a country which 
owes part of its reputation among strangers 
to- a perfection in this very art which he 
affects to despise. 

“ It is advanced by this gentleman, that 
rhyme is a modern invention, and had its 
rise in times of ignorance and barbarity ; 
yet, notwithstanding this, all nations, ex- 
cept the ancient Greeks and Romans, 
have rhymed, and continue the custom to 
this day. The return of similar sounds is 
so natural to mankind, that we find rhymes 
obtain even in the most savage legions, 
as well as in Italy, Spain, France, and 
England. Montaigne presents us with 
an American ode, composed in this man- 
ner ; and in one of the papers of the 
Spectator, written by Air. Addison, we 
are presented with the translation of a 
I^apland ode, originally composed in 
rhyme. 

“The Greek, — ‘qiiibus dedit ore ro- 
tundo musa loqui,’ — placed in an indul- 
gent climate, and favoured by nature 
with finer organs than other nations, 
formed a language which, by the length 
or shortness of its syllables, expressed the 
calm or the impetuous dictates of the 
mind, F rom this happy variety in the con- 
struction of their language, resulted such 
music in their prose, as well as verse, 
as no nation but the ancient Italians 
could ever succeed in imitating. 

“ It is not, however, rhyme alone, but 
measure also, which this ingenious gentle- 
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man condemns. Before the time of 
Herodotus, history was written only in 
verse ; this custom the Greeks borrowed 
from the ancient Egyptians, a people 
politic, learned, and wise. It was 
founded in nature ; for the end of his- 
tory being to preserve an account of the 
actions of a few great personages, which 
might serve as examples to posterity, as 
men had not yet attained the art of swell- 
ing the transactions of some obscure con- 
vent, or insignificant village, into several 
folios, nothing was transmitted but what 
was worth remembering ; nothing but 
what was remarkable was generally trea- 
sured up in the memory as a guide to 
action. Verse, therefore, was proper to 
assist in this particular ; accordingly, the 
first legislators, founders of religion, and 
historians \vere poets by profession. On 
such occasions, how^ever, poetry must 
necessarily have wanted either harmony 
or precision. Virgil at last appeared, 
who united these two excellences which 
seemed so incompatible. Boileau and 
Racine had the same success ; a person 
wdio has read all the three, who knows 
that they are translated into almost all 
the European languages, but idly emplo3's. 
his talents in endeavouring to render them 
contemptible : such censure often reverts 
upon the accuser. 

“I rank Boileau and Racine in the 
rsame class with Virgil, in regard to versi- 
fication ; for had the author of the /Eneid 
been born a Frenchman, it is probable 
he w’ould have wu-itten like them ; and 
had they lived in ancient Rome, they 
would have moulded the Latin language 
into the same harmonious cadence wdth 
the celebrated IMantuan. ^Vhen, there- 
fore, M. de la Motle censures versification 
as ridiculous, mechanical, trifling, he not 
only accuses our poets, but all those of 
antic|iuty. Virgil and Horace have been 
as assiduous as we, in the mechanism of 
their verses. A hap]^y arrangement of 
dactyl and spondee w’as as difficult as our 
rhyme and metre. Their labour must 
certainly have been great ; since the 
Hineid, after the corrections of eleven 
years, was still thought far short of requi- 
site perfection. 

But this ingenious author still asserts, 


''W 

that turning any scene of tragedy into 
prose diminishes neither its force nor its 
beauty. To prove this assertion, he 
transposes the first scene of Mithridates, 
and has thus rendered it intolerahle to 
even the meanest capacity. ‘But still,’ 
continues he, ‘our neighbours hare re- 
jected rhyme in their tragedies.’ This 
must be granted ; but then they are writ- 
ten in verse which, though wdthout rhyme, 
is, from the nature of their languages, 
harmonious. Should we attempt to cast 
off a yoke which was worn by Corneille 
and Racine, we might, perhaps, be sub- 
jected to do it from an inability to imitate 
rather than a desire to reform . The 
Italians and the English can dispense 
wdth rhyme, since their poetry has several 
liberties wdiich we wfatit : every language 
has its particular genius— inflection pecu- 
liarly its own : a construction of periods 
different from all others, and a particular 
use of the auxiliary verbs : perspicuity 
and elegance is the genius of ours; wm 
admit of no transpositions in our poetry, 
but the wmrds must flow in the exact 
order of our ideas. Hence, therefore, 
proceeds the unavoidable necessity of 
rhymes, to make a distinction behveen 
our prose and our poetry. He compares 
our poets — our Corneilles, Racines, and 
Boileaus — to a juggler who is employed in 
throwdng a grain of corn through the eye 
of a needle ; adding, that all such puerili- 
ties have no other merit but that of diffi- 
culty surmounted. 

“I must confess that bad verses pretty 
much fall under this censure. They dif- 
fer from bad prose only by the addition of 
rhyme ; and this advantage alone neither 
gives merit to the poet, nor pleasure to 
the reader. What charms us is the har- 
mony which results from this merit. Who- 
ever encounters a difficulty, merely for the 
sake of overcoming it, without expecting 
any other advantage, is little better than 
a fool ; hut he who brings pleasure from 
objects which seem incapable of affording 
any, is certainly meritorious. It is a 
laborious task to form a fine statue, to 
paint a striking picture, to compose pleas- 
ing music, or good verses. Wherefore, 
the names of those great men who have 
surmounted the respective difficulties will 
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last, perhaps, longer than the kingdoms 
which gave them birth. 

“ I could continue this dispute to greater 
lengtii, but it would probably be regarded 
as proceeding from personal resentment; 
and my intentions might be branded with 
a malignity from which I am as remote as 
from the sentiments of my ingenious ad- 
versary. It gives me much greater plea- ' 
sure to profit by many judicious reflections 
spread through his book, than to contro- 
vert his opinions. Let it be sufficient, 
then, that I have entleavoured to defend 
an art I have ever loved ; an art which he 
should have defended also.” 

This criticism, which conceals a line 
satire upon the author it professes to an- 
swer, was not published till the year 1730, 
though written, and communicated to M. 
Voltaire’s friends, long before, hi. de la 
Motte himself pretended to approve it, 
yet inwardly felt all the resentment of dis- 
appointed ambition, and (as if from the 
time Voltaire had defended poetry, 4 ie was 
no longer to have quarter from his brothers 
of the profession) he was ever after perse- 
cuted by party, and marked as an object 
of envy and reproach. Pere Folard soon 
after wrote a tragedy upon the same sub- 
ject, but it was more short-lived than even 
the former attempt of La Motte ; serving 
only to advance the reputation of the first 
CEdipus, and to increase the number of 
the friends and the enemies of M. Voltaire. 

There is, perhaps, no situation more 
uneasy than that of being foremost in the 
republic of letters. If a man wdio wu'ites 
to please the public cannot at the same 
lime stoop to flattery, he is certainly made 
unhappy for life. Tliere are a hundred 
writers of inferior merit continually ex- 
pecting his approbation: these must be 
all applauded, or made enemies ; the pub- 
lic must be deceived by ill-placed praise, 
or dunces provoked into unremitting per- 
secution. This under-tribe in the literary 
commonwealth perfectly understand the 
force of combinations, are liberal in their 
mutual commendations, and .actually enjoy 
all the pleasures of fame without being so 
much as known to the public : while the 
man of eminence is regarded as an outcast 
of their society, a fit object at which to 
level all their invective, and every advance 


he makes towards reputation only lifts his 
head nearer to the storm ; till at last he 
finds, that, instead of fame, he has been 
all his life only earning reproach, till he 
finds himself possessed of professing friends 
and sincere enemies. 

Fontenelle and Voltaire were men of 
unequal merit ; yet how different has been 
the fate of either! Fontenelle was as 
passionately fond of adulation as Voltaire 
was ever averse to flattery. The one 
kindly told every blockhead that he had 
wit; the other honestly advised him to 
discontinue a profession in which he was 
by no means likely to succeed : the one 
has received all his fame while living ; the 
other must not expect unmixed applause 
till dead : the one was prudent, insincere, 
and happy; the other generous, open, 
and regarded with detestation. 

But though Voltaire was now fairly 
listed into an open war with all the dunces 
of society, yet he still had friends of 
another denomination, who by their ])owei* 
protected him, and by their company 
made him forget that he had enemies. 
Madame clu Chatelet was of this number. 
At her house he generally spent the morn- 
ings, among the learned of Paris, who 
composed the levee of this learned lady. 
The sciences then seemed to triumph 
when patronised by beauty. Madame du 
Chatelet had many personal charms ; and 
though a hard student, her complexion 
never called in assistant red to heighten 
its colour. She dictated to an admiring 
circle every morning from Plato, Newton, 
Clarke, and Leibnitz ; and was thought 
as great an adept in philosophy as the 
' deepest doctor of the Sorbonne. Voltaire 
1 soon perceived his deficiency in the 
sciences ; and as lie knew that^ an excel- 
lence in them was the only way to secure 
his mistress, he .set about attaining them 
with the most intense application. As 
he increased in learning, liis intimacy in- 
creased in proportion; and at last, an 
intercourse which began in friendship 
turned into a passion of a much more 
masterly nature. Ilis visits became more 
frequent, his behaviour more submissive, 
and the philosopher was lost in the gal- 
lant. Madame du Chatelet, whose soul 
knew no other passion but that of science, 
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upon matrimony, but talked of disinter- 
ested passion, unconfined rapture, and all 
the cant of an insidious designer. The 
marchioness, who was as virtuous as beau* 
tifid, quickly perceived the tendency of 
his discourse, and thought proper to break 
off a conversation wliich took a turn not 
at all to her inclinations. At parting, she 
gave him hopes, and enjoined him secrecy. 
He accordingly promised the strictest 
honour, and, with a heart elated with 
vanity, he went to cominiinicate his hap- 
piness to all his friends. As he unsus- 
pectingly made every person that professed 
the least regard for him a confidant, among 
the rest he happened to tell his success 
to a gentleman W'ho was actually Ins rival. 
The consequence of this indiscreet confi- 
dence w'as, that the marchioness was in- 
formed of the whole, and proscribed our 
repentant lover for ever from her presence. 
In such a disappointment, the muse was 
his consolation; hewmrked the adventure 
into a comedy, which he dedicated to his 
unforgiving mistress. The dedication, 
which it is impossible to translate with 
elegance equal to the original, runs in 
plain prose thus: “Thou who hast beauty 
wdthoiit pride, and vivacity without indis- 
cretion ; whom heaven has formed with 
every gift it could bestow^; a mind seri- 
ously solid, or rapturously gay; accept 
this picture of the indiscretion of a lover, 
who lost a mistress by boasting of her 
favours. Had the heroine of this piece 
been possessed of thy beauty, wdio could 
blame the lover for mentioning so cliarm- 
ing i a mistress, either through excess of 
vanity, or excess of love ? ’ ’ 

But one adventure more of this natui-e. 
The Platonic passion between Voltaire 
and Madame du Chatelet was noAv become 
a subject of conversation all over Paris. 
PI is inconstancy was well known, and it 
was. thought something strange that his 
attachment, to one mistress, should have 
so long a continuance, hi. Piron, a man 
of infinite humour, w^as X'esolved to try the 
sincerity of his passion ; not by presenting 
him with a real, but an imaginary mistress. 
With this intent he composed a panegyric 
on Voltaire in the highest strain of flattery, 
and presented it to him as coming from 
a lady in one of the provijices, who was 


at first regarded the change in his be- 
haviour with indifference, but soon per- 
ceived the real motive, and was not en- 
tirely displeased at the discovery. There 
is a principle of vanity in the sex, wdiich 
gives them pleasure at the acquisition of a 
new lover, tlioiigh they have no intention 
to accept him. She therefore gave him 
an opportunity of declaring his regard, 
and of professing a passion which his 
actions had before sufficiently indicated. 
Her answ^er, hoAvever, was very different 
from vdiat he had expected : she informed 
him, with an apathy truly stoical, that she 
neither disliked his addresses, nor entirely 
approved of them. She had no objection 
to a lover, provided he was pleased to be 
content with w'hat she could give, blinds 
could unite and form a happy intercourse, 
witliout indulging any coarser appetites ; 
and she concluded by recommending to 
him the Banquet of Plato, as containing 
her system of love — a system W'hicli she 
was determined to act up to ; and she 
found none more fit than bl. Voltaire to 
be the object of so pure a flame. 

Our poet now perceived that books had 
spoiled her for a mistress, and that she 
was resolved to sacrifice the substance to 
the shadow. Vet, as she was in some 
measure beautiful, as she seemed happy 
in his conversation, and could still be a 
charming friend, he was resolved to accept 
of the terms she offered ; to be contented 
with the spare diet which she could afford, 
and look for more substantial entertain- 
ment from others. An opportunity soon 
offered of this kind. 

The Marchioness de Pire, a young 
widow of exquisite beauty, had taken a 
fancy to our poet; and, as she was pos- 
sessed of a large jointure, had some in- 
tentions of marrying him. She found 
means to have Voltaire informed of her 
inclinations, and took care to have her 
nobility and fortune placed in the most 
advantageous point of view. Voltame, 
who loved the sex, but hated matrimony, 
seemed to be happy in her propo.saI, and 
begged an interview, in wdiich our lovers 
seemed mutually pleased with each other. 
As all his intentions were to please the 
lady and himself wdthout the previous 
ceremony, he declined all conversation 


500 ^ 

enraptured with his poetry, and had almost 
conceived a passion for his person. Vol- 
taire read the poem, found it ininiitable, 
and fancied a thousand beauties in a lady 
of so fine d iscernment. In short, he was 
actually fallen in love with a creature of 
his own imagination, and entreated his 
dear ugly friend— -for so he familiarly used 
to call Piron — to procure him an interview 
with a lady of so much merit. Piron 
promised in a few days to gi*atify his re- 
quest ; and in the meantime came every 
morning to tell Voltaire that the young 
lady was upon lier journey, and would 
arrive very shortly ; adding many pathetic 
exclamations on her beauty, and the de- 
licacy of her behaviour. Our poet was 
at last wound up to the height of expecta- 
tion; which, when Piron saw, he informed 
him that the lady was actually arrived, 
that the chief motive of her journey was 
to see a man so justly celebrated as M. 
Voltaire, and that she entreated the honour 
of his company that very evening. Our 
poet in raptures prepared himself for the 
interview, which he expected with the 
utmost impatience. 

The hour at last came, and Voltaire 
eagerly flew to satisfy at once his love and 
his curiosity. U pon being introduced into 
the apartment of his fancied angel, he was 
at first a little disconcerted to find Madame 
dll Chatelct of the party ; but guess his 
confusion, when he beheld his ugly friend, 
dressed up in a lappet-head and petticoat, 
approach to salute liim. In short, he was 
informed that Piron liimself was the fair 
one who wrote the panegyric, and who 
consequently expected the proper return 
of gratitude. ‘‘ Wellj’’ said Voltaire, 
turning his disappointment to a jest, “if 
Piron had a grain less wit, I could never 
have forgiven him.” This adventure has 
since served as the gi*oundwork of a 
comedy called “X.a Metroraanie,” infi- 
nitely the best modern performance upon 
the French theatre. 

Some disappointments of this kind 
served to turn our poet from a passion 
which only tended to obstruct his advance- 
ment in more exalted pursuits. His mind, 
which at that time was pretty well balanced 
between pleasure and philosophy, quickly 
began to incline to the latter. He now 
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thirsted after a more comprehensive know- 
ledge of mankind than either books or 
his own country could possibly bestow. 

England, about this time, was coming 
into repute throughout Europe, as the 
land of philosophers. Newton, Locke, 
and, others began to attract the attention 
of the curious, and drew hither a concourse 
of learned men from every part of Europe. 
Not our learning alone, but our politics 
also began to be regarded with admira- 
tion : a government in which subordination 
and liberty were blended in such just pro- 
portions, was now generally studied as the 
finest model of civil society. This was an 
inducement sufficient to make Voltaire 
pay a visit to this land of i 3 hilosophers 
and of liberty. 

Accordingly, in the year 1 726, he came 
I over to England. A previous acquaintance 
I with AtteiLury, bishop of Rochester, and 
! the Lord Bolingbroke, was sufficient to 
; introduce him among the polite, and his 
; fame as a poet got him the acquaintance 
: of the learned, in a country where 
: foreigners generally find but a cool recep- 
; tion. He only wanted introduction : his 
i own merit was enough to procure the rest. 

; As a companion, no man ever exceeded 
: him when he pleased to lead the conver- 
i sation ; which, however, was not always 
i the case. In company which he either 
disliked or despised, few could be more 
reserved than he ; but when he was 
warmed in discourse, and had got over a 
hesitating manner which sometimes he 
was subject to, it w'as rapture to hear him. 

I His meagre visage seemed insensibly to 
! gather beauty ; every muscle in it had 
: meaning, and his eye beamed with im- 
j usual brightness. The person who writes 
1 this Memoir, who had the honour and 
the plca.sure of being his acquaintance, 
remembers to have .seen liim in a select 
company of wits of 1 >oth sexes at Paris, 
when the subject happened to turn upon 
English taste and learning. Fontenelle, 
who was of the party, and who, being 
unacquainted with the language or authors 
^ of the country he undertook to condemn, 

1 with a spirit truly vulgar began to revile 
' both. Diderot, wdio liked the English, 
and knew something of their literary pre- 
tensions, attempted to vindicate their 
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poetry and learning, Init with unequal 
abilities. The company tpiickly perceived 
that Fontenelle was superior in the dis- 
pute, and were surprised at the silence 
which Voltaire had preserved all the for- 
mer part of the night, particularly as the 
conversation happened to turn upon one 
of his favourite topics. Fontenelle con- 
tinued his triumph till about twelve o’clock, 
when Voltaire appeared at last roused 
from his reveri e. H is whole frame seemed 
animated. Fie began his defence with the 
utmost elegance mixed with spirit, and 


whence we derived our excellences as well 
as our defects. He perceived that the 
only way to understand the English was 
to learn their language, adopt their man- 
ners, and even to applaud their oddities. 
With this view, when sufficiently initiated 
into our language, he joined in companies 
of every rank : lords, poets, and artisans 
were successively visited, and he attained 
at the same lime a proficiency in our lan- 
guage, laws, and government, and thorough 
insight into our national character. Before 
him, our reputation for learning had for 


now and then let fall the finest strokes of , some time been established’ in Europe ; 

’ ' ' ' but, then, we were regarded as entirely 
destitute of taste, and our men of wit 
known not even by name among the 
literati. He was the first foreigner who 
saw the amazing irregular beauties of 
Shakspeare, gave Milton the character he 
deserved, spoke of every English poet 
with some degree of applause, and opened 


raillery upon his antagonist ; and his 
harangue lasted till three in the morning. 

I must confess, that, udiether from national 
partiality, or from the elegant sensibility 
of his manner, I never was so much 
charmed, nor did I ever remember so 
ab-solute a victory as he gained in this 
dispute. 

Upon his arrival in England, his first ' a new page of beauty to the eyes of his 
care was to learn so much of the language j astonished countrymen. It is to him we owe 
as might enable him to mix in conversa- ! that our language has taken the place of 
tion, and study more thoroughly the genius j the Italian among the polite, and that even 
of the people. Foreigners are unanimous ! ladies are taught to admire Milton, Pope, 
in allowing the English language to be the : and Otway. The greatest part of our 
most difficult to learn of any in Europe. : poet’s time, during a residence of two 
Some have spent years In the study to no i years in England, was spent at Wands- 
purpose; but such was tlie application, ! worth, the seat of his Flxcellency Sir 
and such the memory of our poet, that in I Everard Falkener. With this gentleman 
six weeks he was able to speak it with I he had contracted an intimacy at Paris ; 
tolerable propriety. In short, his conduct i and as Sir liverard had insisted upon his 
in this particular v/as such as may serve 1 company before he left France, he now 
for a model to future travellers. The | could not refuse. Here he spent his time 
French w’ho before visited this island were 
never at the trouble of attaining our 
language, but contented with barely de- 
scribing the buildings and palaces of the 


kingdom, and transcribing a character of 
the people from former travellers, who 
were themselves unacquainted with our 
national peculiarities. Accordingly, we 
find few of their books in which the 
English are not characterised as morose, 
melancholy, excessive lovers of pudding, 
and haters of mankind. This stupid ac- 
count has been continued down from 
Scaliger to Mural t, while the virtues and 
vices which were peculiar to the country 
were wholly unknown. Voltaire quickly 
perceived that pride seemed to be our 
characteristic quality ; a source from 


in that tranquillity and learned ease which 
are so grateful to men of speculation j had 
leisure to examine the difference between 
our government and that of which he was 
horn a subject ; mnd to improve by our 
example his natural passion for liberty. 

lie was resolved, however, to give some 
lasting testimony of that love whicli he 
had for freedom, and which has ever made 
one of the strongest features in his charac- 
ter. The elder Brutus, condemning his 
own son in its cause, seemed a fine subject 
for this purpose, and naturally suited to 
the British theatre. The first act of this 
play he accordingly wrote in English, and 
communicated it to his friends for their 
approbation. It was somewhat surprising 
to find a stranger, who had resided in the 
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coiintiy but one year, attempt so arduous 
an undertaking ; but still more so to find 
him skilled in the beauties and force of 
our language^ The reader may be pleased 
to see howlie wrote in English : he makes 
Brutus, in the second scene of the first ach 
thus vindicate the cause of freedom : 

“ Bmtiis , — Allege not ties ; his (Tar- 
quin’s) Climes have broke them all. The 
gods themselves, whom he has offended, 
have declared against him. Which of 
our rights has he not trod upon? True, 
we have sworn to be his subjects, but we 
have not sworn to be his slaves, Y ou say 
you’ve seen our senate in humble suj^pli- 
ance pay him here tlicir vows. Even here 
himself has sworn to be our father, and 
make the people liappy in his guidance. 
Broke from his oaths, we are let loose 
from ours ; since he has transgressed our 
laws, his the rebellion, Rome is free from 
guilt.” 

This tragedy he afterwards completed 
in French ; and at Paris it met with the ! 
fate he had foreseen. No piece was ever 
translated into a greater number of foreign 
languages, more liked by strangers, or 
more decried at home. lie dedicated it 
to Lord Bolingbroke ; and as the dedica- 
tion contains a fine jxarallel between the 
English and French theatres, I shall beg 
leave to translate some part of it here : 

‘‘ As it was too venturous an innovation, 
my lord, to attempt to write a tragedy in 
French witluuit rhyme, and take such 
liberties as arc allowed in England and 
Italy, I was at least determined to trans- 
plant those beauties from the English 
stage which I thought not incompatible 
with F rench regularity. Certain it is the 
hlnglish theatre is extremely defective. I 
liave heard yourself say there was scarcely 
a perfect tragedy in the language ; but to 
compensate tliis, you have several scenes 
which are admirable. Almost all your 
tragic writers have been likewise deficient 
in that regularity and simplicity of plot, 
.'hat propriety of diction, that elegance of j 
style, and those hidden strokes of art, for i 
which we are remarkable since th'e times 
of Corneille. However, your most irre- j 
gular pieces have a peculiar merit ; they 1 
excel in action, while ours are frequently ; 
tedious declamations, and at best, conver- 1 


sation rather than a picture of passion. 
Our excessive delicacy often ]5uts us upon 
making an uninteresting recital of what 
should rather be represented to the eyes 
of the spectator. Our poets are afraid' to 
hazard any tiling new before an audience 
composed of such as turn all that is not 
the fashion into ridicule. 

“ The inconvenience of our theatre also 
is another cause that our representations 
frequently appear dry and unentertaining. 
The spectators being allowed to sit on the 
stage, destroy almost all propriety of ac- 
tion. For this reason, those decorations 
which are so mucli recommended by the 
ancients can be but very rarely introduced. 
Thus it hap]ieiis that the actors can never 
jiass from one apartment into another 
without being seen by the audience, and 
all theatrical illusion must consequently 
be destroyed. 

How could we, for instance, introduce 
the ghost of Pompey, or the genius of 
Brutus, into the midst of a parcel of young 
fellows crowded upon the theatre, and 
who only stand there to laugh at all that 
is transacted? How could we, as the late 
Mr. Addison has clone, have the body of 
Marcus borne in upon the stage before 
his father? If he should liazard a repre- 
sentation of this nature, the whole pit 
would rise against the poet, and the ladies 
themselves would be apt to hide their 
faces. ' 

‘‘ With what pleasure have I seen at 
London your tragedy of Julius Coesar, 
which, though a hundred and fifty years 
old, still continues the delight of the 
people! I do not here attempt to defend 
the barbarous irregularity with which it 
abounds. What suiqirises me is, that 
there are not more in a v/ork written in 
an age of ignorance, by a man who under- 
stood not Latin, and who had no other 
master but a happy genius. The piece is 
faulty; but, amidst such a number, still 
with what rapture do we see Brutus, with 
his dagger stained with Ib.e blood of 
Cinsar, haranguing the people! 

“ The French would never suffer a 
chorus composed of plebeians and artisans 
to appear upon the theatre; nor would 
they permit the body of Coesar to be ex- 
posed, or the people excited from lh§; 
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rostnim. Custom, the queen of this world, 
changes at pleasure the taste of nations, | 
and turns the sources of joy often into 1 
objects of disgust. j 

‘‘ The Greeks have exhibited objects i 
upon their stage that would he equally ; 
disgusting to a French audience. Flip- ; 
politus, bruised by his fall, comes to count ' 
his wounds, and to pour forth the most j 
lamentable cries. Philoctetes appears | 
with his wound open, and the black gore : 
streaming from it. CKdipus, covered with I 
the blood which flowed from the sockets j 
of his eyes, complains both of gods and ; 
men. In a word, many of the Greek ^ 
tragedies abound with exaggeration. ! 

“ I am not ignorant that both the ; 
Greeks and the English have frequently ' 
erred, in producing what is sliocking, in- 
stead of what should be terrible, the dis- 
gusting and the incredible for what should 
have been tragic and marvellous. The 
art of writing was in its infancy at Athens 
in the time of /Eschylus, and at London 
in the time of Shakspeare. Flowever, 
both the one and the otlier, with all their 
faults, frequently abound with a fine pa- 
thetic, and strike us with beauties beyond 
the reach of art to imitate. Those French- 
men who, only acquainted with trans- 
lations or common report, pretend to 
censure either, somewhat resemble the 
blind man who should assert that the rose 
is destitute of beauty because he perceives 
the thorns by the touch. 

But, though sometimes the two nations 
of which I am speaking transcend the 
bounds of yn-opriety, and present us with 
objects of affright instead of terror, we, 
on the other hand, as scrupulous as they 
are rash, stop short of beauty for fear of 
being carried beyond it ; and seldom 
arrive at the pathetic for Lar of trans- 
gressing its bounds. 

I am by no means for having the 
theatre become a place of carnage, as we 
often find in Shakspeare and his suc- 
cessors, who, destitute of liis genius, have 
only imitated his faults ; but .still I insist, 
that there are numberless incident? which 
may at present appear shocking to a 
F'rench spectator, wliich, if set off with 
elegance of diction and propriety of repre- 
sentation, would be capable of giving a 


pleasure beyond what we can at present 
conceive.” 

This gives us a tolerably just representa- 
tion of the state in which Voltaire found 
the French theatre, liis Qklipus was 
written in this dry manner, where most 
of the terrible incidents were delivered in 
cold recitation, and not represented before 
the spectator. But, by observing our 
tragedies, like a skilful artist, he joined 
their fire to French correctness, and formed 
a manner peculiarly his own. 

In studies of this nature he spent his 
time at WandsM’orth, still employed either 
improving himself in our own language, 
or borrowing its beauties to transplant 
into his own. His leisure liours were 
generally spent in the company of our 
poets, Congreve, Pope, Young, &c., or 
among such of our nobility as were re- 
markable either for arts or arms, as I’eter- 
I borough, Oxford, and Walpole. lie was 
frequently heard to say, that Peterborough, 
had taught him the art of despising riches, 

I Walpole the art of acquiring them, but 
, Harley alone the secret of being con- 
: tented. 

I The first time he visited Mr. Congreve, 
i he met with a reception very different 
; from what he had expected. The English 
' dramatist, grown idch by means of his 
profession, affected to despise it, and as- 
sured Voltaire, that he chose rather to be 
regarded as a gentleman than a poet. 

I This was a meanness which somewhat 
' disgusted the Frenchman, particularly as 
he himself owed all his reputation to his 
excellence in poetry ; he therefore in- 
; formed Mr. Congreve, that his fame as a 
I writer was the only inducement he had to 
j see him, and though he could condescend 
I to desire the acquaintance of a man of 
1 wit and learning, he was above soliciting 
I the company of any private gentleman 
j whatsoever. The reflection of ‘another 
I upon this occasion was, that he certainly 
' is below the profession who presumes to 
think himself above it. 

Mv Voltaire has often told his friends, 
that he never observed in himself such a 
succession of opposite passions as he ex- 
perienced upon his first interview with 
i Mr. Pope. When he first entered the 
* room, and perceived our poor melancholy 
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Eng-Hsih poet, naturally defonned, and 
wasted as he was with sickness and study, 
he could not help regarding him with the 
utmost compassion. But, when Pope 
began to speak, and to reason upon moral 
obligations, and dress the most delicate 
sentiments in the most charming diction, 
Voltaire’s pity began to be changed into 
admiration, and at last even into envy. 
It is not uncommon with him to assert, 
that no man ever pleased him so much 
in serious conversation, nor any whose 
sentiments mended so much upon recol- 
lection. 

There is a story commonly told of his 
being in company with Dr. Young and 
some others, when the conversation hap- 
pened to turn upon Milton’s Paradise 
Lost. He displayed, as the story goes, 
all his critical skill in condemning the 
allegorical personages which Milton has 
introduced into his poem, and this with 
the utmost vivacity and unbounded free- 
dom of speech. Upon which Young, re- 
garding him with a fixed eye, spoke the 
following epigram : 

“ So very witty, wicked, and so thin ; 

Fit emblem sure of Milton, Death, and Sin.” 

However, I only mention this to show 
what trifles are generally ascribed to men 
when once grown famous. The wretched- 
ness of the epigram will readily convince 
those who have any pretensions to taste 
that Dr. Young could never have been the 
author: probably some blockhead made 
ihe verses first, and the story after. ■ 
Among the number of those who either 
patronised him, or enrolled themselves in 
the list of his friends, was the Duchess of 
Marlborough. wShe found infinite pleasure 
in the agreeable vivacity of his conversa- 
tion ; but mistook his levity for want of 
principle. Such a man seemed to her the 
properest person to digest the memoirs 
of her life j whicli, even so early as this, 
she had an inclination of publishing. She 
proposed the task accordingly to him, and 
he readily undertook to oblige her. But 
when she showed him her materials, and 
began to dictate the use she would have 
them turned to, Voltaire appeared no 
longer the good-natured, complying crea- 
ture which she took him for. He found 
■some ghara^cters were to he blackened 


without just grounds, some of her actions 
to be vindicated that deserved censure, 
and a mistress to be exposed to whom she 
owed infinite obligations. Gur poet ac- 
cordingly remonstrated with her grace, 
and seemed to intimate the inconsistency 
of such a conduct with gratitude and jus- 
tice ; he gravely assured her that the pub- 
lication of secrets which were communi- 
cated under the seal of friendship, would 
give the world no high opinion of her 
morals. He was thus continuing his dis- 
course, when the Duchess, quite in a 
passion, snatched the J3aper3 out of his 
hands : — “ I thought,” said she, “ the man 
had sense ; but 1 find him at bottom either 
a fool or a philosopher.” 

He was but two years in England, yet 
it is somewhat strange to think, how much 
he either wrote, published, or studied 
, during so short a residence. He gave 
amongst his friends a criticism he had 
written in English upon Milton, which he 
; concludes in this manner: “It requires 
' reach of thought to discover the defects 
j of Milton ; his excellences lie obvious to 
j every capacity; he atones for a few faults 
I by a thousand 1)eauties ; and, like Satan, 
the hero of Ills own poem, even when 
I fallen, he wears the appearance of ma- 
jesty.” 

But the performance upon which he 
founds his most lasting share of fame was 
published in this country. The French 
language had hitherto been deemed un- 
susceptible of the true epic dignity. Seve- 
ral unsuccessful attempts by Ronsard, 
Chapelaine, and others, had made critics 
despair of ever seeing an heroic poem in 
the language ; and some writers had laid 
it down as actually impossible. Voltaire, 
who seemed to be born to encounter diffi- 
culty, undertook the task, and that at an 
age when pleasure is apt to silence the 
voice of ambition. This poem, the 
“ Hemiade,” was first published under 
the title of the “ League.” He began it 
in the Bastille, enlarged and corrected it 
for several years afterwards, and had some 
thoughts of publishing it in F ranee. Upon 
showing the manuscript to Fontenelle, 
his friend, he was by liim advised to re- 
trench several passages which seemed to 
be written with too warm a spirit of 
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liberty, under such a government as theirs ; 
but Voltaire, who considered those very 
passages, as the greatest beauties of his 
w' o rk, was resolved the po em sh ould 
make its first appearance in a country in 
love with liberty, and ready to praise every 
performance written in its defence. Witla 
this view, he brought the work over with | 
him to England, and offered it in the’ 
usual manner to a bookseller, in order to 
be published. The bookseller, as some j 
pretend, either unacquainted wdth its value i 
or willing to impose upon a stranger, I 
offered him but a trifle for the manuscript, | 
and would print only such a number as | 
he thought proper. These were terms ! 
with which the author chose not to com- ! 
ply ; and, considering the number and the 
rank of his friends, he was resolved to 
publish it by suliscription. A subscription 
was opened accordingly, and quickly filled 
with persons of the first rank and emi- ; 
neiice, not only of Great Britain, but of ; 
Europe in general. A condition of the | 
proposals was, that the subscribers should : 
have their books a month liefore it "was ' 
published in the ordinary manner in 
London. 

In this situation were things, when an 
unforeseen accident called our poet out 
of the kingdom, being sent for by M. 
D’Argenson, prime minister of France, in 
order tobecome the king’s historiographer. 
Voltaire was therefore obliged to return 
with reluctance home, leaving to his 
bookseller the care of satisfying the sub- 
scribers. Voltaire, however, affirms that 
the bookseller, considering that there was 
no great difference between reading a 
book a month sooner or later, was resolved 
to indulge the curiosity of the public first, 
and gratify the subscribers after ; as by 
this means, the profits accruing from the 
sale, which were to be his ovm, would be 
greatly increased. The reader may judge 
for himself whether this is not the true 
reason why the subscribers to the Ilen- 
riade had not the work till a month after 
it was first published in I.ondon ; and 
not against the author Imt his bookseller 
should their censure l)e levelled. It 
cannot be conceived what a number of 
enemies this raised Voltaire ; for all im- 
puted to him that meanness of which those 


who are of his acquaintance know him to 
be utterly incapable. A neglect, indeed, 
he was guilty of, in leaving no friend to see 
justice done to the public. This may be 
said of Gur poet’s chai*acter in general, 
that he has frequently been guilty of 
indiscretions, but never of meanness. A 
mind employed in the contemplation of 
great virtues is sometimes guilty of trifling 
absurdities — 

“ — — quas aut inciiria fudit, 

Aut humana parum cavit natura.” — Hor. 

An honest man may sometimes unite with 
such as will render his actions suspected ; 
but then it is the fault of good minds to 
be.too credulous, and instead of condemn- 
ing such a man of falsehood, we should 
pity his good nature. 

llie poem was dedicated to Queen 
Caroline, for which she made the author 
a present of her picture, valued at two 
hundred guineas. The dedication breathes 
a spirit which at once characterises the 
poet, the philosopher, and the man of 
virtue; and some prefer it even to any 
part of the succeeding performance. It 
must be confessed the Henriade has its 
faults : its incidents in general do not 
I sufficiently interest or surprise ; it seldom 
I rises to the sublime, though it never falls 
i into flatness. The moral reflections return 
, loo frequently, and retard that speed whicb 
i is one of the greatest beauties of narration. 

However, with all its faults, the French 
; regard it as the first epic poem in their 
language, and though (national partiality 
laid aside) it sinks infinitely below Milton, 

' yet it will be sufficient to gain the author 
immortality. 

Upon his return home, he found his 
fame greatly increased, the prime minister 
of France himself being proud of ranking 
among the number of his friends. Scarcely 
a country of Europe from which the learned 
did not send him their acknowledgments, 
for the pleasure and instruction they liad 
received from his last ])erformance. The 
King of France used frequently to entreat 
] the pleasure of his company ; for he found 
! in him one who had learned from the 
, English to treat monarchs willi an honest 
freedom, and who disdained those mean 
submissions which at once render kings 
proud and .miserable. I:Iad our poet been 
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inclined to make a large fortune, had he severity of treatment, that the prince was 
been that avaricious Avretch which his resolved to leave the kingdom and fly for 
enemies have often represented him, lie protection to England. It is not the 
had now an opportunity of gratifying his business of this memoir to mention the 
most sanguine expectations. But he was accidents by which his intentions were 
born free, and had imbibed the privileges frustrated, nor the miseries he essayed in 
of a man and a philosopher. Ambition seeing his dearest friends, who w’ere part- 
coukl not bribe him to forfeit liis birth- ners of his design, sacrificed on tlie scaffold; 
right, and he disdained becoming great at be it sufficient to say, that he wms now put 
the expense of his liberty. ' The king into close confinement, in which he felt 
would frequently desire his coraj)any ; but many years of severe captivity. The 
Voltaire came only when he thought school of misery is the school of wisdom, 
proper. Sometimes he %vould beg of his Instead of nursing up his mind in indolence, 
majesty to excuse his attendance, as he or indulging sorrow, he refined his under- 
had made an appointment elsewhere ; standing by books, at first his only com- 
Kometimes he would return for answ^er, panions ; and when indulged in greater 
that he was detained by Madame ' du liberties, the learned of \vhom he was fond 
Chatelet, and could not possibly come, had leave to visit him. Thus did this 
These excuses the king generally received youth of genius spend his time among 
with the utmost good humour, and never philosophers and men of virtue, and learn 
upon Voltaire’s appearance resented his from them the hardest of all arts— the art 
former refusal. The truth is, the king of being a king. The Henriade of Vol- 
loved a companion who had wit enough taire reached our philosophic prince in his 
to amuse him, and good sense enough not retreat. He read it, was charmed wdth 
to turn his familiarity into abuse. the poem, and wished for the acquaintance 

But, about this time, there w’as a still of the poet. He had himself already 
greater honour done to our poet’s merit written some metaphysical essays in answer 
than he had ever yet received, though to Horrebow^ He had also diverted him- 
kings and princes had already conspired self at intervals by translating some of the 
to raise his reputation. The house of Latin poets, or composing somewhat of 
Brandenburg had been for some ages ac- his own; but he wanted a friend whoise 
quiiing strength and power in Germany, judgment might be relied on — one to 
At this time Frederick William sat upon whom he could commimicate his pro- 
the throne of Prussia, a monarch born to ductions, and w^ho had a capacity to amend 
be the father and yet the terror of his sub- them. He had already several learned 
jects. All his family, his children as w^ell men with him in his retreat, but they were 
as his domestics, feared, and sometimes felt rather philosophers than poets : he wanted 
the weight of his cl isjdcasure. Hewasarbi- a companion who could unite both the 
trary in all liis commands ; and though his characters, who had solidity to instruct 
desires were frequently bent upon trifles, when he designed to be serious, and viva- 
none in all his court were found Avho were city to unbend his mind when fatigued 
hardy enough to remonstrate, or had coii- with study. Voltaire seemed to him adapt- 
rage to lend him advice when he most ed to both those purposes ; he therefore 
wanted it. There was however found, at resolved to give him an invitation to 
last, one resolved to offer his remon- Prussia. 

strances, though the consequence threat- But the distinctions paid our poet by 
ened unremitting displeasure. The Prince majesty, and the endearments he received 
Koyal, his son, took this liberty, and some- from friendship, only served, by increasing 
limes showed the king, with the utmost envy, to increase the number of his ene- 
deference, the dangers attending an excess mies. Some years before this, an cede- 
of avarice, and the whimsical absurdity of siaslic, the Abbe des Fontaines, one wlm 
employing soldiers only for show. This had some little reputation for poetry, was 
conduct was immediately construed into accused of a heinous crime, and expelled 
-t]is9be4ien9e; and this brought bn such his convent upon that suspicion. Poofantl 
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infamous, he knew not where to apply for 
succour; from his own order he received 
only reproaches, and the public paid his 
merits but small regard. Voltaire saw 
liim an object of compassion ; he imagined ; 
it doubly iris duty to relieve him, since he j 
was in distress, and a poet. He therefore | 
procured his indigent brother all the con- j 
veniences of life, made use of his interest i 
to clear his reputation, and at last effec- | 
tually re-established a character which he j 
imagined had been unjustly injured. There : 
are some obligations too great for gratitude. I 
That is a debt the poor pay as an equiva- J 
lent for favours ; but when those become ; 
so great that no gratitude can equal, the | 
mind becomes bankrupt, and pays with , 
envy instead of acknowledgments. Such ; 
was the case of the Abbe des Fontaines; , 
and a man whom small obligations might j 
have eternally bound, became an enemy i 
by being too much obliged. I shall not 
protend to say, that Des Fontaines was the ^ 
only person in fault upon this occasion. | 
Voltaire might have required a deference 
which transcended the bounds of friend- i 
ship. Des Fontaines could only regard J 
him. as an equal, and our poet wanted to ! 
be treated as a superior. i 

Their friendship, as was naturally to be 
expected, was soon converted into hatred. 
They mutually taxed each other with pride 
and ingratitude, and af last pleaded before 
the bar of the pmblic; where each was 
more solicitous of injuring his opponent 
than of defending himself. Des Fontaines 
wrote a pamphlet, entitled the “ Voltair- 
omania,” containing all the little levities 
of Voltaire’s youth, some true, others 
taken up on groundless report ; he added 
also the faults of his father and his family 
to increase the sum, and exhausted all 
that malice could suggest upon the oc- 
casion. Hut Des Fontaines did not main- 
tain the unequal combat alone. Rousseau, 
a man of true genius, whose Odes are 
perhaps as beautiful as those of Horace, 
entered into the confederacy, and Ramsay 
served to complete the triumvirate. 

In the republic of letters, he who arro- 
gates superiority is sure to be disap- 
pointed : in vain he has the voice of the 
people, that is lost in idle murmurs ; but 
the press is against him, and that speaks 


in characters far more lasting. Voltaire 
found himself attacked in the part he held 
most dear— his moral character. He ap- 
pears to have been sensibly wounded by 
his antagonists; for there is scarcely a 
subsequent publication of liis which does 
not make mention of the filsehood or the 
ingratitude of his enemies. The fame he 
had acquired by the tragedy of Alzira, 
served to increase their fury, and they only 
waited an opportunity to renew the assault. 
That opportunity was soon given. In the 
year 1736, he imblished a little poem, in- 
tituled “ La Defense dii Mondain,” or an 
^or luxury. In this he endeavours 
to prove that luxuries are rather service- 
able than detrimental to an opulent people. 
This his enemies eagerly caught up. Des 
Fontaines had interest with one of his 
brethren, who had an influence on Cardinal 
Fleury. Tlie piece was represented to 
this weak minister as a libel containing 
many shocking impieties, and the author 
as deserving the severest punishment. 
Voltaire had scarcely time to make his 
tlefence ; he was banished France, and 
thus at last compelled to yield to the vin- 
dictive persecution of Des Fontaines, his 
inveterate enemy. The Prince of Piiissia, 
upon hearing of our poet’s situation, re- 
peated his offers of friendship, and invited 
him into his kingdom. Voltaire, however, 
declined the invitation, and chose to reside 
at the chateau of Madame du Chatelet, 
at Cirey, where he employed his time in 
instructing her in the polite arts. It was 
here, and for her use, that he drew up that 
system of Universal History, which, what- 
1 ever may be its fidelity, is certainly a fine 
I specimen, of the solidity of his judgment, 

I and his intimate acquaintance with human 
I nature. 

I The banishment of M. Voltaire at this 
j time was but short. PI is friends were 
j active in defending his innocence, and laid 
I his case before the king in such convincing 
' lights, that he was plea.sed to recall him 
j from exile and restore him to fa^'our. His 
j good fortune, however, was not of long 
I continuance, and only previous to a new 
disaster. Among the number of favourites 
I at that time at court was Madame de 
; Pompadour, a lady of as much beauty as 
i ever graced a court, but of as indifferent 
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morals as ever disgraced her sex. She 
had art enough to gain an entire ascendant 
over the king, and ambition to convert 
her power to self-interest. While she 
and her relations sold places and dis- 
posed of employments, the nation became 
almost bankrupt. Wretches raised with- 
out merit from obscurity, place all their 
ambition in wealth and magnificence. 
Such w^ere her relations, sacrificing every 
public consideration to money, and even 
without a blush avowing their rapacity. 
I have before mentioned that Voltaire had 
been constituted historiographer to the 
king. This post had been usually con- 
sidered as the reward of flattery and not 
of truth, and was generally bestowed ac- 
cordingly. Our poet, however, who des- 
pised his predecessors for being no better 
than first flatterers of state, wvas resolved 
to .show his integrity, though at the expense 
of his happiness. lie intimated with the 
utmost humility to his majesty, that he 
feared he could not give posterity those 
favoura])le ideas of Louis XV. which he 
had done of his predecessor ; that a mind 
filled with love could leave no room for 
that paternal affection which a king owed 
his people, and he concluded by praising 
Madame cle Pompadour’s beauty, but at 
the same time insinuating her artifice. 
This was enough to banish him from 
court, a disgrace which gave him not the 
least concern, as he ever preferred the 
tranquillity of retirement to the glare of 
pageantry ; or perhaps it might be his 
peculiar temper to dislike all acquaintance 
with those who presumed to be his 
superiors. 

Among his friends in Paris, he led the 
life of a man and a philosopher, and pro- 
fessed himself the protector of indigent 
merit. Every youth whose genius led to 
poetry found in him an encourager ; if 
poor a supporter, and if rich a friencL Pie 
despised the court, and all the honours it 
could bestow : he laughed at Racine, who 
was slave enough to die at the frown of a 
tyrant ; vindicated the cause of liberty in 
a land of slaves ; and, by his single ex- 
ample, gave a new mode of thinking to 
the wits of Paris. Plowever, though he 
despised the company of courtiers, they 
4id tiot think proper to overlook hin;i : 


some sought his conversation with the 
utmost assiduity, and others pretended tc 
regard him as a dangerous member of the 
state. 

i It has been already observed, that 
I Madame de Pompadour was by no means 
I in his esteem. 'Phis dislike he was im- 
prudent enough to publish in a short 
satire, in which the king is represented as 
losing the complaints of the kingdom in 
her society, and preferring the allurements 
of a mistress to the voice of virtue and 
; fame. Nothing spreads sooner than .scandal 
I or satire ; this little performance was 
quickly read at court, and the king ^vas 
soon apprised of its author. The monarch, 
weak, indolent, and voluptuous, could 
not brook any attempt to control his plea- 
j siires. He testified the severest displeasure 
I against the poet, but did not think proper 
. to banish him in direct terms, as lie had 
been long the favourite of the public. It 
was resolved to send him a private hint, 
that it would be satisfactory if he w’ould 
quit the kingdom. Cardinal Fleury ac- 
cordingly acquainted Voltaire with tlie 
king’s pleasure, and our poet, contrary to 
his expectations, refused to go, unless his 
I banishment was made public. This was 
' a refusal that quite disconcerted his ene- 
mies ; however, they were determined to 
accomplish that by force wfiiich lie Jiad 
refused to solicitation. An unexpected 
accident effected what all their intngue.s 
could not do. In 1749, his friend and 

■ pupil, Madame dii Chatelet, died. For 
I her conversation, he liad formerly with- 

I stood all the invitations of the King of 
I Prussia ; in her conversation he found a 
I solace against all the calumnies of the 
; envious, and the insults of the powerful. 

! When she was gone, those ties which held 
I him to his country were broken, and he 

■ considered himself, in every sense of the 
; word, a citizen of the world. He deter- 
I mined to accept the invitation, and went 
I to acquaint the Cardinal P'leury with his 
I intentions. The Cardinal gave him per- 
I mission to quit France ; and Voltaire pre- 

I pared, in the year 1750, to set out for 
; Prussia, to grace the court of its philo- 
' Sophie monarch. 

j Frederick IT., wlio had only been 
' prince of Prussia when the correspondence 
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between him and Voltaire commenced, 
had been for some time raised to the 
throne. There was much expected from 
him by his subjects while a prince ; but, 
when he came to be invested with regal 
power, he outdid all their expectations.,. 
He had been forced to marry, against his 
inclinations, a princess of merit and 
beauty ; however, while his father lived, 
he refused either to cohabit with her, or 
even to see her. It was generally sup- 
posed, that he who had behaved in such 
a manner while under paternal constraint, 
would aggravate the lady’s misfortunes 
when he came to the throne. But it was 
quite otherwise ; the day he was crowned 
she also shared his honours, and though 
he had not seen her for some years, his 
treatment of her was now changed into 
the most assiduous complaisance. Those 
who had been his favourites in imprison- 
ment expected to enjoy their monarch’s 
bounty without rivals ; however, in this 
they were disappointed. He knew that 
the desires of .a courtier are an abyss that 
can never be filled up : and therefore, 
instead of lucrative rewards, he recom- 
pensed their adherence to his person by 
honours. In short, he proved himself in 
every respect the father of his people : he 
reformed the laws, encouraged commerce, 
and invited into his dominions the arts 
and sciences. These he endeavoured to 
promote both from interest and inclina- 
tion : his mornings were dedicated to 
study, part of the day to the review of his 
troops, and his evenings to society. In those 
hours of vacant hilarity he always threw 
aside the king. The persons who made 
at this time the most shining figure at his 
court, either for wit or learning, were the 
hlarquis d’Argens, Maupertuis, the Baron 
Bolnitz, and Wolhus. 

The Marquis d’Argens was graceful in 
person, regularly featured, and had an 
extreme vivacity in his eye. I mention 
these trilling particulars only because 
gallantry constituted the leading part of 
his character, and for this he was happily : 
formed by nature. He always enclea- , 
voLired to unite in himself the man of 
pleasure and the philosopher, and only by , 
this means called in the assistance of sen- i 
timent to refine his enjoyments ; in other I 


words, all his philosophy consisted in 
epicurism. He was formed for society, 
spoke infinitely better than he wrote, and 
wrote infinitely better than he lived. A 
man of pleasure often leads the most 
miserable life that can be conceived. 
Such was his case ; he considered every 
abatement in his. enjoyments as insupport- 
able ; passed his day between rapture and 
disappointment, between the extremes of 
agony and bliss ; and often felt a pang as 
poignant for want of appetite, as the 
wretch who wants a meal. In these in- 
tervals of spleen he usually kept his bed, 
and only rose to some varied mode of 
enjoyment. 

The King was delighted with this 
Frenchman’s wit, and pleased with his 
conversation ; but w^as too wise to give 
him any other place at court than tliat of 
superintendent of the pleasures. lie was 
empowered to invite singers and dancers 
from abroad, to be master of the ceremonies 
on all court entertainments, and on tliose 
occasions to give laws to the King him- 
self j who never chose to be distinguished 
from the rest of his subjects, when in pur- 
suit of pleasure. 

IMaupertuis was a man of Very different 
disposition. lie had led in youth a life 
of academic severity, and practised and 
praised temperance. He was possessed of 
some genius, but more industry ; had read 
and digested a great deal, and was one of 
that cast of characters wdiich are content 
that there should be subordination in the 
literary w-prld. He was perfectly ac- 
quainted with mathematics, and had read 
some poetry : from the one his writings 
have borrowed grace, from the other 
solidity. However, they all \vant that 
characteristic of true genius, originality; 
and while the reader can observe in them 
nothing to be censured, they have little 
that can be the subject of praise. What 
Maupertuis wanted in wit, lie made up by 
prudence. This is a happy .succedaneum 
to genius, and few who are possessed of 
the one in a Very great degree are found 
to enjoy the other. No levities ever 
carried him beyond the liounds of decency ; 
no speech of his ever betrayed the least 
dislike of the King’s conduct, or his mea- 
sures ; hence he was regarded at first as a 
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h:irmlesis good-natured man, and this by ' advance the other. The first for meta- 
degrees grew into esteem ; so that he had | physics ; the second for mathematics and 
tlie good sense to make himself at last the ; experimental philosophy ; the third for 


principal favourite. 


the languages and belles lettres ; and the 


Baron Polnitz was formed in the school fourth, for the study and propagation of 
of adversity. He had been in his youth ' religion. Maupertuis was chosen president, 
the sport of fortune j he travelled Europe ' and the King himself became a member, 
without money, and all the friends he and gave in his papers in turn. 


made were owing to his addi'ess. The : 
reader will readily conceive that he was ' 
now and then obliged to act the chei'aHej' 
dHndustrie. It must be owned, his in- 


Such was a picture of the Court of Berlin 
at the time Voltaire accepted his Majesty’s 
invitation. When the King was apprised 
of his arrival in his dominions, he went to 


tegrity in those juvenile adventmes has ; meet him, attended only by one domestic, 
more than once been called in question, j some miles out of town, and gave him the 
But, as a companion, with the exception ' most cordial reception. He found Voltaire 


of Voltaire, perhaps none of his cotem- 
poraries could exceed him. Though in 
his writings he appears a servile encomiast, 


even more than his hopes or his works 
had described him. iVn easy fluency of 
animated observation generally composed 


in conversation he always mixed something j his conversation ; he had for some time 
of the misanthropist, which gave an air of j thrown aside the man of wit, for the more 

.1.. . ... 1 j _ 1 


shrewdness to his observations, and a strain 
of singularity to his manner. He had 
learned to read mankind, not by precept 
but experience ; and as the needy gene- 
rally see the worst side of those they con- 
verse with, he regarded human nature in 
tlie most disadvantageous points of view. 


substantial character of the man of wisdom; 
he had refined by study all that paradox 
of which he was once so fond; he assumed 
neither the character of a misanthrope, 
like Polnitz, nor of an undistinguish- 
ing admirer of the human species, like 
D’Argens. The King perceived he was 


Wolfe had long been a professor in the j possessed of more historical learning than 


University of Halle, in Saxony ; but, in- 
dulging a metapliysical turn of thinking, 


MaujKn-tuis, and more sprightly sallies of 
imagination than himself, even in his gayest 


he happened to differ from the modes of ! moments. But, while I thus describe Vol- 
speculation at that time established in the | taire’s superiority, his faults must not be 
schools, for which he was expelled the concealed, lie was perfectly conscious 
university. Distress alone was a sufficient of his own excellence, and demanded a 
recommendation to the King of Prussia’s deference from his brother poets wffiich 
protection ; he came over to the Court of they did not choose to indulge. This at 
Berlin, and was graciously received, first raised some jealousies, and the King 
Whatever opinion his Prussian Majesty perceived them; but such was his address, 
might have had of this professor in his so nicely did he divide his favours and his 
youth, he soon altered his sentiments, and marks of esteem among these rival wits, 
regarded him rather as a learned visionary that each thought himself the favourite, 
than a man of wisdom. The truth is, his and all contributed to render the Court of 
performances are little more than trifling Berlin the most polite in Europe, 
refmements on the opinions of Leibnitz ; But, whatever favours tlie King bestowed 
who being very erroneous himself, cannot on others, Voltaire enjoyed the strongest 
be expected to have bequeathed precision marks of his friendship and esteem. "To 
to his followers. him he communicated his writings, de.sired 

From the joint efforts of these men, and his advice with regard to his future designs, 
of some others, too tedious to mention, and made him a partner in the secrets 
the Iving was resolved to establish a society of his government. He was offered the 
for the promotion of science and the belles most honourable and lucrative eraploy- 
lettres. The studies of the academy were ments ; but these he refused, alleging that 
divided into four different departments, it was not riches but friendship that he 
each, however, serving to illustrate or sought from his connexions with kings, 
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and that he came not to impoverish the- 
court, but to improve it. When he had 
rested some days after the fatigues of his 
journey, he thought it his duty to write to 
his old friend, Cardinal Fieury, and at the 
same time sent him a performance ascribed 
to the King of Prussia, entitled “ Anti- 
Machiavel.’" The letter and the book the 
Cardinal received with the most extreme 
satisfaction, and returned Voltaire his ac- 
knowledgments in a well written epistle, 
in which he informed him of the pleasure 


he found in his present 
the author of this fine 
not a king, at least he 
and that if such a ma 
the humblest station, bis merits w^ouid 
have raised him*to the greatest, 
letter Voltaire communicated to Frederick, 
and it was, pei'haps, one cause of the 
alliance wdiich soon succeeded between 
the Courts of France and Prussia. The 
greatest events often rise from the slightest 
causes. * ‘'v * 
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THE LIFE 


OF 

RICHARD NASH, 


PREFACE. 



The following Memoir is neither calculated to inflame the reader' s passions with de~ 
scriptions of gallantry nor to gratify his malevolence with details of scandal, 77ie 
amours of coxcombs ajid the pui'suits of debauchees are as destitute of novelty to attract 
ns as they are of variety to entertain; they still present us but the saine picture, a picture 
we have seen a thousand times repeated. The life of Richard Nash is incapable of 
supplying any enter taniment of this nature to a prurient curiosity. Though it was 
passed in the^ ve?y midst of debauchery, he practised but few of those vices he was often 
obliged to assent to. Though he lived where gallantry was the capital pw'siiit, he was 
7 iever knoivn to favour it by his example, and what aiUhority he had ivas set to oppose 
it. Instead, therefore, of a 7'omantic history filled with 'ivarm pictures and fajtcifid 
adventures, the reader of the following account 7 nust rest satisfied with a genuine and 
candid recital compiled froin the papers he left behind, and others equally authentic; a 
7‘ccital 7teither writie7i with a spirit of sath’e 7ior panegyiy'c, a7id with scarcely a7iy other 
ai-t than that of ari'anghig the 7fiaterials in their 7iatin'al older. 

But though little ai’t has been used, it is hoped that some C7itc7'taiumcnt 77iay be col 
lected from the life of a person so 7nnch talked of, and yet so little known, as Mr. Nash. 
The histoiy of a 7na7i who for moiv tha7i fifty years piesidcd over the pleasui'cs of a 
polite kmgdom, and whose life, though without a7iything to su7prise, ivas ever 7na}ped 
with si 7 igularity, dcse7vcs the attention of the p)‘ese7it age; the pa i 7 is he took in pinsumg 
pleasu 7 ‘e, and the solenuiiiy he assumed in adjusting trifles, 7nay one day cdawi the S7nilc 
of posterity. At least such a history is well calculated to supply a vaca7it hour with 
himocent amusemejit, Imvez'cr it 7nay fail to ope7t the hcaii, or imp}-ove the u}ide7-~ 
standing. 

Yet his life, how tidfling soever it may appear to the inattentive, was 7iot without its 
7 'eal adva}itages to the public. He toas the first who diffused a desBe of society a7id att 
casi7iess of address amojig a whole people, who %ve7'e formeiiy ce7iswed by fo7‘eig7ie7's for a 
resc7vedness of behaviour a7id an awkward twiidity m their fi7‘‘st app7vaches. He fi}'st 
taught a familiar inteixourse a/no7ig stra7ige7's at Bath and Tu7ib7ddge, which still sub- 
sists a7no7tg them, lliat ease and ope7i access fi7'st acquired tJm'e, our gent7y b}‘ought 
back to the meli'opolis, afid thus the whole ki7igdo7n by deg7'ees beca7ne mo7x 7xfi7icd by 
lcsso7is origmally derived fi’ofn him. 

Had it hee7i 77iy design to have 7nadethis histo7y 77io7x pleasing at the expe7isc of i}‘uth, 
it had been easily poformed; but I chose to desci'ibe the ma7i as he was, 7 iot such as 
i7nagi7iatio7i could have helped in co7npleti}tg his picture ; he will be found to have been 
a weak inan, governing 7ueaker subjects, a7id 7nay be co7isidered as resembkhg a 7no7tarch 
of Cappadocia, whom Cice7V soinewhejx calls, “ the Utile kmg of a little people T 

But while I have been ca7xful m desc7‘ibmg the 7no7ia7'ch, his do77U7iio7is have claijned 
710 sinall share of 7ny atteriimt. I have given a7i exact account of the 7’ise, 7xgnlaiio7i, 
ajid 7iatu7x of the a7iiuse7fienis of the city of Bath; herw Jar Nash co7itribntcd to establish 
and ixfine them, a7id what pleasure a st7'’a7iger 7nay expect there upon his aiilval. 
Such anecdotes as a7'e at 07ice true and woi^tk p7'es€7‘ving aix produced in their older, a 7 ui 
soine stories aix added, which, though co7n7no7ily k7iown, 77101 ‘e necessarily belo7ig to this 
history thmt to the places fro7n wheiice they have bee7i extracted. But "^it is 7 ieedless to 
point out the pains that have been taken, or the entc}'tai7i7ne7ii that 7nay be expected f 7 x 711 
the perusal of this performance. It is but an indifferent xvay to gain the iraders esteem, 
to be my own panegyrist; nor is this preface so much designed to lead him to beauties, as 
to dema nd paidon for. defects. 
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History owes its excellence more to 
the writer’s manner than to the materials 
of which it is composed. The intrigues 
of courts, or the devastation of armies, ai-e 
regarded by the remote spectator with as 
little attention as the squabbles of a village, 
or the fate of a malefactor, that fall under 
his own observation. The great and the 
little, as they have the same senses and 
the same afiections, generally present 
the same picture to the hand of the 
draughtsman : and whether the hero or 
the clown be the subject of the memoir, it 
is only man that appears with all his native 
minuteness about him; for nothing very 
great was ever yet formed from the little 
materials of humanity. 

Thus no one can properly be said to 
write history, but he who understands the 
human heart, and its whole train of affec- 
tions and follies. Those affections and 
follies are properly the materials he has to 
work upon. The relations of great events 
may surprise indeed; they may be calcu- 
lated to instruct those very few who govern 
the million beneath : but the generality of 
mankind find the most real improvement 
from relations which are levelled to the 
general surface of life, which tell — not how 
men learned to conquer, but how they 
endeavoured to live — not how they gained 
the shout of the admiring crowd, but how 
they acquired the esteem of their friends 
and acquaintance. 

Every man’s own life would perhaps 
furnish the most pleasing materials for 
history, if he only had candour enough to 
be sincere, and skill enough to select such 
parts as once making him more prudent, 
might serve to render his readers moi'e 
cautious. There are few who do not 
prefer a page of Montaigne or Golley 
Cibber, wdio candidly tell us what they 
thought of the world and the woidd 
thought of them, to the more stately me- 
moirs and transactions of Europe, where 


we see kings pretending to immortality, 
that are now almost forgotten, and states- 
men planning frivolous negotiations that 
scarcely outlive the signing. 

It were to be wished that ministers and 
kings were left to WTite their own histories; 
they are truly useful to few but themselves; 
but for men -who are contented with more 
humble stations, I fancy such truths only 
are serviceable as may conduct them safely 
through life. That knowledge which we 
can turn to our real benefit should be most 
: eagerly pursued. Treasures which we 
cannot use but little increase the happiness 
or even the pride of the possessor. 

I profess to write the history of a man 
placed in the middle rank of life ; of one 
-whose vices and virtues w'ere open to the 
eye of the most undiscerning spectator; 
who was placed in public view without 
power to repress censure or command 
adulation ; who had too much merit not 
to become remarkable, yet too much folly 
to arrive at greatness. I attempt the 
character of one who was just such a man 
as probably you or I may be; but with 
this difference, that he never performed an 
action which the world did not know, or 
ever fomed a wish which he did not take 
pains to divulge. In short, I have chosen 
to write the life of the noted Mr. Nash, as 
it will be the delineation of a mind wdthout 
disguise, of a man ever assiduous without 
industry, and pleasing to his superiors 
without any superiority of genius or under- 
standing. 

Yet, if there be any who think the 
subject of too little importance to com- 
mand attention, and who wmld rather 
gaze at the actions of the great than be 
directed in guiding their own, I have one 
undeniable claim to their attention. Mr. 
Nash w’as himself a King. In this x^ar- 
ticular, perhaps no biographer has been 
so happy as I. They who are for a de- 
lineation of men and manners may find 
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some satisfaction that way, and those who 
delight in adventures of kings and queens 
may perhaps find their hopes satisfied in 
another. 

It is a matter of very little importance 
who were the parents, or what was the 
education, of a man wdio oAved so little of 
his advancement to either. He seldom 
boasted of family or learning, and his 
father’s name and circumstances were so 
little known, that Dr. Cheyne used fre- 
quently to say that Nash had no father. 
The Duchess of Marlborough one day 
rallying him in public company upon the 
obscurity of his birth, compared him to 
Gil Bias, who was ashamed of his father. 
“No, madam,” replied Nash, “ I seldom 
mention my father in company; not be- 
cause I have any reason to be ashamed of 
him, but because he has some reason to 
be ashamed of me.” 

However, though such anecdotes be 
immaterial, to go on in the usual course 
of history, it may be proper to observe, 
that Richard Nash, Escj., the subject of 
this memoir, was born in the town of 
Swansea, in Glamorganshire, on the iSth 
of October, in the year 1674. His father 
was a gentleman whose principal income 
arose from a partnership in a glass-house; 
his mother was niece to Colonel Foyer, 
who was killed by Oliver Cromw'ell, for 
defending Pembroke Castle against the 
rebels. Pie was educated under Mr. 

, hladducks at Carmarthen School, and 
from thence sent to Jesus College, Oxford, 
in order to prepare him for the study of 
the law. 1 1 is father had strained his little 
income to gis-e his son such an education ; 
but from the boy’s natural vivacity, he 
hoped a recompense from his future pre- 
ferment. In college, however, he soon 
showed that fiiougli much might be ex- 
pected from his genius, nothing could be 
hoped from his industry. A mind strongly 
turned to pleasure always is first seen at 
the university : there the youth first finds 
himself freed from the restraint of tutors, 
and being treated by his friends in some 
measure as a man, assumes the passions 
and desires of riper age, and discovers in 
the boy what are likely to be the affections 
of his maturity. 

The first method Mr. Nash took to 


distinguish himself at college was not by 
application to study, but by his assiduity 
to intrigue. In the neighboui-liood of 
every university there are girls who with 
some beauty, some coquetry, and little 
foi'time, lie upon the watch for every raw 
youth, more inclined to make love than to 
study. Our hero was quickly caught, and 
went through all the mazes and adventures 
of a college intrigue, before he was seven- 
teen: he offered marriage, the offer was 
accepted, but the wliole affair coming to 
the knowledge of liis tutors, his happiness, 
or perhaps his future misery, was pre- 
vented, and he was sent home from college, 
with necessary advice to him, and proper 
instructions to his father. 

When a man knows his power over llie 
fair sex, he generally commences their 
admirer for the rest of life. That triumph 
which he obtains over one only makes him 
the slave of another, and thus he proceeds 
conquering and conquered, to the closing 
of the scene. The army seemed the most 
likely profession in wliich to display this 
inclination for gallantry; he therefore pur- 
chased a pair of colours, commenced a 
professed admirer of the sex, and dressed 
to the very edge of his finances. But the 
life of a soldier is more pleasing to the 
spectator at a distance than to the person 
who makes the experiment. Nash soon 
found that a red coat alone would never 
succeed, that the company of the fair sex 
is not to be procured without expense, and 
that his scanty commission could never 
procure him the proper reimbursemenls. 
He found, too, that the profession of arms 
required attendance and duty, and often 
encroached upon those hours he could 
have Awshed to dedicate to softer purposes. 
In short, he soon became disgusted with 
the life of a soldier, quitted the army, 
entered his name as a student in the 7 'em pie 
books, and here went to the very summit 
of second-rate luxury. Though very poor, 
he was very fine ; he spread the little gold 
, he had in the most ostentatious manner, 
and though the gilding was l^ut thin, he 
laid it on as far as it would go. They 
who know the town cannot be unac- 
quainted with such a character as I de- 
scribe; one who, though he may have 
dined in private upon a banquet served 
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cold from a cook’s shop, shall dress at six 
for ihc side box ; one of those whose 
\\'ants are only known to their laundress 
and tradesmen, and their fine clothes to 
half the nobility ; who spend more in 
chair hire than housekeeping, and prefer 
a bow from a lord to a dinner from a 
commoner. 

In this manner Nash spent some years 
about town, till at last, his genteel ap- 
pearance, his constant civility, and still 
more, his assiduity, gained him the ac- 
quaintance of several persons qualified to 
ikad the fashion both by birth and fortune. 
To gain, the friendship of the young 
nobility, little more is requisite than 
much submission and very fine clothes; 
dress has a mechanical influence upon the 
mind, and we naturally are awed into | 
respect and esteem at the elegance of i 
those whom even our reason would teach ! 
us to contemn. He seemed early sensible 
of human weakness in this respect; he 
brought a person genteelly dressecl to 
every assembly: he always made one of 
those who are called very good company, 
and assurance gave liim an air of elegance 
and ease. 

When King William was upon the 
throne, Mr. Nash was a member of the 
Middle Temple. It had been long cus- 
tomary for the Inns of Court to entertain 
our monarchs upon their accession to the 
crown, or some such remarkable occasion, | 
with a revel and pageant. In the earlier i 
periods of our history, poets were the ! 
conductors of these entertainments : plays ; 
were exhibited, and complimentary verses ! 
were then written ; l)ut by d egrees the 
pageant alone Avas continued, Sir John 
Davis being the last poet that wrote 
verses upon such an occasion, in the reign 
of James T. | 

This ceremony, which has been at , 
length totally discontinued, was last cx- I 
hibited in honour of King William, and j 
Mr. Nash was cliosen to conduct the I 
whole with proper decorum. lie was | 
then but a very young man ; Ijiit wc see ' 
at how early an age he was thought proper 
to guide the amusements of his country, 
aixd be the Arbiter Fleganliarujn of Ins 
time ; we see how’ early he gave proofs of 
that spirit of regularity for which he after- 


wards became famous, and showed an 
attention to those little circumstances, of 
which, though the observance be trifling, 
the neglect has often interrupted men of 
the greatest abilities in the jn'ogress of 
their fortunes. 

In conducting this entertainment, Nash 
had an opportunity 'of exhibiting all his 
abilities, and King William was so well 
satisfied with his performance, that he 
made him an offer of knighthood. This, 
however, he thought proper to refuse; 
which in a person of his disposition seems 
strange. “ Please your Majesty,” replied 
he, when the offer was made liim, “ if you 
intend to make me a knight, I wish it 
may be one of your Poor Knights of 
Windsor, and then I shall have a fortune 
at least able to support my title.” Yet 
we do not find that the King took the 
hint of increasing his fortune ; perhaps he 
could not ; he had at that time numbers 
to olflige, and he never cared to give 
money without important services. 

But though Nash acquired no riclies by 
his late office, yet he gained many friends, 
or, what is more easily obtained, many 
acquaintances, who often answer the end 
as well. In the popidous city where he 
resided, to be known was almost synony- 
mous with being in the road to fortune. 
Plow many little things do we see, with- 
out merit or without friends, push them- 
selves forward into public notice, and by 
self- advertising attract the attention of 
the clay! The wise despise them, but the 
public are not all wise. Thus they suc- 
ceed, rise upon the wing of folly or of 
fashion, and by their success give a new 
sanction to effrontery. 

But besides his assurance, Mr. Nash 
had in reality some merit and some vir- 
tues. He was, if not a brilliant, at least 
an easy companion. He never forgot 
good manners, even in the highest warmth 
of familiarity, and, as I hinted before, 
never went in a dirty shirt to disgrace the 
table of his patron or liis friend. These 
qualifications might make the furniture of 
his head ; but for his heart, that seemed 
an assemblage of the virtues which disi^lay 
an honest, ’ benevolent mind, with the 
vices which spring from too much good- 
nature. He had pity for every creature’s 
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distress, but wanted prudence in the ap- 
plication of his benefits. He had gene- 
rosity for the wretched in the highest 
degree, at a time when his creditors com- 
plained of his justice. He often spoke 
falsehoods, but never had any of his 
harmless tales tinctured with malice. 

An instance of his humanity is told us 
in The Spectator, though his name is not 
mentioned. When he was to give in his 
accounts to the Masters of the Temple, 
among other articles, he charged “ For 
making one man happy, lolR Being 
questioned about the meaning of so strange 
an item, he frankly declared, that hap- 
pening to overhear a poor man declare to 
his wife and a large family of children 
that lo/. would make him happy, he could 
not avoid trying the experiment. Fie 
added, that if they did not choose to ac- 
quiesce in his charge, he was ready to 
refund the money. The Masters, struck 
with such an uncommon instance of good- 
nature, publicly thanked him for his 
benevolence, and desired that the sum 
might be doubled, as a proof of their 
satisfaction. 

Another instance of his unaccountable 
generosity, and I shall proceed. In some 
transactions with one of his friends, Nash 



was brought in debtor twenty pounds. 
His friend" fiec^uently asked for the money, 
and was as often denied. He found at 
last that assiduity was likely to have no 
effect, and therefore contrived an honour- 
able method of getting back his money 
without dissolving the friendship that sub- 
sisted between them. One day, returning 
from Nash’s chamber with the usual assu- 
rance of being paid to-morrow, he went 
to one of their mutual acquaintance, and 
related the frequent disappointments he 
had received, and the little hopes he had 
of being ever paid. “ My design,” con- 
tinues he, is that you should go and 
try to borrow twenty pounds from Nash, 
and bring me the money. I am apt to 
think he will lend to you, though he will 
not pay me. Perhaps we may extort from 
his generosity what I have failed to receive 
from his justice.” His friend obeyed, 
and going to Nash, assured him, that un- 
less relieved by his friendship, he should 
certainly be undone ; he wanted to borrow 


twenty pounds, and had tried all his ac- 
quaintance without success. Nash, who 
had but some minutes before refused to 
pay a just debt, was in raptures at thus 
giving an instance of his friendship, and 
instantly lent what was required. Imme- 
diately upon the receipt, the pretended 
borrower goes to the real creditor, and 
gives him the money, who met Mr. Nash 
the day after. Our hero upon seeing him 
immediately began his usual excuses, that 
the billiard-room had stripped him; that 
he was never so damnably out of cash, 

but that in a few days My dear sir, 

be under no uneasiness,” replied the other, 
“ I would not interrupt your tranquillity 
for the world; you lent twenty pounds 
yesterday to our friend of the back stairs, 
and he lent it to me ; give him your re 
ceipt, and you shall have mine.” “ Pe^ 
dition seize thee ! ” cried Nash, ‘*thou 
hast been too many for me. You de- 
manded a debt, he asked a favour; to 
pay thee would not increase our friend- 
ship; but to lend him was procuring a 
new friend, by conferring a new obliga- 
tion.” 

Whether men, at the time I am now 
talking of, had more wit than at present, 
I will not take upon me to determine; 
but certain it is, they took more pains to 
show what they had. In that age, a fel- 
low of high humour would drink no wine 
but what was strained through his mis- 
tress’s smock. He would eat a pair of 
her shoes tossed up in a fricasee; he 
would swallow tallow candles instead of 
toasted cheese, and even run naked about 
town, as it was then said, to divert the 
ladies. In short, that was the age of such 
kind of wit as is the most distant of all 
others from wisdom. 

Mr. Nash, as he sometimes played tricks 
with others, upon certain occasions re- 
ceived very severe retaliations. Being at 
York, and having lost all his money, 
some of his companions agreed to equip 
him with fifty guineas, upon this proviso, 
that he would stand at the great door of 
the Minster in a blanket, as the people 
were coming out of church. To this 
proposal he readily agreed; but the 
Dean passing by, unfortunately knew 
him. “ What ! ” cried the divine, Nash 
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in masquerade ? ” “ Only a Yorkshire 

penance, Mr. Dean, for keeping bad j 
company,” said Nash, pointing to his 
companions. 

Some time after this, he won a wager 
of still greater consequence, by riding 
naked through a village upon a cow. 
This was then thought a harmless frolic ; 
at present it would be looked upon with 
detestation. 

He was once invited by some gentlemen 
of the navy on board a man-of-war, that 
had sailing orders for the Mediterranean. 
This was soon after the affair of the revels, 
and being ignorant of any design against i 
him, he took his bottle with freedom. | 
But he soOn found, to use the expression j 
then in fashion, that he was absolutely 

bitten,” The ship sailed away before 
he was aware of his situation, and he was 
obliged to make the voyage in the com- 
pany where he had spent the night. 

Many lives are often passed without a 
single adventure, and I do not know of | 
any in the life of our hero that can be i 
called such, except what we are now re- i 
dating. During this voyage, he was in ! 
an engagement, in which his particular : 
friend was killed by his side, and he him- : 
self wounded in the leg. For the anec- ; 
dote of his being wounded we are solely ; 
to trust to his own veracity ; but most of , 
his acquaintance were not much inclined I 
to believe him, when he boasted on those | 
occasions. Telling one day of the wound ^ 
he had received for his country, in one of 
the public rooms at Bath (Wiltshire’s, if 
I do not forget), a lady of distinction that 
sat by, said it was all false. “ I protest, 
madam,” replied he, “it is true ; and if I 
cannot be believed, your ladyship may, if 
you please, receive farther information, 
and feel the ball in my leg.” 

Nash was now fairly for life entered 
into a new course of gaiety and dissipa- 
tion, and steady in nothing but in pursuit 
of variety. He was thirty years old, 
without fortune, or useful talents to ac- 
quire one. He had hitherto only led a ! 
life of expedients; he thanked chance 
alone for his support, and having been 
long precariously supported, he became, 
at length, totally a stranger to prudence 
or precaution. Not to disguise any part 


of his character, he was now by profession 
a gamester, and went on from day to day, 
feeling the vicissitudes of rapture and an- 
guish, in proportion to the fluctuations of 
fortune. 

At this time London was the only thea- 
tre in England for pleasure or intrigue. 
A spirit of gaming had been introduced 
in the licentious age of Charles II., and 
had by this time thriven surprisingly^ 
Y et all its devastations were confined to 
London alone. To this great mart of 
eveiy folly, sharpers from every country 
daily arrived for the winter; but were 
obliged to leave the kingdom at the ap- 
proach of summer, in order to open a new 
campaign at Aix, Spa, or the Hague. Bath, 
Tunbridge, Scarborough, and other places 
of the same kind here, were then fre- 
quented only by such as really went for 
relief : the pleasures they afforded were 
merely rural; the company splenetic, 
rustic, and vulgar. In this situation of 
things, people of fashion had no agreeable 
summer retreat from the town, and usually 
spent that season amidst a solitude of 
country squires, parsons’ wives, and visit- 
ing tenants, or farmers; they wanted 
some place where they might have each 
other’s company, and win each other’s 
money, as they had done during the 
winter in town. 

To a person who does not thus calmly 
trace things to their source, nothing will 
appear more strange, than how the healthy 
could ever consent to follow the sick to 
those places of spleen, and live with those 
whose disorders are ever apt to excite a 
gloom in the spectator. The truth i.s, the 
gaming-table was properly the salutary 
font to which such numbers flocked. 
Gaming will ever be the pleasure of the 
rich, while men continue to be men; 
while they fancy more happiness is being 
possessed of what they want, than they 
experience pleasure in the fruition of -what 
they have. The wealthy only stake those 
riches which give no real content, for an 
expectation of riches in which they hope 
for satisfaction. By this calculation, they 
cannot lose happiness, as they begin with 
none; and they hope to gain it, by being 
possessed of something they have not had 
already. 
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Probably upon this principle, and by | 
the arrival of Queen Anne there, for her i 
health, about the year 1703, the city of | 
Bath became in some measure frequented i 
by people of distinction. The company ; 
was numerous enough to form a country- ! 
dance upon the bowling-green : they were ; 
amused with a fiddle and hautboy, and j 
diverted with the romantic walks round ; 
the city. They usually sauntered in fine 
weather in the grove, between two rows 
of sycamore-trees. Several learned phy- 
sicians, Dr. Jorden and others, had even 
then praised the salubrity of the wells, and 
the amusements were put under the direc- 
tion of a master of tlie ceremonies. 

Captain Webster was the predecessor 
of Mr. Nash. This I take to be the same 
gentleman whom Mr. Lucas describes in 
his history of the lives of the Gamesters, ' 
by whicli it appears that Bath, even before , 
the arrival of Nash, was found a proper 
retreat for men of that profession. This 
gentleman, in the year 1704, carried the 
balls to the Town-hnil, each man paying 
half-a-guinea each ball. 

Still, however, the amusements of this ^ 
place were neither elegant, nor conducted 
with delicacy. General society among 
people of rank or fortune was by no means I 
established. The nobility still preserved 
a tincture of Gothic haughtiness, and re- | 
fused to keep company with the gentry at ; 
any of the public entertainments of the 
place. Smoking in the rooms vvas per- 
mitted; gentlemen and ladies appeared in , 
a disrespectful manner at public entertain- 
ments in aprons and boots. With an eager- 
ness common to those whose pleasures 
come but seldom, they generally continued 
them too long; and thus they were rendered 
disgusting by too free an enjoyment. If 
the company liked each other, they danced 
till morning ; if any person lost at cards, 
he insisted on continuing the game till 
luck should turn. The lodgings for visit- ' 
ants were paltry, tliougli expensive ; the 
dining-rooms and other chambers were 
floored with boards, coloured brown with 
soot and small-beer, to hide the dirt ; the 
walls were covered with unpainted wain- 
scot ; the furniture corresponded with the 
meanness of the architecture ; a few oak 
chairs, a small looking-glass, with a fender 


and tongs, composed the magnificence of 
these temporary habitations. The city 
was in itself mean and contemptible ; no 
elegant buildings, no open streets, nor 
uniform squares ! The pump-house was 
without any director ; the chairmen per- 
mitted no gentlemen or ladies to walk 
home by night witliout insulting them ; 
and to add to all this, one of the greatest 
physicians of his age conceived a design 
of ruining the city, by writing against the 
efficacy of the waters. It was from a 
resentment of some affronts he had received 
there, that he took this resolution ; and 
accordingly published a pamphlet, by 
which he said, ‘‘'he would cast a toad into 
the spring.” 

In this situation of things it was that 
Nash first came into that city, and hearing 
the threat of this physician, he humorously 
assured the people, that if they would give 
him leave, he would charm away the poi- 
son of the doctor’s toad, as they usually 
charmed the venom of the tarantula, by 
music. He therefore was immediately 
empowered to set up the force of a band 
of music, against the poison of the doctor’s 
reptile. The company very sensibly in- 
creased ; Nash triumphed, and the sove- 
reignty of the city was decreed to him by 
every rank of people. 

We are nowfo behold this gentleman 
as arrived at a new dignity, for which 
nature seemed to have formed him : we 
are to see him directing pleasures, which 
none had better learned to share ; placed 
over rebellious and refractory subjects, 
that were to be ruled only by the force of his 
address, and governing such as had been 
long accustomed to govern others. We 
see a kingdom beginning w'ith him, and 
.sending off Tunbridge as one of its colonies. 

But to talk more simply, when we talk 
at best of trifles. None could possibly con- 
ceive a person more fit to fill this employ- 
ment than Nash. He had some wit, as I 
have said once or twice before ; but it 
was of that sort which is rather happy 
than permanent. Once a week he might 
say a good thing : this the' little ones about 
him took care to divulge; or if they hap- 
pened to forget the joke, he usually remem- 
i bered to repeat it himself. In a long 
[ intercourse with the world he had acquired 


A 


LIFE OF RICHARD NASH 


K2X 


an impenetrable assurance ; and Ihefreeclom 
with which he was received by the great, 
furnished him with vivacity which could 
be commanded at any time, and wdiich 
some mistook for wit. His former inter- 
course among people of fashion in town 
had let him into most of the characters of 
the nobility ; and he was acquainted with 
many of their private intrigues. He under- 
stood rank and precedence with the utmost 
exactness; was fond of show and finery 
himself, and generally set a pattern of it 
to others. These were his favourite talents, 
and he was the favourite of such as had 
no other. 

But to balance these which some may 
consider as foibles, he was charitable him- j 
self, and generally shamed his betters into j 
a similitude of sentiment, if they were ■ 
not naturally so before. He wms fond of ; 
advising those young men who, by youth | 
and too much money, are taught to look I 
upon extravagan ce as a virtue. He was ! 
an enemy to rudeness in others, though in ! 
the latter part of his life he did not much ! 
seem to encourage a dislike of it by his ! 
own example. None talked wdth more i 
humanity of the foibles of others, when | 
absent, than he, nor kept those secrets ' 
with which he was entrusted more invio- ■ 
lably. But above all (if moralists will : 
allow it among the number of his virtues), I 
though he gamed high, he always played ; 
veiy fairly. These w^ere his qualifications. I 
Some of the nobility regarded him as an | 
inoffensive, useful companion, the size of ; 
whose understanding was, in general, level | 
with their own ; but their little imitators j 
admired him as a person of fine sense, and ! 
great good breeding. Thus people became 
fond of ranking him in the number of their 
acquaintance, told over his jests, and Beau 
Nash at length became the fashionable 
companion. 

His first care when made Master of the 
Ceremonies, or King of Bath, as it is 
called, was to promote a music subscrip- 
tion of one guinea each, for a band, wliich 
was to consist of six performers, who 
were to receive a guinea a w'eek each for 
their trouble. He allowed also two 
guineas a week for lighting and sweeping 
the rooms ; for which he accounted to the 
subscribers by i*eceipt. 


The pump-house was immediately put 
under the care of an officer, by the name 
Of the pumper; for which he paid the 
corporation an annual rent A row of 
new houses was begun on the south side 
of the gravel- walks, before which a hand- 
some pavement was then made for the 
company to walk on. Not less than 
seventeen or eighteen hundred pounds 
were raised this year and in the beginning 
of 1706 by subscription, and laid out in 
repairing the roads near the city. The 
streets began to be better paved, cleaned, 
and lighted ; the licences of the chairmen 
were repressed, and by an Act of Parlia- 
ment procured on this occasion, the in- 
valids, Avho came to drink or bathe, were 
exempted from all manner of toll, as often 
as they should go out of the city for 
recreation. 

The houses and streets now began to 
improve, and ornaments were lavished 
upon them even to profusion. But in the 
midst of this splendour, the company still 
were obliged to assemble in a booth to 
drink tea and chocolate, or to game. Mr. 
Nash undertook to remedy this inconve- 
nience, and by his direction, one Thomas 
Harrison erected a handsome assembly- 
house for these puiposes. A better band 
of music was also procured, and the for- 
mer subscription of one guinea was raised 
to two. Harrison had three guineas a 
week for the room and candle.?, and the 
music two guineas a man. The money 
Mr. Nasli received and accounted for 
with the utmost exactness and pu^ctualit3^ 
To this house were also added gardens for 
people of rank and fashion to walk in; 
and the beauty of the suburbs continued 
to increase, notwithstanding the opposi- 
tion that was made by the corporation; 
who at that time looked upon every useful 
improvement, particularly without the 
walls, as dangerous to the inhabitants 
within. 

His dominion was now extensive and 
secure, and he determined to support it 
with the strictest attention. But in order 
to proceed in everything like a King, he 
was resolved to give his subjects a law, 
and the following Rules were accordingly 
put up in the pump-room : — 
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RULES TO BE OBSERVED AT BATH. 

r. “That a visit of ceremony at first 
coming, and another at going away, are 
all that is expected or desired by ladies of 
quality and fashion, — except im pertinents. 

2. “ That ladies coming to the ball 
appoint a time for their footmen coming 
to wait on them home, to px-event disturb- 
ance and inconveniences to themselves 
and others. 

3. “ That gentlemen of fashion never 
appearing in a morning before the ladies 
in gowns and caps, show breeding and 
respect. 

4. “ That no person take it ill that any 
one goes to another’s play or breakfast, 
and not theirs ; — except captious by 
nature. 

5. “ That no gentleman give his ticket 
for the balls to any but gentlewomen. — 
N.B. Unless he has none of his acquaint- 
ance. 

6. “ That gentlemen crowding before 
the ladies at the ball, show ill-manners; and 
that none do so for the future, — except 
such as respect nobody but themselves. 

7. “ That no gentleman or lady take 
it ill that another dances before them ; — 
except such as have no pretence to dance 
at all. 

8. “ That the elder ladies and children 
oe content with a second bench at the 
ball, as being past or not come to per- 
fection. 

9. “ That the younger ladies take notice 
how many eyes observe them. — N. B. 
This does not extend to the Have-at-alls. 

10. “ That all whisperers of lies and 
scandal be taken for their authors. 

1 1. “ That all repeaters of such lies 
and scandal be shunned by all company, 
— except such as have been guilty of the 
same crime. — N.B. Several men of no 
character*, old women and young ones of 
questioned reputation, are great authors | 
of lies in these places, being of the sect of 
levellers.” 

These laws were written by Mr. Nash 
himself, and by the manner in which they 
are drawn up, he undoubtedly designed 
them for wit. The reader, however, it is 1 
feared, will think them dull. But Nash ! 
was not born a writer ; for whatever I 


humour he might have in conversation, he 
used to call a pen his torpedo ; whenever 
he grasped it, it benumbed all his faculties. 

But were we to give laws to a nursery, 
we should make them childish laws ; his 
statutes, though stupid, were addressed to 
fine gentlemen and ladies, and were pro- 
bably received with sympathetic approba- 
tion. It is certain they were in general 
religiously observed by his subjects, and 
executed by him with impartiality ; neither 
rank nor fortune shielded the refractory 
from his resentment. 

The balls, by his directions, were to 
begin at six, and to end at eleven. Nor 
would he suffer them to continue a moment 
longer, lest invalids might commit irregu- 
larities, to counteract the benefit of the 
waters. Everything was to be performed 
in proper order. Each ball was to 
open with a minuet, danced by two per- 
sons of the highest distinction present. 
When the minuet concluded, the lady was 
to return to her seat, and Nash w-as to 
bring the gentleman a new partner. This 
ceremony was to be observed by every 
succeeding couple ; every gentleman being 
obliged to dance %vith two ladies till the 
minuets were over, which generally con- 
tinued two hours. At eight the country- 
dances were to begin ; ladies of quality, 
according to their rank, standing up first. 
About nine o’clock a short interval was 
allowed for rest, and for the gentlemen to 
help their partners to tea. ' That over, 
the company were to pursue their amuse- 
ments till the clock struck eleven. Then 
the master of the ceremonies entering the 
ball-room, ordered the music to desist by 
lifting up his finger. The dances discon- 
tinued, and some time allowed for be- 
coming cool, the ladies were handed to 
their chairs. 

Even the royal family themselves had 
not influence enough to make him deviate 
from any of these rules. The Princess 
Amelia once applying to him for one dance 
more, after he had given the signal to 
withdraw, he assured her royal highness, 
that the established rules of Bath resem- 
bled^ the laws of Lycurgus, which would 
admit of no alteration, without an utter 
sulwersion of all his authority. 

He was not less strict with regard to 
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the dresses in which ladies and gentlemen 
were to appear. He had the strongest 
aversion to a white apron, and absolutely 
excluded all who ventured to appear at 
the assembly dressed in that manner. I 
have known him on a ball night strip even 
the Duchess of Q~ — and throw her 
apron at one of the hinder benches among 
the ladies’ women : observing, that none 
but Abigails appeared in white aprons. 
This from another would be an insult ; in 
him it was considered as a just reprimand, 
and the good-natured duchess acquiesced 
in his censure. 

But he found mtire difficulty in attacking 
the gentlemen’s irregularities ; and for 
some time strove, but in vain, to prohibit 
the- use of swords. Disputes arising from 
love of play were sometimes attended with 
fatal effects. To use his own expression, 
he was resolved to hinder people from 
doing “ what they had no mind to but 
for some time without effect. However, 
there happened about that time a duel 
between two gamesters, whose names were 
Taylor and Clarke, which helped to pro- 
mote his peaceable intentions. Iney 
fought by torch-light in the grove ; Taylor 
was run through the body, but lived seven 
years after, at which time his wound 
breaking out afresh, it caused his death. 
Clarke from that time pretended to be a 
Quaker, but the orthodox brethren never 
cordially received him among their num- 
ber ; and he died at London, about 
eighteen years after, in poverty and con- 
trition. From that time it was thought 
necessary to forbid the wearing of sw'ords 
at Bath, as they often tore the ladies 
clothes, and frighted them, by sometimes 
appearing itpon trifling occasions. When- 
ever, therefore, Nash heard of a challenge 
given or accepted, he instantly had both 
parties arrested. The gentlemen’s boots 
also made a very desperate stand against 
him ; the country squires were by no 
means submissive to his usurpations, and 
probably his authority alone would never 
have carried him through, had he not 
reinforced it with ridicule. He wrote a 
song upon the occasion, which, for the 
lionour of his poetical talents, the world 
shall see. 


FRONTINELLA’S INVITATION TO THE 
ASSEMBLY. 

Come, one and all, to Hoyden Hall, 

For there’s the assembly this night ; 

None but prude fools 
Mind manners and rules ; 

We Hoydens do decency slight. 

Come, trollops and slatterns, 

Cocked hats and white aprons, 

This best our modesty suits ; 

For why should not we 
In dress be as free 
As Hogs-Norton squires in boots? 

The keenness, severity, and particularly 
the good rhymes of this little morgeaiiy 
which was at that time highly relished by 
many of the nobility at Bath, gained him 
a temporary triumph. But to push his 
victories, he got up a puppet-show, in 
which Punch came in booted and spurred, 
in the character of a country squire. He 
was introduced as courting his mistress, 
and having obtained her consent to comply 
with his wishes, upon going to bed, he is 
desired to pull off his boots. “ My boots ! ” 
replies Punch ; ‘Svhy, madam, you may as 
well bid me pull off my legs. I never go 
without boots ; I never ride, I never 
dance, without them, and this piece of 
politeness is quite the thing at Bath. We 
always dance at our town in boots, and 
the ladies often move minuets in riding- 
hoods.” Thus he goes on, till his mistress, 
grown impatient, kicks him off the stage. 

From that time few ventured to be seen 
at the assemblies in Bath in a riding-dress ; 
and whenever any gentleman, through 
ignorance or haste, appeared in the rooms 
in boots, Nash would make up to him, 
and bowing in an arch manner, would tell 
him that he had “forgot his horse.” 
Thus he was at last completely victorious. 

Dolisque coacti 

Quos neqiie Tydides nec Larissaeus Achilles 

Non anni domhere decern.” 

He began therefore to reign without a 
rival, and like other kings had his mis- 
tresses, flatterers, enemies, and calum- 
niators. The amusements of the place, 
however, wore a very different aspect from 
what they did formerly. Regularity re- 
pressed pride ; and that, lessened, people 
of fortune became fit for society. Let the 
morose and grave censure an attention to 
foims and ceremonies, and rail at those 
whose only business it is to regulate 
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them; but, though ceremony is very dif- 
ferent from politeness, no country was 
ever yet polite that was not first cere- 
monious. The natural gradation of breed- 
ing begins in savage disgust, proceeds to 
indifference, improves into attention, by 
degrees refines into ceremonious observ- 
ance ; and the trouble of being ceremonious 
at length produces politeness, elegance, 
and ease. There is, therefore, some merit 
in mending society, even in one of the 
inferior steps of this gradation; and no 
man was more happy in this x'espect than 
Nash. In every nation there are enough 
who have no other business or care but 
that of buying pleasure ; and he taught 
them w'ho bid at such an auction, the art 
of procuring what they sought, without 
diminishing the pleasure of others. 

The city of Bath, by such assiduity, 
soon became the theatre of summer amuse- 
ments for all people of fashion ; and the 
manner of spending the day there must 
amuse any but such as disease or spleen 
had made uneasy to themselves. The 
following is a faint picture of the pleasures 
that scene affords. Upon a stranger’s 
arrival at Bath he is welcomed by a peal 
of the Abbey bells, and, in the next place, 
by the voice and music of the city waits. 
For these civilities, the ringers have gene- 
rally a present made them of half-a-guinea, 
and the waits of halBa-crown, or more, 
in proportion to the person’s fortune, 
generosity, or ostentation. These cus- 
toms, though disagreeable, are liowever 
liked, or they would not continue. The 
greatest incommoclity attending them is 
the disturbance the bells must give the 
sick. But the pleasure of knowing the 
name of every family that comes to town 
recompenses the inconvenience. Invalids 
are fond of news, and upon the first sound 
of the bells everybody sends out to in- 
quire for whom they ring. 

After the family is thus welcomed to 
Bath, it 'is the custom for the master of it 
to go to the public places, and subscribe 
two guineas at the assembly-houses towards 
the balls and music in the pump-house, 
for which he is entitled to three tickets 
every hall night. His next subscription 
is a crown, half-a-guinea, or a guinea, 
according to his rank and quality, for the 


liberty of walking in the private walks 
belonging to Simpson’s assembly-house ; 
a crown or half-a-guinea is also given to 
the booksellers, for which the gentleman 
is to have what books he pleases to read 
at his lodgings, and at the coffee-house 
another subscription is taken for pen, ink, 
and paper, for such letters as the subscriber 
shall write at it during his stay. The 
ladies, too, may subscribe to the book- 
sellers, and to a house by the pump-room, 
for the advantage of reading the news, and 
for enjoying each other’s conversation. 

Things being thus adjusted, the amuse- 
ments of the day are generally begun l)y 
bathing, wdiich is no un pleasing method 
of passing away an hour or so. 

'Bhe baths are five in number. On the 
south-west side of the Abbey Church is the 
King’s Bath, which is an oblong square ; 
the walls are full of niches, xmd at every 
corner are steps to descend into it: this 
bath is said to contain 427 tons and 50 
gallons of water ; and on its rising out of 
the ground over tl:ie springs, it is sometimes 
too hot to be endured Ijy tliose who bathe 
thefein. Adjoining to the King’s Bath, 
there is another, called the Queen’s Bath ; 
this is of a more temperate warmth, as 
borrowing its water from the other. 

In the south-west part of the city are 
three other baths, viz, : the Blot Bath, 
which is not much inferior in heat to the 
; King’s Bath, and contains 53 tons, 2 hogs- 
: heads, and li gallons of water ; the Cross 
' Bath, which contains 52 tons, 3 hogsheads, 

I and 1 1 gallons ; and the Leper’s Bath, 

I which is not so much frequented as the 
I rest 

The King’s Bath (according to the best 
observations) will fill in about nine hours 
and a half; the Hot Bath in about eleven 
hours and a half; and the Cross Bath in 
about the same time. 

The hours for bathing are commonly 
between six and nine in the morning, anil 
the baths are every morning supplied witli 
fresh water ; for when the people liave 
done bathing, the sluices in each bath are 
pulled up, and the water is carried off by 
drains into the river Avon. 

In the morning the lady is brought in a 
close chair, dressed in her bathing clothes, 
to the bath ; and, being in the water, the 
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woman who attends presents her with a 
little floating dish like a basin ; into which 
the lady puts a handkerchief, a snuff-box, 
and a nosegay. She then traverses the 
bath; if a novice, with a guide ; if other- 
wise, by herself ; and having amused her- 
self thus while she thinks proper, calls for 
her chair, and returns to her lodgings. 

The amusement of bathing is immedi- 
ately Succeeded by a general assembly of 
people at the puvnp-room ; some for plea- 
sure, and some to drink the hot wmters. 
Three glasses at three different times is ; 
the usual portion for every drinker ; and | 
the intervals between every glass are en- ^ 
livened by the liarniony of a small band ! 
of music, as well as by the conversation of J 
the gay, the w^itty, or the forward. j 

From the pump-room the ladies, from ! 
time to time, withdraw to a female coffee- | 
house, and fj-om thence return to their ' 
lodgings to breakfast. The gentlemen j 
withdraw to their coffee-houses, to read j 
the papers, or converse on tlie news of ; 
the day, with a freedom and ease not to j 
be found in the metropolis. 

People of fashion make public break- 
fasts at the assembly-houses, to which 
they invite their acquaintances, and they 
sometimes order private concerts ; or, 
when so disposed, attend lectures on the 
arts and sciences, which are frequently 
taught there in a pu-etty superficial manner, 
so as not to tease the luiderstanding, while 
they afford the imagination some amuse- 
ment. The private concerts are performed 
in the ball-rooms; the tickets a crown 
each. 

Concert breakflists at the assembly- 
house sometimes make also a part of the 
morning’s amusement here, the expenses 
of which are defrayed by a subscription 
among the men. Persons of rank and 
fortune who can perform are admitted into 
the orchestra, and find a pleasure in join- 
ing with the performers. 

Thus we have the tedious morning 
fairly over. When noon approaches, and j 
church (if any please to go there) is done, ; 
some of the company appear upon the | 
parade, and other public walks, where ; 
they continue to chat and amuse each 
other, till they have formed parties for the ' 
play, cards, or dancing for the evening. 


Another part of the company divert them- 
selves with reading in the booksellers’ 
shops, or are generally seen taking the 
air and exercise, some on horseback, 
some in coaches. Some walk in the 
meadows round the town, winding along 
the side of the river Avon and the neigh- 
bouring canal; while others are seen 
scaling some of those romantic precipices 
that overhang the city. 

When the hour of dinner draws nigh, 
and the company are returned from their 
different recreations, the provisions are 
generally served with the utmost elegance 
and. plenty. Their mutton, butter, fish, 
and fowl, are all allowed to be excellent, 
and their cookery still exceeds their meat. 

After dinner is over, and evening pray- 
ers ended, the company meet a second 
time at the pump-house. From this they 
retire to the walks, and from thence go 
to drink tea at the assembly-houses, and 
the rest of the evenings are concluded 
either -with balls, plays, or visits. A 
theatre was erected in the year 1705, by 
subscription, by people of the highest 
rank, who permitted their arms to be en- 
graven on the insifle of the house, as a 
public testimony of their liberality towards 
it. Evei7 Tuesday and Friday evening is 
concluded ■with a public ball, the contri- 
butions to which are so numerous, that 
the price of each ticket is trifling. Thus 
Bath yields a continued rotation of diver- 
sions, and people of all ways of thinking, 
even from the libertine to the melhodist, 
have it in their power to complete the 
day with employments suited to their 
inclinations. 

In this manner every amusement soon 
improved under Mr. Nash’s administra- 
tion. The magistrates of the city found 
that he was necessary and useful, and took 
every opportunity of paying the same 
respect to his fictitious royalty that is 
generally extorted by real power. The 
same satisfaction a young lady finds upon 
being singled out at her first appearance, 
i or an applauded poet on the success of 
, his first tragedy, influenced him. All 
: admired him as an extraordinary charac- 
I ter ; and some who knew no better, as a 
I very fine gentleman. He "was perfectly 
I happy in their little applause, and affected 
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at length something particular in his dress, 
behaviour, and conversation. 

His equipage was sumptuous, arxd he 
usually travelled to Tunbridge in a post 
chariot and six greys, with out-riders, 
footmen, French-horns, and every other 
appendage of expensive parade. He al- 
ways wore a white hat j and, to apologize 
for this singularity, said, he did it purely 
to secure it from being stolen ; his dress 
was tawdry, though not perfectly genteel ; 
he might be considered as a Beau of seve- 
ral generations, and in his appearance he, 
in some measure, mixed the fashions of 
the last age with those of the present. 
He perfectly understood elegant expense, 
and generally passed his time in the vei'y 
best company, if persons of the first dis- , 
tinction deserve that title. j 

But I hear the reader now demand, 
what finances were to support all this 
finery, or where the treasures that gave 
him such frequent opportunities of dis- 
playing his benevolence, or his vanity? 
To answer this, we must now enter upon 
another part of his character, — his talents 
as a gamester ; for by gaming alone, at 
that period of which I speak, he kept up 
so very genteel an appearance. When he 
first figured at Bath, there were few law^s 
against this destructive amusement. The 
gaming-table was the constant resource of 
despair and indigence, and frequent ruin 
of opulent fortunes. Wherever people of 
fashion came, needy adventurers were 
generally found in waiting. With such 
Bath swarmed ; and among this class Mr. 
Nash was certainly to be numbered in the 
beginning, only with this difference, that 
he wanted the corrupt heart too commonly 
attending a life of expedients ; for he was 
generous, humane, and honourable, even 
though by profession a gamester. 

A thousand instances might be given 
of his integrity, even in this infamous pro- 
fession, where his generosity often impelled 
him to act in contradiction to his intei*est. 
Wherever he found a no\dce in the hands 
of a sharper, he generally forewarned him 
of the danger ; whenever he found any in- 
clined to play, yet ignorant of the game, 
he would offer his services, and play for 
them. I remember an instance to this 
effect, though too nearly concerned in the 


affair to publish the gentleman’s name of 
whom it is related. In the year 1725, 
there came to Bath a giddy youth, who 
had just resigned his fellowship at Oxford. 

He brought his whole -fortune with him 
there ; it was but a trifle ; however he was 
resolved to venture it all. Good fortune 
seemed kinder than could be expected. 
Without the smallest skill in play, he won 
a sum sufficient to make any unambitious 
man happy. His desire of gain increasing 
with his gains, in the October following 
he was at all, and added four thousand 
pounds to his former capital, Mr. Nash, 

I one night, after losing a considerable sum 
to this undeserving son of fortune, invited 
him to supper. “ Sir,” cried this honest, 
though veteran gamester, “perhaps you p 
may imagine I have invited you, in order 
to have my revenge at home; but I scorn 
so inhospitable an action. I desired the 
favour of your company to give you some 
advice, which, you will pardon me, sir, 
you seem to stand in need of. You are 
now high in spirits, and drawn away by a 
torrent of success ; but there will come a 
time, when you will repent having left the 
calm of a college life for the turbulent 
profession of a gamester. Ill runs will 
come, as sure as day and night succeed 
each other. Be therefore advised, remain 
content with your present gains; for be 
persuaded, that had you the Bank of 
England, with your present ignorance of 
gaming, it would vanish like a fairy dream. 

Y oil are a stranger to me ; but to convince 
you of the part I take in your welfare, I’ll 
give you fifty guineas, to forfeit twenty 
every time you lose two hundred at one 
sitting.” The young gentleman refused 
his offer, and was at last undone ! 

The late Duke of B. being chagiined 
at losing a considerable sum, pressed Mi'. 
Nash to tie him up for the future from 
playing deep. Accordingly, the Beau 
gave his Grace a hundred guineas, to for- 
feit ten thousand whenever he lost a sum 
to the same amount at play, in one sittting. 

The duke loved play to distraction, and 
soon after, at hazard, lost eight thousand 
guineas, and was going to throw for three 
thousand more, when Nash, catching hold 
of the dice-box, entreated his Grace to 
reflect upon the penalty if he lost; the 
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duke for that time desisted j but so strong | 
was the furor of play upon him, that soon | 
after, losing a considerable sum at New- | 
market, he was contented to pay the ' 
penalty. ,, ' ' "I 

When the late Earl of T— — d was a | 
youth, he 'was passionately fond of play, | 
and never better pleased than with having 
Mr. N ash for his antagonist. Nash saw 
with concern his lordship’s foible, and 
undertook to cure him, though by a very 
disagreeable remedy. Conscious of his 
own superior skill, he determined to en- 
gage him in single play for a veiy con- 
siderable sum. His lordship, in propoi*- 
tion as he lost his game, lost his temper ! 
tod; and as he approached the gulf, 
seemed still more eager for ruin. He 
lost his estate : some writings were put 
into the winner’s possession ; his very 
equipage was deposited as a last stake, 
and he lost that also. But, when our 
generous gamester had found his lordship 
suffieiently punished for his temerity, he 
returned all ; only stipulating, that he 
should be paid five thousand pounds 
whenever he should think proper to make 
the demand. However, he never made 
any such demand during his lordship’s 
life; but some time after his decease, Mr. 
Nash’s affairs being in the wane, he de- 
manded the money of his lordship’s heirs, 
who honourably paid it wdlhout any hesi- 
tation. 

But whatever skill Nash might have 
acquired by long practice in play, he was 
never formed by nature for a successful 
gamester. He was constitutionally pas- 
sionate and generous. To acquire a p>er- 
fection in that art, a man must be naturally 
phlegmatic, reseiwed, and cool ; every 
passion must learn to obey control; but 
he frequently W'as unable to restrain the 
violence of his, and w’as often betrayed by 
this means into unbecoming rudeness, or 
childish impertinence; w^as sometimes a 
minion of fortune, and as often depressed 
by adversity. While others made con- 
siderable fortunes at the gaming-table, he 
W’as ever in the power of chance; nor did 
even the intimacy with which he w’as re- 
ceived by the great, place him in a state 
of independence. 

The considerable inconveniences that 


were found to result from a permission of 
gaming, at length attracted the attention 
of the legislature, and in the tw'elfth year 
of George 11. the most prevalent games 
at that time w^ere declared fraudulent and 
unlawful. Every age has had its peculiar 
modes of gaming. The games of Gkek, 
Primero, In-and-in, and several others 
now exploded, employed our sharping an- 
cestors; to these succeeded the Ace of 
Hearts, Pharaoh, Basset, and Hazard, all 
games of chance like the fomier. But 
though in these the chances seemed equal 
to the novice, in general those who kept 
the bank w' ere considerable wdnners. The 
Act, therefore, passed upon this occasion, 
declared all such games and lotteries illicit, 
and directed that all who should set up 
such games should forfeit two hundred 
pounds, to be levied by distress on *the 
offender’s goods; one-third to go to the 
infonner, the residue to the poor. The 
Act further declared, that every person 
who played in any place, except in the 
royal palace where his majesty I’esided, 
should forfeit fifty pounds, and should 
be condemned to pay treble costs in 
j case of an appeal. 

I This law w^as scarcely made, before it 
j was eluded by the invention of divers 
i fraudulent and deceitful games ; and a 
I particular game, called Passage, was daily 
! practised, and contributed to the ruin of 
I thousands. To prevent this, the ensuing 
year it was enacted, that this and every 
: other game invented, or to be invented 
' wnth one die, or more, or any other in- 
' strument of the same nature, with numbers 
: thereon, should be subject to a similar 
: penalty ; and at the same time, the per- 
I sons playing wdth such instniments should 
: be punished as above. 

I This amendment of the law soon gave 
birth to new evasions ; the game of Rolly- 
Polly, Marlborough’s Battles, but particu- 
larly the E O, were set up ; and, strange 
to observ^e, several of those very noble- 
I men who had given their voices to suppress 
' gaming were the most ready to encourage 
it. This game was at first set up at Tun- 
bridge. It was invented by one O k, 

and carried on between him and one Mr. 

I ^ e, proprietor of the assembly-room 

, at that place ; and was reckoned extremely 
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profitable to the bank, as it gamed two 
and a half per cent, on all that was lost 
or won. 

As all gaming was suppressed but this, 
Nash was now utterly destitute of any 
resource that he could expect from his 
superior skill and long experience in the 
art. The money to be gained in private 
gaming is at best but trifling, and the 
opportunity precarious. The minds of 
the generality of mankind shrink with 
their circumstances ; and Nash, upon the 
immediate prospect of po\^rty, was now 
mean enough (I will call it no worse) to 
enter into a confederacy with those low 
creatures to evade the law, and to shar^ 
the plunder. The occasion was as follows. 
The profits of the table n’ere, as I observed, 
divided between C — — k the inventor, and 
k - — -e the room-keeper. The first year’s 

profits were extraordinary, and A e, the 

room-keeper, now' began to wish himself 
sole proprietor. The combinations of the 
worthless are ever of short duration. The 

next y ear, therefore, A e turned C k 

out of his room, and set up the game for 
himself. The gentlemen and ladies wdio 
frequented the wells, unmindful of the 
immense profit gained by these reptiles, 
still continued to game as before ; and 
the keeper was triumphing in the success 
of his politics, w'hen he was informed, 

thatC k and his friends had hired the 

crier to cry the game down. The conse- 
quences of this would have been fatal to 

A e’s interest ; for by this means frauds 

might have been discovered, which would 
deter even the most ardent lovers of play. 
Immediately, therefore, while the crier 
was yet upon the 'walks, he applied to 
Mr. Nash to stop these proceedings, and 
at the same time offered him a fourth 
share of the bank, which Nash was mean 
enough to accept. This is the greatest 
blot in his life \ and this, it is hoped, will 
find pardon. 

The day after, the inventor offered one- 
half of the bank; but this Mr. Nash 
thought proper to refuse, being pre-en- 
gaged to A e. U pon which, being dis- 

appointed, he applied to one Mr. J— — e, 
and under his protection another table 
was set up, and the company seemed to 
be divided equally between them. I can^ 


not reflect without surprise at the folly of 
the gentlemen and ladies, in suffering 
themselves to be thus parcelled out 
between a pack of sharpers, and to be 
defrauded of their money, without even 
the show of opposition. The company 
thus divided, Mr. Nash once more availed 
himself of their parties, and prevailed upon 
them to unite their banks, and to divide 
the gains into three shares, of which he 
reserved one to himself. 

Nash had hitherto enjoyed a fluctuating 
fortune ; and had he taken the advantage 
of the present opportunity, he might have 
been for the future not only above want, 
but even in circumstances of opulence. 
Had he cautiously employed himself in 
computing the benefits of the table, and 
e^cting his stipulated share, he might 
have soon grown rich ; but he entirely left 
the management of it to the people of the 
rooms ; lie took them (as he says in one 
of his memorials upon this occasion) to be 
honest, and never inquired what was won 
or lost ; and it is probable they were 
seldom assiduous in informing him. I; 
find a secret pleasure in thus displaying 
the insecurity of friendships among the 
base. They pretended to pay him regu- 
larly at first ; but he soon discovered, as 
he says, that at Tunbridge he had suffered 
to the amount of two thousand guineas. 

In the meantime, as the E O table 
thus succeeded at Tunbridge, IMr. Nash 
was resolved to introduce it at Bath, and 
previously asked the opinion of several 
lawyers, who declared it no way illegal. 

I In consequence of this, he wrote to Mrs. 

j A e, who kept one of the great rooms 

! at Bath, acquainting her with the profits 
I attending such a scheme, and proposing 
to have a fourth share with her and Mr. 

W , the proprietor of the other room, 

for his authority and protection. To this 

Mr. £i^id she returned for answer, 

that they would grant him a fifth share ; 
which he consented to accept. Accord- 
ingly, he made a journey to London, and 
bespoke two tables, one for each room, at 
the rate of fifteen pounds each table. 

The tables were no sooner set up at 
Bath, than they were frequented by a 
greater concourse of gamesters than those 
at Tunbridge. Men of that infamous 
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profession, from every part of the kingdom, 
and even other parts of Europe, flocked 
here to feed on the ruins of each other’s 
fortune. This aiforded another oppor- 
tunity for Nash to become rich j but, as 
at Tunbridge, he thought the people here 
also would take care of him, and therefore 
he employed none to look after his interest. 
The first year they paid him what he 
thought just ; the next, the woman of the 
room dying, her son paid him, and showed 
hivS books. Some time after the people 
of the rooms offered him one hundred 
pounds a year each for his share, which 
he refused y every succeeding year they 
continued to pay him less and less, until 
at length he found, as he pretends, that 
he had thus lost not less than twenty 
thousand pounds. 

Thus they proceeded, deceiving the 
public and each other, until the legisla- 
ture thought proper to suppress these 
seminaries of vice. It was enacted, that 
after the 24th of June, 1745, none should 
be permitted to keep a house, room, or 
place, for playing, upon pain of such for- 
feitures as were declared in former acts 
instituted for that purpose. 

The legislature likewise amended a 
law, made in the reign of Queen Anne, 
for recovering money lost at play, on the 
oath of the winner. By this Act, no per- 
son was rendered incapable of being a 
witness ; and every person present at a 
gaming-table might be summoned by the 
magistrate who took cognizance of the 
affair. No privilege of parliament was 
allowed to those convicted of having 
gaming-tables in their houses. Those who 
lost ten pounds at one time v-ere liable 
to be indicted within six months after 
the offence w^as committed; and being 
convicted, were to be fined five times 
the value "won or lost, for the use of the 
poor. Any offender, before conviction, 
discovering another, so as to be convicted, 
was to be discharged from the penalties 
incurred by his own offences. 

By this wdse and just Act, all Nash’s 
future hopes of succeeding by the tables 
were blown up. He had now only the 
justice and generosity of his confederates 
to trust to ; but that he soon found to be 
a vain expectation ; fox*, if we can depend 


on his own memorials, what at one time 
they confessed, they would at another 
deny; and though upon some occasions 
they seemed at variance with each other, 
yet when they wei*e to oppose him, whom 
they considered as a common enemy, they 
generally united with confidence and suc- 
cess. He now therefore had nothing but 
a lawsuit to confide in for redress; and 
this is ever the last expedient to retrieve 
a desperate fortune. He accordingly 
threw his suit into Chancery, and by this 
means the public became acquainted with 
\vhat he had long endeavoured to conceal. 
They now found that he was himself con- 
cerned in the gaming-tables, of which he 
only seemed the conductor; and that he 
had shared part of the spoil, though he 
complained of having been defrauded of a 
just share. 

The success of his suit was what might 
have been naturally expected : he had but 
at best a bad cause, and as the oaths of 
the defendants were alone sufficient to cast 
him in Chancery, it was not surprising 
that he %vas nonsuited. But the conse- 
quence of this affair was much more fatal 
than he had imagined : it lessened him in 
the esteem of the public ; it drew several 
enemies against him, and in some measure 
diminished the autlxorily of any defence 
he could make. From that time (about 
the year 1745) I find this good-natured 
but misguided man involved in continual 
disputes, eveiy day calumniated with 
some new slander, and continually en- 
deavouring to obviate its effects. 

Upon these occasions his usual method 
was, by printed bills handed about among 
his acquaintance, to infonn the public of 
his most private transactions with some 
of those creatures with whom he had 
formerly associated ; but these apologies 
served rather to blacken bis antagonists 
than to vindicate him. They were in 
general extremely ill written, confused, 
obscure, and sometimes unintelligible. By 

these how^ever it appeax-ed, that W 

was originally obliged to him for tire resort 
of company to his room ; that Lady H., 

who had all the company before W ’s 

room was built, offered Nash a hundred 
pounds for his protection ; which he re- 
fused, having previously promised to 
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support JNIr. W . It appears by these | 

! apologies, that the persons concerned in | 

! the rooms made large fortunes, while i 

^ Nash still continued in pristine indigence ; ; 

' and that his nephew, for whom he had at j 

first secured one of the rooms,' was left 
> in as great distress as he. 

! His enemies were not upon this occa- 

' sion contented with aspersing him, as a 

l i confederate with sharpers ; they even as- 

serted, that he embezzled the subscrip- 
tions of gentlemen and ladies, which were 
I given for useful or charitable purposes. 

; j; But to such aspersions he answered by de- 

r daring, to use his own expression, before 

ii God and man, that he never diverted one 

'I shilling of the said subscriptions to his 

own use ; nor was he ever thought to have ■ 
i, ; done it till new enemies started up against 

him. 

[! Perhaps the reader may be curious to 

(' see one of these memorials, written by 

I himself; and I will indulge his curiosity, 

i ! merely to show a specimen of the style 

ii; and manner of a man whose whole life ; 

was passed in a round of gaiety and con- ! 
versation, whose jests were a thousand ; 
times repeated, and whose company was | 
i:| courted by every son and daughter ot j 

.i; fashion, ^he following is particularly | 

levelled against those who, in the latter 
part of his life, took every opportunity to 
traduce his character 

A MONITOR. 

' For the Lord hateth lying and deceitful lips.’ 

— Psalm. j 



“ The curse denounced in my motto is 
sufficient to intimidate any person who is 
not quite abandoned in tlieir evil ways, 
and who have any fear of God before 
their eyes; everlasting burnings are a 
terrible reward for their misdoings ; and 
nothing but the most hardened sinners 
will oppose the judgment of heaven, 
being without end. This reflection must 
be shocking to such as are conscious to 
themselves of having erred from the sacred 
dictates of the Psalmist ; and who, follow- 
ing the blind impulse of passion, daily 
forge lies and deceit, to annoy their 
neighbour. But there are joys in heaven 
which they can never arrive at, whose 
whole study is to destroy the peace and 


harmony and good order of society in this 
place. ’’ 

This carries little the air of a bagatelle ; 
it rather seems a sermon in miniature, so 
different are some men in the closet and 
in conversation. The following I ha\^ 
taken at random from a heap of other 
memorials, all tending to set his combina- 
tion with the afore-mentioned parties in a 
proper light. 

; ** E O was first set up in A- e’s room, 

the profits divided between one C k 

(the inventor of the game) and A e. 

“ The next year A— — e, finding the 

game so advantageous, turned C k out 

of hi.s room, and set the game up himself, 

but C k and his friends hired the crier 

.. .to cry the game down ; upon which A- — e 
came running to me to stop it, after he had 
cried it once, which I immediately did, 
and turned the crier off the walks. 

“ Then A e asked me to go a fourth 

with him in the bank, which I consented 

to. C k next day took me into his 

I room which he had hired, and proffered me 
! to go half with him, which I refused, 

; being engaged before to A- e. 

I “ J e then set up the same game, and 

i complained that he had not half play at 
I his room ; upon which I made them agree 
to join their banks, and divide equally the 
gain and loss, and I to go like share in 
the bank. 

“I, taking them to be honest, never 
inquired what was won or lost, and 
thought they paid me honestly, till it was 
discovered that they had defrauded me of 
2,000 guineas. 

“ I then arrested A- ^e, who told me I 

must go into Chancery, and that I sliould 
begin with the people of Bath, who had 
cheated me of ten times as much ; and 
told my attorney that J— — e had cheated 
me of 500, and wrote me word that I pro- 
bably had it not under his hand, which 
never was used in play. 

** Upon my arresting A e, I received 

a letter not’ to prosecute J e, for he 

would be a very good witness ; I writ a dis- 

j charge to J e for 125/. in full, though 

I he never paid me a farthing, upon his 
; telling me if his debts were paid he was 
i not worth a shilling. 

I “ Every article of this I can prove from 
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A— e’s own mouth, as a reason that he 
allowed the bank-heepers but lo per cent, 
because I went 20, and his suborning 
, . . to alter his informations. 

“ Richard Nash. ” 

This gentleman’s simplicity, in tmsting 
persons whom he had no previous reasons 
to place confidence in, seems to be one of 
those lights in his character which, while 
they impeach his understanding, do 
honour to his benevolence. The low and 
timid are ever suspicious ; but a heart im- 
pressed with honourable sentiments, ex- 
pects from others sympathetic sincerity. 

But now that we have viewed his con- 
duct as a gamester, and seen him on that 
side of his character, which is by far the 
most unfavourable, seen him declining 
from his former favour and esteem, the 
just consequence of his quitting, though 
but ever so little, the paths of honour ; 
let me turn to those brighter parts, which 
gained him the affection of his friends, the 
esteem of the corporation which he as- 
sisted, and may possibly attract the atten- 
tion of posterity. By his successes we 
shall find, that figuring in life proceeds 
less from the possession of great talents, 
than from the proper application of mode- 
rate ones. Some great minds are only 
fitted to put forth their powers in the 
storm, and the occasion is often wanting 
during a wdiole life for a great exertion : 
but trifiing opportunities of shining are 
almost eveiy hour offered to the little se- 
dulous mind, and a person thus employed, 
is not only more pleasing, hwi more useful 
in a state of tranquil society. 

Though gaming first introduced him 
into polite company, this alone could 
hardly have carried him forward, without 
the assistance of a genteel address, much 
vivacity, some humour, and some wit. 
But, once admitted into the circle of the 
beau monde, he then laid claim to all the 
privileges by which it is distinguished. 
Among others, in the early part of his life, 
he entered himself professedly into the 
service of the fair sex ; he set up for a 
man of gallantry and intrigue ; and, if we 
can credit the boasts of his old age, he 
often succeeded. In fact, the business of 
love somewhat resemides the business of 


physic ; no matter for qualifications, he 
that makes vigorous j^retensions to either 
is surest of success. Nature had bv no 
means fomied Mr. Nash for a hmf garden ; 
his person was clum.sy, too large and 
awkward, and his features harsh, strong, 
and peculiarly irregular ; yet even with 
those disadvantages, he made love, be- 
came a universal admirer of the sex, 
and was universally admired. He w^as 
possessed, at least, of some requisites of a 
lover. He had assiduity, fiatteiy, fine 
clothes, and as much wit as the ladies he 
addressed. Wit, flattery, and fine clothes, 
he used to say, were enough to debauch 
a nunnery. But my fair readers of the 
present day are exempt from this scandal ; 
and it is no matter now, what he said of 
their grandmothers. , 

As Nestor was a man of three ages, so 
Nash scmetiines humorously called him- 
self a beau of three generations. He had 
seen flaxen- bobs succeeded by majors, 
which in their turn gave way to negligents, 
which \vere at last totally routed by bags 
and ramifies. The manner in which gen- 
tlemen managed their amours, in those 
different ages of fashion, were not more 
different than their periwigs. The lover 
in the reign of King Charles was solemn, 
majestic, and formal. He visited his 
mistress in state ; languished for the 
favour, kneeled when he toasted his god- 
dess, walked with solemnity, performed 
the most trifling things with decorum, 
and even took snuff with a flourish. The 
beau of the latter part of Queen Anne’s 
reign was disgusted with so much for- 
mality ; he was pert, smart, and lively ; 
his billets-doux were written in a quite 
different style to that of his antiquated 
predecessor ; lie was ever laughing at his 
own ridiculous situation ; till at last, he 
persuaded the lady to become as ridicu- 
lous as himself. The beau of the third 
age, in which Mr. Nash died, was still 
more extraordinary than either ; |his whole 
secret in intrigue consisted in perfect indif- 
ference. The only way to make love now, 
j I have heard Mr. Nash say, was to take 
I no manner of notice of the lady ; which 
j method was found the surest way to secure 
I her affections. 

I How^ever these things be, this gentle- 
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man’s amours were in reality very much 
confined in the second and third age of 
intrigue ; his character was too piiblic for 
a lady to consign her reputation to his 
keeping. But in the beginning of life, it 
is said, he knew the secx'et history of the 
times, and contributed himself to swell the 
page of scandal. Were I upon the pre- 
sent occasion to hold the pen of a novelist, 

I could recount some amours in which he 
was successful. I could fill a volume with 
little anecdotes, which contain neither 
pleasure nor instruction ; with histories of 
professing lovers, and poor believing girls 
deceived by such professions. But such 
adventures are easily written, and as easily 
achieved. The plan even of fictitious 
novel is quite exhausted ; but truth, which 
I have followed here, and ever design to 
follow, presents in the affair of love scarce 
any variety. The manner in which one | 
reputation is lost, exactly resembles that ! 
by which another is taken away. The 
gentleman begins at timid distance, grows ; 
more bold, becomes rude, till the lady is ; 
married or undone : such is the substance ! 
of every modern novel ; nor will I gi*atify ; 
the pruriency of folly at the expense of . 
every other pleasure my narration may i 
afford. I 

Mr. Nash did not long continue a uni- ; 
versal gallant ; but, in the earlier years of 
his reign, entirely gave up his endeavours 
to deceive the sex, in order to become the 
honest protector of their innocence, the 
guardian of their reputation, and a friend 
to their virtue. This was a character he 
bore for many years, and supported it 
with integrity, assiduity, and success. It 
was his constant practice to do everything 
in his power to prevent the fatal conse- 
quences of rash and inconsiderate love ; 
and there are many persons now alive, 
who owe their present happiness to his 
having interrupted the progress of an 
amour that threatened to become unhappy, 
or even criminal, by privately making their 
guardians or parents acquainted with what 
he coixld discover And his manner of 
disconcerting these schemes was such as 
generally secured him from the rage of the ! 
disappointed. One night w^hen I was in | 
Wiltshire’s room, Nash came up to a lady 
and her daughter, w'ho were people of no 


inconsiderable fortune, and bluntly told 
the mother she had better be at home: 
this was at that time thought an audacious 
piece of impertinence, and the lady turned 
away piqued and disconcerted. Nash, 
however, pursued her and repeated the 
words again, when the old lady, wisely 
conceiving there might be some hidden 
meaning couched under this seeming inso- 
lence, retired, and coming to her lodgings 
found a coach and six at the door, which 
a sharper had provided to carry off her 
eldest daughter. 

I shall beg leave to give some other 
instances of Mr. Nash’s good-nature on 
these occasions, as I have had the accounts 
from himself. At the conclusion of the 
treaty of peace at Utrecht, Colonel M, 
was one of the thoughtless, agreeable, gay 
creatures, that drew the attention of the 
company at Bath. He danced and talked 
with great vivacity ; and when he gamed 
among the ladies, lie showed that his 
attention was employed rather upon their 
hearts than their fortunes. His own for- 
tune however was a trifle, when compared 
to the elegance of his expense ; and his 
imprudence at last was so great, that it 
obliged him to sell an annuity arising from 
his commission, to keep up his splendour 
a little longer. 

However thoughtless he might be, he 
had the happiness of gaining the affections 
of Miss L., whose father designed her a 
very large fortune. This lady was courted 
by a nobleman of distinction ; but she re- 
fused his addresses, resolved upon gratify- 
ing rather her inclinations than her avarice. 
The intrigue went on successfully between 
her and the colonel, and they both would 
certainly have been married and been un- 
done, had not Mr. Nash apprised her father 
of their intentions. The old gentleman re- 
called his daughter from Bath, and offered 
Nash a very considerable present for the 
care he had taken, which he refused. 

In the meantime Colonel M. had an 
intimation how his intrigne came to be 
discovered, and, by taxing Nash, found 
that his suspicions were not without foun- 
dation. A challenge was the immediate 
consequence, which the king of Bath, con- 
scious of having only done his duty, thought 
proper to decline. As none are permitted 



to wear swords at Bath, tlie colonel found 
no opportunity of gratifying his resent- 
ment, and waited with impatience to find 
Mr. Nash in town, to require proper satis- 
faction. 

During this interval, however, he found 
his creditors become too importunate for 
him to remain longer at Bath ; and his 
finances and credit being quite exhausted, 
he took the desperate resolution of going 
over to the Dutch army in Flanders, 
■where he enlisted himself a volunteer. 
Here he underwent all the fatigues of a 
private sentinel, ■with the additional 
misery of receiving no pay, and his friends 
in England gave out that he was shot at 
the battle of . 

In the meantime, the nobleman pressed 
his passion with ardour ; but during the 
progress of his amour, the young lady’s 
father died, and left her heiress to a for- 
tune of fifteen hund red a year. S he thought 
herself now disengaged from her foraier 
passion. An absence of two years had in 
some measure abated her love for the 
colonel ; and the assiduity, the merit, and 
real regard of the gentleman who still 
continued to solicit her, were almost too 
powerful for her constancy. Mr. Nash, 
in the meantime, took every opportunity 
of inquiring after Colonel M., and found 
that he had for some time been returned 
to England, but had changed his name, 
in order to avoid the fury of his creditors, 
and was entered into a company of stroll- 
ing players, at that time exhibiting at 
Peterborough. 

He now therefore thought he owed the 
colonel, in justice, an opportunity of pro- 
moting his fortune, as he had once de- 
prived him of an occasion of satisfying his 
love. Our Beau therefore invited the lady 
to be of a party to Peterborough, and 
offered his own equipage, which was then 
one of the most elegant in England, to 
conduct her there. The proposal being 
accepted, the lady, the nobleman, and 
Mr. Nash arrived in town just as the 
players were going to begin. 

Colonel M., who used every means of 
remaining incognito, and who was too 
proud to make his distresses known to 
any of his foi'mer acquaintance, \vas now 
degraded into the character of Tom in the 


I “Conscious Lovers.” Miss L. was placed 
I in the foremost row of the spectators, her 
j lord on one side, and the impatient N 
on the other, when the unhappy youth 
I appeared in that despicable situation 
I the stage. The moment he came on, his 
former mistress struck his view ; but his 
amazement was increased when he saw 
her fainting away in the arms of those 
who sat behind her. He was incapable 
I of proceeding, and scarcely knowing what 
! he did, he flew and caught her in his 
i arms, 

I “ C olonel, ’ ’ cried N ash, when they 

I in some measure recovered, “you 
I thought me your enemy, because I endea- 
j voured to prevent you both from ruining 
leach other; you Avere then w'rong, and 
I you have long had my forgiveness. If 
: you love well enough now for matrimony, 
i you fairly have my consent, andd — him, 
j say I, that attempts to part you.” Thei 
nuptials were solemnized soon after, and 
; affluence added a zest to all their fut 
; enjoyments. Mr. Nash had the thanks 
I of each, and he afterwards spent several 
: agreeable days in that society which 
I had contributed to render happy, 

I I shall beg the reader’s patience, while 
: I give another instance, in which he inef- 
: fectually offered his assistance and advice. 

; This story is not from himself, but told us 
I partly by Mr. Wood, the architect of Bath, 
i as it fell particularly within his owm know- 
I ledge, and partly from another memoir to 
■ wdiich he refers, 
j Miss Sylvia S- — - 

I one of the best families 
I and was left a large fortune upon 
I sister’s decease. She had early in li 
; been introduced into the best company, 
and contracted a passion for elegance and 
expense. It is usual to make the heroine 
of a story very witty and very beautiful, 
and such cii'cumstances are so surely ex- 
pected, that they are scarce attended to. 
But whatever the finest poet could con- 
ceive of wit, or the most celebrated painter 
imagine of beauty, were ex 'elled in the 
perfections of this young lady. Her su- 
periority in both was allowed by all who 
either heard or had seen her. Slie was 
naturally gay, generous to a fault, good- 
I natured tc the highest degree, affable in 
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conversation, and some of her letters and 
other writings, as well in verse as prose, 
would have shone amongst those of the 
most celebrated wits of this, or any other 
age, had they been published. 

But these great qualifications were 
marked by another, which lessened the 
value of them all. She was imprudent. 
But let it not be imagined that her repu- 
tation or honour suffered by her impru- 
dence : I only mean, she had no know- 
ledge of the use of money ; she relieved 
distress by putting herself into the cir- 
cumstances of the object whose wants she 
supplied. 

She was arrived at the age of nineteen, 
when the crowd of her lovers and the | 
continual repetition of new flattery had , 
taught her to think she could never be j 
forsaken, and never poor. Young ladies . 
are apt to expect a certainty of success ! 
from a number of lovers ; and yet I have ' 
seldom seen a girl courted by a hundred 
lovers that found a husband in any. 
Before the choice is fixed, she has either 
lost her reputation or her good sense ; ; 
and the loss of either is sufficient to con- ■ 
sign her to perpetual virginity. 

Among the number of this young lady’s 

/overs was the celebrated S , who, at 

that time, went by the name of “ the good- 
natured man.” This gentleman, with 
talents that might have done honour to 
humanity, suffered himself to fall at length 
into the lowest state of debasement. He 
followed the dictates of every newest 
passion ; his love, his pity, his generosity, 
and even his friendships were all in excess ; 
he was unable to make head against any 
of his sensations ox desires, but they were 
in general worthy wishes and desires, for 
lie was constitutionally virtuous. This 
gentleman, who at last died in gaol, was 
at that time this lady’s envied favourite. 

It is probable that he, thoughtless crea- 
ture, had no other prospect from this 
amour but that of passing the present 
moments agreeably. He only courted 
dissipation, but the lady’s thoughts were 
fixed on happiness. At length, however, 
his debts amounting to a considerable 
sum, he was arrested and thrown into 
prison. He endeavoured at first to con- 
ceal his situation from his beautiful mis- 


tress ; but she soon came to a knowledge 
of his distress, and took the fatal resolution 
of freeing him from confinement by dis- 
charging all the demands of his cx'editors. 

Ml*. Nash was at that time in London, 
and represented to the thoughtless young 
lady, that such a measure would effectu- 
ally ruin both ; that so warm a concern 
for the interests of Mr. S. would in the 
first place quite impair her fortune in the 
eyes of our sex, and what was worse, 
lessen her reputation in those of her own. 
He added, that thus bringing Mr. S. 
from prison would be only a temporary 
relief ; that a mind so generous as his 
would become bankrupt under the load of 
gratitude : and instead of improving in 
' friendship or affection, he would only 
i study to avoid a creditor he could never 
I repay ; that though small favours produce 
I good-will, great ones destroy friendship. 

; These admonitions, however, were disre- 
I garded, and she found, too late, the pru- 
I deuce and truth of her adviser. In short, 
her fortune was by this means exhausted ; 

' and, with all her attractions, she found 
I her acquaintance began to disesteem her 
j in proportion ns she became poor, 
i In this situation she accepted Mr. Nash’s 
j invitation of returning to Bath. He pro- 
I mised to introduce her to the best com- 
I pany there, and he was assured that her 
I merit would do the rest. U pen her very 
first appearance, ladies of the highest 
distinction courted her friendship and 
esteem ; but a settled melancholy had 
taken possession of her mind, and no 
amusements that they could propose were 
sufficient to divert it. Yet still, as if 
from habit, she followed the crowd in its 
; levities, and frequented those places where 
I all persons endeavoured to forget them- 
selves in the bustle of ceremony and 
show. 

Her beauty, her simplicity, and her 
unguarded situation soon drew the atten- 
tion of a designing wretch, who at that 
time kept one of the rooms at Bath, and 
who thought that this lady’s merit, pro- 
perly managed, might turn to good ac- 
: ; count. This woman’s name was dame 
> I Lindsey, a creature who, though vicious, 

■ j was in appearance sanctified, and, though 

■ j designing, had some wit and humour. 




would 
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She began by the humblest assiduity to 

ingratiate herself with Miss ; showed 

that she could be amusing as a companion, 
and, by frequent offers of money, proved 
that she could be useful as a friend. 
Thus by degrees she gained an entire 
ascendency over this p*)Oor, thoughtless, 
deserted girl ; and in less tlran one year, 
namely about 1727, Miss S., without ever 
transgressing the laws of virtue, had 
entirely lost her reputation. Wlienever 
a person was wanting to make up a party 
for play at dame Lindsey’s, Sylvia, as she 
was then familiarly called, was sent for, 
and was obliged to suffer all those slights 
which the rich but too often let fall upon 
their inferiors in point of fortune. 

In most, even the greatest minds, the 
heart at last becomes level with the mean- 
ness of its condition ; but in this charming 
girl, it struggled hard with adversity, and 
yielded to every encroachment of con- 
tempt with sullen reluctance. But though 
in the course of three years she was in the 
very eye of public inspection, yet Mr. 
Wood, the architect, avers, that he could 
never, by the strictest observations, per- 
ceive her to be tainted with any other 
vice than, that of suffering herself to be 
decoyed to the gambling-table, and at her 
own hazard playing for the amusement 
and advantage of others. Her friend 
Mr. Na.sh, therefore, thought proper to 
induce her to break off all connexions 
with dame Lindsey, and to rent part of 
Mr. Wood’s house, in Cdueen Square, 
where she behaved with the utmost com- 
plafeance, regularity, and virtue. 

In this situation, her detestation of life 
ill continued. She found that time 
infallibly deprive her of part of 
attractions, and that continual solici- 
tude would impair the rest. With these 
refieclions she would frequently entertain 
herself and an old faithful maid in the 
vales of Bath, whenever the weather would 
them to walk out. She would 
even sometimes start questions in com- 
pany, with seeming unconcern, in order 
know what act of suicide was easiest, 
ici which was attended with the smallest 
pain. When tired with exercise, she gene- 
meditation, and she became 
and 


rest; but when the weather prevented her 
usual exercise, and her sleep v.-as thus 
more difficult, she made it a rule to rise 
from her bed, and walk about her cham- 
ber, till she began to find an inclination 
for repose. 

This custom made it necessary for her 
to order a candle to be kept burning all 
night in her room ; and the maid usually, 
when she withdrew, locked the chamber 
door, and pushing the key under it be- 
yond reach, her mistress, by that con.stant 
method, lay undisturbed till seven o’clock 
in the morning, when she arose, unlocked 
the door, and rang the bell as a signal for 
the maid to return. 

This state of seeming piety, regularity, 
and prudence continued for some time, 
till the gay, celebrated, toasted Miss Sylvia 
was .sunk into a housekeeper to the gentle- 
man at whose house she lived. She was 
unable to keep company, for want of the 
elegancies of dress, which are the usual 
passports among the polite ; and was too 
haughty to seem to want them. The 
fashionable, the amusing, and the polite 
in society now seldom visited her; and 
from being once the object of every eye, 
she was now deserted by all, and preyed 
upon by the bitter reflections of her own 
imprudence. 

Mr. Wood and part of his family were 
gone to London, and Miss Sylvia was left 
with the rest as a governess at Bath. 
She sometimes saw Mr. Nash, and ac- 
knowledged the friendship of his admoni- 
tions, though she refu.sed to accept any 
other marks of his generosity than that of 
advice. Upon the clo.se of the clay on 
which Mr. Wood was expected to return 
from London, she expressed some uneasi- 
ness at the disappointment of not seeing 
him, took particular care to settle the 
affairs of his family, and then as usual sat 
down to meditation. She now cast a 
retrospect over her past misconduct, and 
her approaching misery ; she saw that 
even affluence gave her no real happiness, 
and from indigence she thought nothing 
could be hoped but lingering calamity. 
She at length conceived the fatal resolu- 
tion of leaving a life in which she could 
see no corner for comfort, and terminating 
a scene of imprudence in suicide. 
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Thus resolved, she sat down at her 
dining-room window, and with cool intre- 
pidity wrote the following lines on one of 
the panes of the window 

“ O Death ! thou pleasing end of human woe! 
Thou cure for life ! thou greatest good below ! 
Still mayst thou fly the coward and the slave. 
And thy soft slumbers only bless the brave.” 

She then went into company with the 
most cheerful serenity, talked of indifferent 
subjects till supper, which she ordered to 
be got ready in a little library belonging 
to the family. There she spent the re- 
maining hours preceding bed-time, in 
dandling two of Mr. Wood’s children on 
her knees. In retiring from thence to 
her chamber, she went into the nursery 
to take her leave of another child, as it 
lay sleeping in the cradle. Struck with j 
the innocence of the little babe’s looks, I 
and the consciousness of her meditated ’ 
guilt, she could not avoid bursting into ; 
tears and hugging it in her arms ; she ; 
then bid her old servant a good night, for ; 
the first time that she had ever done so, 
and went to bed as usual 

It is probable she soon quitted her bed, 
and was seized with an alternation of ! 
passions, before she yielded to the im- | 
pulse of despair. She dressed herself in j 
clean linen and vvhite garments of every i 
kind, like a bride-maid. Her gown was ! 
pinned over her breast, just as a nurse | 
pins the swaddling-clothes of an infant, j 
A pink silk girdle was the instrument : 
with which she resolved to terminate her | 
misery, and this was lengthened by an- j 
other made of gold thread. The end of ; 
the former was tied with a noose, and the | 
latter with three knots, at a small distance | 
fi'om one another. | 

Thus prepared, she sat down again and j 
read ; for she left the book open at that 1 
place in the story of Olympia, in the Or- 
lando Furioso of Ariosto, where, by the 
perfidy and ingratitude of her bosom 
friend, she was ruined and left to the 
mercy of an unpitying world. This fatal 
event gave her fresh spirits to go through 
her tragical purpose ; so, standing upon 
a stool, and flinging the girdle, which 
was tied round her neck, over a closet 
door that opened into her chamber, she 
remained suspended. Her weight, how- 


ever, broke the girdle, and the poor de- 
spairer fell on the floor with such violence 
that her fall awakened a woikman that 
lay in the house, about half an hour after 
two o’clock. Recovering herself, she 
began to walk about the room, as her 
usual custom was when she wanted sleep ; 
and the workman imagining it to be only 
some ordinary accident, again went to 
sleep. She once more, therefore, had 
recourse to a stronger girdle made of 
silver thread, and this kept her suspended 
till she died. Her old maid continued in 
the morning to wait as usual for the 
ringing of the bell, and protracted her 
patience, hour after hour, till two o’clock 
in the afternoon ; when the workmen at 
length entering the room through the 
window, found their unfortunate mistress 
still hanging and quite cold. The coroner’s 
jury being impanelled, brought in their 
verdict lunacy, and her corpse was next 
night decently buried in her father’s grave, 
at the charge of a female companion, 
with whom she had for many years an 
inseparable intimacy. 

Thus ended a female wit, a toast, and 
a gamester; loved, admired, and for- 
saken : formed for the delight of society, 
fallen by imprudence into an object of 
pity. Hundreds in high life lamented her 
fate, and wished, when too late, to redress 
her injuries. They who once had helped 
to impair her fortune, now I'egretted that 
they had assisted in so mean a pursuit 
The little effects she had left behind w’ere 
bought up with the greatest avidity, by 
those who desired to preserve some token 
of a companion that once had given them 
such delight. The remembrance of every 
virtue she was possessed of was now 
improved by pity. Her former follies 
were few, but the last swelled them to 
a large amount ; and she remains the 
strongest instance to posterity, that want 
of prudence alone almost cancels every 
other virtue. 

In all this unfortunate lady’s affairs Mr. 
Nash took a peculiar concern ; he directed 
her whp they played, advised her -when 
she deviated from the rules of caution, and 
performed the last offices of friendship 
after her decease, by raising the auction 
of her little effects. 



But lie was not only the assistant and 
the friend of the fair sex ; he was also 
their defender. He secured their persons 
from insult, and their reputations from 
scandal. Nothing offended him more 
than a young fellow’s pretending to receive 
favours from ladies he probably never 
saw. Nothing pleased him so much as 
seeing such a piece of deliberate mischief 
punished. Nash and one of his friends, 
being newly arrived at Tunbridge from 
Bath, were one day on the walks, and, 
seeing a young fellow of fortune with 
whom they had some slight acquaintance, 
joined him. After the usual chat and 
news of the day was ovej, Mr. Nash 
asked him, how long he had been at the 
Wells and what coinpany was there ? The 
other replied, he had been at Tunbridge 
a month : but as for company, he could 
find as good at a Tyburn ball. Not a 
soul was to be seen, except a parcel of 
gamesters and strumpets, who would 
grant the last favour for a single stake at 
the Pharaoh bank. “Look you there,” 
continued he, “ that goddess of midnight, 
so fine at t’other end of the walks, by 
Jove she was mine this morning for half 
a guinea j and she there, who brings up 
the rear with powdered hair and dirty 
ruffles, she’s pretty enough, but cheap, 
perfectly cheap : why, my boys, to my 
own knowledge, you may have her for a 
crown and dish of chocolate into the 
bargain — last Wednesday night we were 
happy.” “ Hold there, sir,” cried the 
gentleman ; “ as for your having the first 
lady, it is possible it may be true, and I 
intend to ask her about it, for she is my 
sister ; but as to your being happy with 
the other last Wednesday, I am sure you 
are a lying rascal. She is my wife, and 
we came here but last night.” The buck 
vainly asked pardon ; the gentleman was 
going to give him proper chastisement, 
-when Mr. Nash interposed in his behalf, 
and obtained his pardon upon condition 
that he quitted Tunbridge immediately. 

But Mr. Nash not only took care, during 
his administration, to protect the ladies 
from the insults of our sex, but to guard 
them from the- slanders of each other. 
He, in the first place, prevented any 
animosities that might arise from place 


and precedence, by being previously ac- 
quainted with the rank and quality of 
almost every family in the British domi- 
nlons. He endeavoured to render scandal 
odious, by marking it as the result of 
envy and folly united. Not even Solon 
could have enacted a wiser law in such 
society as Bath. The gay, the heedless, 
and the idle, who mostly compose the 
group of water-drinkers, seldom are at 
the pains of talking upon universal topics 
which require comprehensive thought or 
abstract reasoning. The adventures of 
the little circle of their own acquaintance 
or of some names of quality and fashion 
make up their whole conversation. But 
it is too likely, that when we mention 
those, we wisli to depress them, in order 
to render ourselves more conspicuous : 
scandal must therefore have fixed liter 
throne at Bath preferable to any other 
part of the kingdom. However, though 
these endeavours could not totally suppress 
this custom among the fair, yet they 
gained him the friendship of several ladies 
of distinction who had smarted pretty 
severely under the lash of censure. 

Among this number was the old Duchess 
of Marlborough, who conceived a par- 
ticular friendship for him, ' and which 
continued during her life. She frequently 
consulted him in several concerns of a 
private nature. Her letting leases, build- 
ing bridges, or forming canals, were often 
carried on under his guidance ; but she 
advised with him particularly in purchasing 
liveries for the footmen j a business to 
which she thought his genius best adapted. 
As anything relative to her may please 
the curiosity of such as delight in the 
anecdotes and letters of the great, how- 
ever dull and insipid, I shall beg leave to 
present them with one or two of her 
epistles, collected at a venture from several 
others to the same puipose. 

“ThMR. Nash, at the Bath, 

T^ienheim, Sept. iS, 1724. 

“ Mr, Jennens will give you an account 
how little time I have in my power, and 
that will make my excuse for not thanking 
you sooner for the favour of your letter, 
and for the trouble you have given 
self ill bespeaking the cloth, wdiich 
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sure will be good, since you have under- dalously cheated, if he finds that anything 
taken to order it. Pray ask Mrs. Jennens can be let better than it lias been let, I* do 
concerning the cascade, which will satisfy not doubt but he will do it.” 


all doubts in that matter; she saw it play, 
which it will do in great beauty, for at | 


The Duchess of hlarlborough seems to 


least six hours together, and it runs enough have been not a much better writer than 
to cover all the stones constantly, and is Mr. Nash ; but she was worth many 
a hundred feet broad, which I am told is hundred thousand pounds, and that might 
a much greater breadth than any cascade console her. It may give splenetic 
is in England ; and this will be yet better philosophy, however, some scope for 
than it is, when it is quite finished. This meditation, when it considers what a 
water is a great addition to this place, and parcel of stupid trifles the world is ready 
the lake being thirty acres, out of which to admire. 

the cascade comes, and falls into the canal Whatever might have been hlr. Nash’s 
that goes through the bridge, it makes other excellences, there was one in which 
that look as if it was necessary, which few exceeded him; I mean his extensive 
before seemed so otherwise. I am your humanity. None felt pity more strongly, 
most humble servant, and none made greater efforts to relieve 

S. Marlborough.” distress. If I were to name any reigning 
and fashionable virtue in the present ag4 

''To Mr. Nash, at ike Bath. I think it should be charity. The mm> 

“ Marlborough-houso, May, 17, 1735- benefactions privately given, tbe 


..a,, V, Solicitations for charity, 

Sir, I have leceived tlie favom o, success they meet with, serve to 

yours of the loth o^Iay with that from 
Mr. Harvey ; and by las post I 

a Jetter from Mr. Oveiton, ^ o a j^jjance we greatly excel them. I know 
haihff and a surveyor, whom I | not whether !t ma.y not be spreading the 
employed a great while upon my estates 1 influence of Mr. Nash too widelv to^sav. 


in Wiltshire. 


muc upcm my esmucs | influence of Mr. Nash too widely to say, 

I yye of principal causes of 


yeiy nsefol man of his sort. He writes imroHricfog tMs nXle'e^ 
o me, that Mn Harvey has. been with the rich ; but certain it is, no private man 
him and brought him a paper, which I 

sent you. Pie says that, finding he was ^ 


a man that was desirous to serve me, he j 
had assisted him all he could, by informa- 


Before gaming was suppressed, and in 
the meridian of his life and fortune, his 


lions which he has given ; and that he rT axiu luiume, mb 

should continue to assist him. I have ^ 

writ to him that he did mighty well. he money he got 

TImro is Iikewi.se n considerahl? leimnt of Without reluc- 


There is likewise a considerable tenant of 
my Lord Bruce’s, his name is Cannons, 


tance ; and whenever unable to relieve a 
wretch who sued for assistance, he has 


who has promised me his assistance cibsibicmce ne as 

towards recommending tenants for these r v \ r tenrs. A gentle- 

know such a man, he may put him m - . 


as he was playing a 


Know SUCH a man, ne may piu mm m ^ t. i S 

mind of it. I am sure you will do me all the ® ,°7 P°™t’ 

goodyou can. And I hope you are sure won ^ ^ "bat mdilfeieiice he 

that I shallalways be sensible of the obli- could not avoid wuspeniig. 

gations I have to you, and ever be your k T ' .f 7'l 

1 st thankful and obliged humble servant, "ould all that 

“k Marlborough T o"«bearmg 

him, clapped the money into his hand ; 
Mr, Harvey may conclude to take any and cried, Go and be happy.” 

•ices that were given you in the paper. About six-and-thirty years ago, a cler- 
ut as I know that we have been scan- gyman brought his family to Bath for the 


most thankful and obliged humble servant, 
“S. Marlborough. 


prices that were given you in the paper. 
But as I know that we have heen scan- 
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benefit of the waters. His wife laboured 
under a lingering disorder, which it w^as 
thought nothing but the Hot-wells could 
remove. The expenses of living there 
soon lessened the poor man’s finances ; 
his clothes were sold, piece by piece, to 
provide a. temporary relief for his little i 
family, and his appearance was at last so | 
shabby, that, from the number of fioles I 
in his coat and stockings, Nash gave him j 
the name of Doctor Cullender. Our i 
beau, it seems, was rude enough to make 
a jest of poverty, though he had sen- 
sibility enough to relieve it. The poor 
clergyman combated his distresses with | 
fortitude ; and, instead of attempting to j 
solicit relief, endeavoured to conceal them. | 
Upon a living of thirty pounds a year he 
endeavoured to maintain his wife and six 
children ; but all his resources at last 
failed him, and nothing but famine was 
seen in the wretched family. The poor 
man’s circumstances were at last com- 
municated to Nash ; who, with his usual 
cheerfulness, undertook to relieve him. 
On a Sunday evening, at a public tea- 
drinking at Harrison’s, he went about to 
collect a subscription, and began it him- 
self by giving five guineas. By this 
means two hundred guineas were collected 
in less than two hours, and the poor 
family raised from the lowest despondence 
into affluence and felicity. A bounty so 
unexpected had a better influence even 
upon the woman’s coiistitutiori than all 
that either the physicians or the waters of 
Bath could produce, and she recovei^ed. 
But his good offices did not rest here, 
lie prevailed upon a nobleman of his 
acquaintance to present the doctor with a 
living of i6o/. a year, which made that 
happiness he had before produced, in 
some measure permanent. 

In the severe winter of the year 1739 
his charity was great, useful, and extensive. 
He frequently, at that season of calamity, 
entered the houses of the poor, whom he 
thought too proud to beg, and generously 
relieved them. The colliers were at this 
time peculiarly distressed ; and in order 
to excite compassion, a number of them 
yoked themselves to a waggon loaded 
with coals, and drew it into Bath, and 
presented it to Mr. Nash. Their scheme 


had the proper effect. Mr. Nash pro- 
cured them a subscription, and gave ten 
guineas towards it himself. The weavers 
also shared his bounty at that season. 
They came begging in a body into Bath, 
and he provided a plentiful dinner for 
their entertainment, and* gave each a 
week’s subsistence at going away. 

There are few public charities to which 
he was not a subscriber, and many he prin- 
cipally contributed to support. Among 
others, Mr. Annesley, that strange ex- 
ample of the mutability of fortune, and 
the inefficacy of our laws, shared his in- 
terest and bounty. I have now before 
me a 'well-wntten letter, addressed to 
Mr. Nash, in order to obtain his interest 
for that unhappy gentleman : it comes 
from Mr. Henderson, a Quaker, who was 
Mr. Annesley’s father’s agent. This 
gentleman warmly espoused the young 
adventurer’s interest, and, I am told, fell 
with him. 

‘‘London, October 23, 1756, 

“My Good Friend,— When I had 
the honour of conversing with thee at 
Tunbridge, in September last, concerning 
that most singular striking case of Mr. 
Annesley, \vhom I have known since he 
was about six years old, I being then 
: employed by the late Lord Baron of 
; Altham, his father, as his agent. From 
; what I know of the affairs of that family, 

I I am well assured, that Mr. Annesley is 
I the legitimate son of the late Lord Baron 
I of Altham, and in consequence thereof is 
I entitled to the honours and estates of 
I Anglesey. Were I not well assured of his 
I right to those honours and estates, I 
j would not give countenance to his claim. 

! I well remember, that thou then raaclest 
me a promi.se to assist him in soliciting 
a subscription, that was then begun at 
Tunbridge ; but as that place was not • 
within the limits of thy province, thou 
I couldsi not promi.se to do much there. 

I But thou saidst, that in case he would go 
' to Bath in the season, thou wouldst then 
and there show him how much thou 
wouldst be his friend. 

* And now, my good friend, as the 
season is come on, and Mr. Annesley now 
at Bath, I beg leave to remind thee of 
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that promise ; and that thou wilt keep 
in full view the honour, the everlasting 
honour, that will naturally redound to 
thee from thy benevolence, and crown all 
the good actions of thy life, I say, now 
in the vale of life, to relieve a distressed 
young nobleman, to extricate so immense 
an estate from the hands of oppression ; 
to do this, will fix such a ray of glory on 
thy memory, as will speak forth thy praise 
to future ages. This, with great respect, 
is the needful, from thy assured Friend, 

“ William Henderson. 

“Be pleased to give my respects to 
Mr. Annesley and his spouse. ” 

Mr. Nash punctually kept his word with 
this gentleman. He began the subscrip- 
tion himself with the utmost liberality, 
and procured such a list of encouragers, 
as at once did honour to Mr. Annesley’s 
cause and their own generosity. What 
a pity it was that this money, which was 
given for the relief of indigence only, 
went to feed a set of reptiles, who batten 
upon our weakness, miseries, and vice ! 

It may not be known to the generality 
of my readers, that the last act of the 
comedy called “/Esop,” which was added 
to the French plot of Boursault by Mr. 
Vanbrugh, w^as taken from a story told of 
Mr. Nash upon a similar occasion. He 
had in the early part of life made proposals 

of marriage to Miss ¥■ •, of D — — : 

his affluence at that time, and the favour 
which he was in with the nobility, readily 
induced the young lady’s father to favour 
his addresses. However, upon opening 
the affair to herself, she candidly told him 
her affections were placed upon another, 
and that she could not possibly comply. 
Though this answer satisfied Mr. Nash, 
it was by no means sufficient to appease 
the father ; and he peremptorily insisted 
upon her obedience. Things were carried 
to the last extremity, when Mr. Nash 
undertook to settle the affair ; and desiring 
his favoured rival to be sent for, with his 
own hand presented his misti’ess to him, 
together with a fortune equal to what her 
father intended to give her. Such an 
uncommon instance of generosity had aa 
instant effect upon the severe parent ; he 
considered such disinterestedness as a just 


reproach to his own mercenary disposition, 
and took his daughter once more into 
favour. I wish, for the dignity of history, 
that the sequel could be concealed ; hut 
the young lady ran awayhvith her footman, 
before half a year was expired, and her 
husband died of grief. 

In general, the benefactions of a ge- 
nerous man are but ill bestov^ed. His 
heart seldom gives him leave to examine 
the real distress of the object which sues 
for pity ; his goodmature takes the alarm 
too soon, and he bestows his fortune on 
only apparent wretchedness. The man 
naturally frugal, on the other hand, seldom 
relieves ; but when he does, his reason, 
and not his sensations, generally find out 
the object. Every instance of his bounty 
is therefore permanent, and bears witness 
to his benevolence. 

Of all the immense sums which Nash 
I lavished upon real or apparent wretched- 
I ness, the effects, after a few years, seemed 
I to disappear. His money was generally 
! given to support immediate want, or to 
i relieve improvident indolence, and there- 
; fore it vanished in an hour. Perhaps, 
i towards the close of life, were he to look 
I round on the thousand he had relieved, 

I he would find but few made happy, or 
; fixed by his bounty in a state of thriving 
j industry : it was enough for him, that he 
i gave to those that wanted ; he never 
! reflected that charity to some might im- 
; poverish himself without relieving them ; 

: he seldom considered the merit or the 
' industry of the petitioner; or he rather 
, fancied, that misery was an excuse for 
: indolence and guilt. It was a usual say- 
1 ing of his, when he went to beg for any 
; person in distress, that they who could 
I stoop to the meanness of solicitation must 
i certainly \vant the favour for which they 
I petitioned. 

! In this manner, therefore, he gave away 
immense sums of his own, and still greater 
: which he procured from others. Plis 
way was, when any person was pi-oposed 
' to him as an object of charity, to go 
, round with his hat first among the no- 
I ])ility, according to their rank, and so on, 
j till he left scarce a single person unso- 
licited. They who go thus about to beg 
I for others, generally find a pleasure in the 
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task. They consider, in some measure, 
every benefaction they procure as given 
by themselves, and have at once the plea- 
sure of being liberal, without the self- 
reproach of being profuse. 

But of all the instances of Nash’s bounty, 
none does him more real honour than the 
pains he took in establishing an hospital 
at Bath, in which benefaction, however, 
Dr, Oliver had a great share. This was 
one of those well-guided charities, dictated 
by reason, and supported by prudence. 
By this institution, the diseased poor 
might recover health, when incapable of 
receiving it in any other part of the king- 
dom, As the disorders of the poor who 
could expect to find relief at Bath were 
mostly chronical, the expense of maintain- 
ing them there was found more than their i 
parishes thought proper to afford. They 
therefore chose to support them in a con- 
tinual state of infirmity, by a small allow- 
ance at home, rather than be at the charge 
of an expensive cure. An hospital there- 
fore at Bath, it w'as thought, would be an 
asylum to those disabled creatures, and 
would, at the same time, give the physi- 
cian a more thorough insight into the 
efficacy of the waters, from the regularity 
with which such patients would be obliged 
to take them. These inducements, there- 
fore, influenced Dr. Oliver and Nash to 
promote a subscription towards such a 
benefaction. The design was set on foot 
so early as the year 1711, but was not 
completed till the year 1 742. This delay, 
which seems siirpiising, was in fact owing 
to the want of a proper fund for carrying 
the work into execution. What I said 
above, of charity being the characteristic 
virtue of the present age, will be more 
fully evinced by comparing the old and 
new subscriptions for this hospital. These 
will show the difference between ancient 
and modern benevolence. When I run 
my eye over the list of those who sub- 
scribed in the year 1723, I find the sub- 
scriptions in general seldom rise above a 
guinea each person ; so that, at that time, 
with all their efforts, they were unable 
to raise four hundred pounds ; but iii 
about twenty years after, each particular 
subscription was greatly increased— -ten, 
twenty, thirty pounds,, being the most 


ordinary sums then subscribed, and they 
soon raised above two thousand pounds 
for the purpose. 

Thus, chiefly by the means of Dr, 
Oliver and Mi*. Nash, but not without the 
assistance of the good Mr. Allen, who 
gave them the stone for building and other 
benefactions, this hospital was erected ; 
and it is at present fitted up for the recep- 
tion of one hundred and ten patients, the 
cases mostly paralytic or leprous. 

The following conditions are observed, 
previous to admittance : — ■ 

“ I. The case of the patient must be 
described by some physician or person of 
skill in the neighbourhood of the place 
where the patient has resided for some 
time ; and this description, together with 
a certificate of the poverty of the patient, 
attested by some persons of credit, must 
be sent in a letter, post paid, directed to 
the registrar of the Genei-al Hospital of 
Bath. 

“ II. After the patient’s case has been 
thus described, and sent, he must remain 
in his usual place or residence till he has 
notice of a vacancy, signified by a letter 
from the registrar. 

“ III. Upon the receipt of such a letter 
the patient must set forward for Bath, 
bringing with him this letter, the parish 
certificate, duly executed, and allowed by 
two justices, and three pounds caution- 
money, if from any part of England or 
Wales; but if the patient comes from 
Scotland or Ireland, then the caution- 
money to be deposited before admission 
is the sum of five pounds. 

“ IV. Soldiers may, instead of parish 
certificates, bring a certificate from their 
commanding officers, signifying to what 
corps they belong, and that they shall be 
received into the same corps, when dis- 
charged from the Hospital, in whatever 
condition they are. But it is necessary 
that their cases be described and sent 
previously, and that they bring with them 
three pounds caution-money. 

■VNote, — The intention of the caution- 
money is to defray the expenses of return- 
ing the patients after they are discharged 
from the Hospital, or of their burial in 
case they die there. The remainder of 
the caution-money, after these expenses 
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are defrayed, will be returned to tlie person 
who made the deposit.” 

I am unwilling to leave this subject of 
his benevolence, because it is a virtue in 
his character which must stand almost 
single against an hundred follies; and it 
deserves the more to be insisted on, be- 
cause it was lai'ge enough to outweigh 
them all. A man may be an hypocrite 
safely in every other instance but in charity : 
there are few who will buy the character 
of benevolence at the rate for which it 
must be acquired. In short, the sums he 
gave aw^ay were immense; and in old 
age, when at last growm too poor to give 
relief, he gave^ as the poet has it, 

Jie had — a tear: ” when incapable of re- 
lieving the agonies of the wretched, he 
attempted to relieve his own by a flood of 
sorrow. 

The sums he gave and collected for the 
Hospital were great, and his manner of 
doing it was no less admirable. I am 
told that he was once collecting money in 
Wiltshire’s room for that purpose, w^heii a 
lady entered, who is more remarkable for 
her wit than her charity, and not being- 
able to pass by him unobserved, she gave 
him a pat with her fan, and said, “ You 
must put down a trifle for me, Nash, for 
I have no money in my pocket.” “ Yes, 
madam,” says he, that I will with plea- 
sure if your grace will tell me when to 
stop; ” then taking an handful of guineas 
out of his pocket, he began to tell them 
into his white hat— “ One, two, three, 

four, five ” “ Hold, hold I ” says the 

duchess, ‘‘ consider wdiat you are about.” 
‘’Consider your rank and fortune, madam,” 
says Nash, and continues telling — “ six, 
seven, eight, nine, ten.” Here the duchess 
called again, and seemed angry. “ Pray 
compose yourself, madam,” cried Nash, 
“ and don’t interrupt the wwk of charity 
— eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fif- 
teen.” Here the duchess stormed, and 
caught hold of his hand. “ Peace, madam,” 
says Nash, “ you shall have your name 
written in letters of gold, madam, and 
upon the front of the building, madam. 
Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, 
twenty.” “ I won’t pay a farthing more,” 
says the duchess. “ Charity hides a mul- 
titude of sins,” replies Nash; “twenty- 


one, twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty- 
four, twenty-five.” “Nash,” says she, 

“ I protest you frighten me out of my 
wits. L— 'd, X shall die I ” “ Madam, 
you will never die with doing good ; and 
if you do, it will be the better for you,” 
answered Nash, and was about to pro- 
ceed; but perceiving her grace had lost 
all patience, a parley ensued, when he, 
after much altercation, agreed to stop his 
hand, and compound with her grace for 
thirty guineas. The duchess, however, 
seemed displeased the whole evening, and 
when he came to the table where she \vas 
playing, bid him, “ Stand farther, an ugly 
devil, for she hated the sight of him.” 
But her grace afterwards having a run of 
good luck, called Nash to her. “ Come,” 
says she, “ I will be friends with you, 
though you are a fool ; and to let you see 
I am not angry, there is ten guineas more 
for your charity. But this I insist on, 

■ that neither my name nor the sum shall 
be mentioned.” 

P'rom the tiospital erected for the benefit 
of the poor, it is an easy transition to the 
monuments erected by him in honour of 
the great. Upon the recovery of the 
Prince of Orange, by drinking the Bath 
waters, Nash caused a small obelisk, 
thirty feet high, to be erected in a grove 
j near the Abbey church, since called 
Grange Grove. This Prince’s arms adorn 
the west side of the body of the pedestal. 
The inscription is on the opposite side, in 
the following words : — 

“ In memoriam sanitatis Principi Aiiri- 
aco Aquariun thermalium potu, favente 
Dep, ovante Britannia, feliciter restituti'e, 
M. Dcc. xxxiv.” In English thus “ In 
memory of the happy restoration of the 
health of the Prince of Orange, through 
the favour of God, and to the great joy of 
Britain, by drinking the Bath waters. 

I find it a general custom at all baths 
and spas, to erect monuments of this kind 
to the memoiy of every prince who has 
received benefit from the waters. Aix, 
Spa, and Pisa abound with inscri]3tions of 
this nature, apparently doing honour to 
the prince, but in reality celebrating the 
efficacy of their springs. It is wrong, 
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therefore, to call such monuments in- 
stances of gratitude, though they may 
wear that appearance. 

In the year 1738, the Prince of Wales 


with some whose office about the P. 
might make them the best judges what 
sort of inscription to set up. Nothing can 
be plainer than the enclosed ; it is nearly 


came to Bath, who presented Nash with the common sense of the thing, and I do 
a large gold enamelled snuff-box; and not know how to flourish upon it; but 
upon his departure, Nash, as king of ; this you would do as well or better your- 
Bath, erected an obelisk in honour of this i self, and I dare say may mend the expres- 
prince, as he had before done for the | sion. I am truly, dear Sir, your affec- 
Prince of Orange. This handsome me- tionate servant, 

morial in honour of that good-natured “ A. Pope. 

prince is erected in Queen Square. It is “ I think I need not tell you my name 
enclosed with a stone balustrade, and in should not be mentioned.” 
the middle of every side there are large 

iron gates. In the centre is the obelisk, Such a letter as this was what might 
seventy feet high, and terminating in a naturally be expected from Mr. Pope, 
point. The expenses of this were eighty Notwithstanding the seeming modesty 
pounds ; and Mr. Nash was determined towards the conclusion, the vanity of an 
that the inscription should answer the applauded writer bursts through every line 
magnificence of the pile. With this view of it. The difficulty of concealing his 
he wrote to Mr. Pope, requesting an hand from the clerks at the post-office, 
inscription. I should have been glad to and the solicitude to have his name con- 


ha'^e given Nash’s letter upon this occa- 
sion ; the reader, however, must be satis- 


cealed, were marks of the consciousness of 
his own importance. It is probable his 


fled with Pope’s reply, which is as fol - 1 hand was not so very well known, nor his 
lows ; — I letters so eagerly opened, by the clerks of 

“ Sir, -I have received yours, and ferns always to think ; 

thank your partiality in my favour. You f ‘ v 

say words cannot express the gratitude of Swift there runs a strain of pnde a.s if 
you feel for the favour of his R H., and but lem- 

yet you would have me express what you t 

leel, and in a few words. I own myself day f ter I am dead the smv will 

unequal to the task ; for even gmnting it shine as bright as the day before and the 

possible to express an inexpressible idea, ’’f .““‘7 “ 

1 am the woi-st person you could have strange, that neither an ec ipse nor an 
pitched upon for thi.s purpose, who have earthquake should follow tlie loss of a 

received so few favours from the great j ‘ . . . ^ i i. » • -i 

myself, tliat I am utterly unacquainted] ascription referred to in this letter 

lYith what kinds of thanks they like best. .^fter^rds en- 

Whether the P. most loves' poetry or graved on the obelisk, and is as follows 

prose, I protest I do not know; but this In memory of honours besttnved, 

I dare venture to affirm, that you can give and in gratitude for benefits conferred in 
him as much satisfaction in either as I can. . „ 

Y o * jy 2. • 1. j ills jTxi^rinGss 

I am, Sir, your anectioiiate servant, Frederick, Prince of Wales, 

A. Pope.”- and his Royal Consort, 

What Mr. Nash’s answer to this billet this Obefeki? erected by 

was I cannot take upon me to ascertain ; Richard Nash, Esq." 

but it was proRably a perseverance in his j 

former request. I he following is the copy ^ councilman in the corporation 

of Mr. Pope s reply to his second letter 

“ Sir, — I had sooner answered yours, Nothing can be more frigid, though the 
but in the hope of procuring a properer subject was worthy of the utmost exertions 
hand than mine ; and then in consulting of genius. 
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About this period every season brought 
some new accession of honour to Nash ; 
and the corporation now universally found 
that he was absolutely necessary for pro- 
moting the welfare of the city ; so that 
this year seems to have been the meridian 
of his glory. About this time he arrived 
at such a pitch of authority, that I really 
believe Alexander was not greater at 
Persepolis. The countenance he received 
from the Prince of Orange, the favour he 
was in with the Prince of Wales, and the 
caresses of the nobility, all conspired to 
lift him to the utmost pitch of vanity. The 
exultation of a little mind, upon being ad- 
mitted to the familiarity of the great, is 
inexpressible. The Prince of Orange had 
made him a present of a very fine snuff- 
box. Upon this some of the nobility 
thought it would be proper to give snuff- 
boxes too ; they were quickly imitated by 
the middling gentry, and it soon became 
the fashion to give Nash snuff-boxes, who 
had ill a little time a number sufficient to 
have furnished a good toy-shop. 

To add to his honours, there was placed 
a full-length picture of him in Wiltshire’s 
Ball-room, between the busts of Newton 
and Pope. It was upon this occasion 
that the Earl of Chesterfield wrote the 
following severe but witty epigram : — - 

Immortal Newton never spoke 
More truth, than here you’ll find, 

Nor Pope himself e’er penrid a joke 
More cruel on mankind. 

“ The picture placed the busts between 
Gives satire its full strength; 

Wisdom and Wit are little seen, 

But Folly at full length.” 

There is also a full-length picture of 
Mr. Nash in Simpson’s Ball-room, and 
his statue at full-length in the Pump- 
room, with a plan of the Bath Hospital 
in his hand. He was now treated in every 
respect like a great man ; he had his 
levee, his flatterers, his buffoons, his good- 
natured creatures, and even his dedicators. 

A trifling, ill-supported vanity was his 
foible ; and while he received the homage 
01 the vulgar and enjoyed the familiarity 
of the great, he felt no pain for the un- 
promising view of poverty that lay before 
him : he enjoyed the world as it went, and 
drew upon content for the deficiencies of ] 


fortune. If a cringing wretch called him 
“his Honour,” he was pleased ; internally 
conscious that he had the justest preten- 
sions to the title. If a beggar called him 
“ my Lord, ” he w'as happy, and generally 
sent the flatterer off happy too. I have 
known him, in London, wait a wffiole clay 
at a window in the Smyrna Coffee-house, 
in order to receive a bow from the Prince, 
or the Duchess of Marlborough, as they 
passed by where he was standing, and he 
woiilci then look round upon the company 
for admiration and respect. 

But perhaps the reader desires to know 
who could be low enough to flatter a man 
who himself lived in some measure by 
dependence. Plundreds are ready upon 
those occasions. The very needy are 
almost ever flatterers. A man in wretched 
circumstances forgets his own value, and 
feels no pain in giving up superiority to 
every claimant. The very vain are ever 
flatterers j as they find it necessary to 
make use of all their arts to keep company 
with such as are superior to themselves. 
But particularly the prodigal are prone to 
adulation, in order to open new supplies 
for their extravagance. The poor, the 
vain, and the extravagant are chiefly ad- 
dicted to this vice : and such hung upon 
his good-nature. When these three cha- 
racters are found united in one person, the 
composition generally becomes a great 
man’s favourite. It was not difficult to 
collect such a group in a city that was the 
centre of pleasure. Nash had them of 
all sizes, from the half-pay captain in laced 
clothes, to the humble boot-catcher at the 
Bear. 

I have before me a bundle of letters, all 
addressed from a pack of flattering rep- 
tiles, to “his Honour,” and even some 
printed dedications in the same servile 
strain. In these, “ his "Honour” is com- 
plimented as the great encourager of the 
polite arts, as a gentleman of the most 
accomplished taste, of the most extensive 
learning, and, in short, of everything in the 
world. ^ But, perhaps, it will be thought 
wrong in me to unveil the blushing muse, 
to brand learning with the meanness of its 
professors or to expose scholars in a state 
of contempt. For the honour of letters 
the dedications to Nash are not written by 
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scholars or poets, but by people of a dif- 
ferent stamp. 

Among this number was the highway- 
man, who was taken after attempting to 
rob and murder Dr. Hancock. He was 
called Poiilter, aHas Baxter, and published 
a book, exposing the tricks of gamblers, 
thieves, and pickpockets. This he in- 
tended to have dedicated to Mr. Nash ; 
but the generous patron, though no man 
loved praise more, was too modest to have 
it printed. However, he took care to 
preserve the manuscript among the rest of 
his papers. The book was entitled “ The 
Discoveries of John Boulter, a/zhj Baxter, 
who was apprehended for robbing Dr. 
Hancock of Salisbury, on Claverton 
Down, near Bath ; and who has been 
admitted king’s evidence, and discovered 
a most numerous gang of villains. Being 
a full account of all the robberies he com- 
mitted, and the surprising tricks and frauds 
he has practised for the space of five years 
last past, in different parts of England, 
particularly in the west. Written wholly 
by Himself.” The dedication intended to 
be prefixed is as follows, and will give a 
specimen of the style of a highwayman 
and a gambler ; — 

“ To the Hon. Richard Nash, Esq. 

^‘May it please your Honour, — With 
humblest submission I make bold to pre- 
sent the following sheets to your Blonour’s 
consideration and well known humanity. 
As I am industriously careful, in respect 
to his Majesty and good subjects, to put 
an end to the unfortunate misconducts of 
all I know, by bringing them to the 
gallows. To be sure some may censure, 
as if from self-preservation, I made this 
ample discovery ; but I communicate this 
to your Honour and gentry, whether the 
life of one person being taken away, 
would answer the end, as to let escape 
such a number of villains, who has been 
the ruining of many a poor family, for 
whom my soul is now much concerned. 
If my inclinations were ever so roguish 
inclined, Avhat is it to so great a number 
of villains, when they consult together. 
As your Honour’s wisdom, humanity, and 
interest are the friend of the virtuous, I 
make bold to lay at your Honour’s feet 


the following lines, which will put every 
honest man upon his defence against the 
snares of the mischievous ; and am, with 
greatest gratitude, honoured Sir, your 
Honour’s most truly devoted and obedient 
servant, 

“John Boulter, Baxter. 

“Taunton Gaol, June 2nd.’' 

Flattery from such a wretch as this one 
would think but little pleasing ; however, 
certain it is that Nash was pleased with 
it. He loved to be called “your Honour,” 
and “ Honourable,” and the highwayman 
more than once experienced his generosity. 

But since I have mentioned this fellow’s 
book I cannot repress an impulse to give 
an extract from it ; however foreign from 
my subject 1 take the following picture 
to be a perfectly humorous description of 
artful knavery affecting ignorance on one 
hand, and rustic simplicity pretending to 
great -wisdom and sagacity on the other. 
It is an account of the manner in which 
countrymen are deceived by gamblers, at 
a game called Bricking in the Belt, or the 
old Nob. This is a leathern strap folded 
up double, and then laid upon a table ; if 
the person who plays with a bodkm pricks 
into the loop of the belt, he wins, if 
otherwise, he loses. However, by slip- 
ping one end of the strap, the sharper can 
win with pleasure. 

There are generally four persons con- 
cerned in this fraud, one to personate a 
sailor called a leggbull, another called the 
capper, who always keeps with the sailor j 
and two pickers-up, or money-droppers, 
to bring in flats or bubbles. The first 
thing they do at a fair is to look for a 
room clear of company, which the sailor 
and capper immediately take, while the 
money-droppers go out to look for a flat. 
If they see a countryman whose looks 
they like, one drops a shilling or half-a- 
crown just before him, and picking it up 
again, looks the man in the face, and says, 
I have found a piece of money, friend ; 
did you see me pick it up ? The man 
says, Yes ; then says the sharper, If you 
had found it I would have had half, so I 
will do as I would be done unto; come, 
honest friend, we will not part with dry 
lips. Then taking him into the room 
N N 
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where the other two are, he cries, By your 
leave, gentlemen, I hope we don’t disturb 
the company. No, cries the sailor, no, 
brothers ; will you drink a glass of brandy, 

I don’t like your weak liquors ? and then 
begins a discourse, by asking the capper 
how far it is to London ; who replies, I 
don’t know ; perhaps the gentleman there 
can tell you, directing his discourse to the 
flat. Perhaps the flat will answer, A hun- 
dred miles. The sailor cries, I can ride 
that in a day, ay, in four or five hours ; 
for, says he, my horse will run twenty 
knots an hour for twenty-four hours to- ; 
gether. Capper or the sailor’s supposed | 
companion, says, I believe, farmer, you , 
have not got such a horse as the sailor j 
has. The farmer cries. No, and laughs ; 
and then the sailor says, I must go and 
get half a pint of brandy, for I am griped, . 
and so leaves them. The capper, affecting 
a look of wisdom in his absence, observes, 
that it is an old saying, and a true one, i 
that sailors get their money like horses, I 
and spend it like asses ; as for that there j 
sailor, I never saw him till now, buying a I 
horse of my man ; he tells me he has j 
been at sea, and has got about four hundred ' 
pounds prize money, but I believe he will 
squander it all away, for he was gaming 
just now with a sharping fellow and lost ■ 
forty shillings at a strange game of pricking 
in a string. Did either of you ever see it, 
gentlemen ? continued the capper ; if you 
two are willing I will ask him to show it, 
for we may as well win some of his money 
as anybody else. The flat and the dropper 
cry, Do. Then in comes the sailor, 
staggering as if drunk, and cries, What 
cheer, brothers ? I have just seen a pretty 
girl in the fair, and went in to drink with 
hex ; we made a bargain, and I gave her 
a six-and-thirty shilling piece, but an old 
b — h, her mother, came and called her 
away, but I hope she will come back 
to me presently. Then the capper laughs 
and says. Have you got your money of 
her again? The sailor says, No ; but she 
will come to me, I’m sure ; then they all 
laugh. This is done to deceive the flat ; 
then says the capper. What have you 
done with the stick and the string, sailor? 
He answers, What, that which I bought of 
the boys ? I have got it here, but will not 


sell it J and then he pulls out the old i\ob, 
saying, What do you think I gave for it ? 
I gave but sixpence and as much brandy 
as the two boys could drink ; it is made out 
of a monkey’s hide, as the boys told me, 
and they told me there is a game to be 
played at it, which nobody can do twice 
j together ; I will go down aboard ship and 
play with my captain, and I do not fear 
but I shall win his ship and cargo. Then 
they all laugh, and the sailor makes up 
the old nob, and the capper lays a shilling, 
and pricks himself and wins. The sailor 
cries, Y ou are a dab, I will not lay with 
you, but if you will call a stranger I will 
lay again. Why, if you think me a dab, 
I will get this strange gentleman, or this, 
pointing to the flat. Done, cries the 
sailor, but you shall not tell him. Then 
he makes up the nob, and capper lays a 
shilling; flat pricks, being permitted to 
go sixpence ; to which he agreeing, wins; 
and capper says to the flat. Can you 
change me half-a-crown? This is done to 
find the depth of his pocket; if they see a 
good deal of gold, flat must win three or 
four times; if no gold, but twice. Some- 
I times, if the flat has no money, the sailor 
cries, I have more money than any man 
in the fair, and pulls out his purse of gold, 
and saith, Not one of you can beg, borrow, 
or steal half this sum in an hour for a 
guinea. Capper cries, I have laid out all 
mine; farmer, can you? I’ll go your 
halves, if you think you can do it. The 
sailor saith, You must not bring anybody 
with you : then the dropper goes with the 
flat, and saith. You must not tell your 
friend it is for a wager ; if you do, he will 
I not lend it you. Flat goes and borrows 
; it, and brings it to the sailor, shows it him, 

I and wins the wager; then the sailor 
pinches the nob again, and the capper 
j whispers to the flat, to prick out purposely 
I this time, saying it will make the sailor 
' more eager to lay on ; we may as well win 
, his money as not, for he will spend it upon 
whores. Flat, with all the wisdom in the 
I world, loses on purpose, upon which the 
; sailor swears, pulls out all his money, 
j throws it about the room, and cries, I 
I know no man can win for ever, and then 
i lays a guinea, but will not let him prick, 
i but throws down five guineas, and the 


LIFE OF RICHARD HASH 


547 


such a genius as yours : a single word, a 
smile from yourself, outweighs all that I, 
or perhaps the best of our poets, could 
express in writing, in the compass of a 
year. It would ill become my sex to 
declare what power you have over us ; 
but your generosity is, even in this instance^ 
greater than your desire to oblige. The ■ 
following sheets were drawn up at my 
hours of leisure, and may be seiwiceable 
to such of my sex as are more willing to 
employ their time in laudable occupations 
and domestic economy, than in dress and 
dissipation. What reception they may 
receive from your Honour, I am incapable 
of telling ; liowever, from your knowm 
candour and humanity, I expect the most 
favourable. I am, honoured Sir, your 
most obedient and obliged humble ser- 
vant, “H. W.” 

A musician in his dedication still exceeds 
the other tw^o in a'dulation. However, 
though the matter may be some impeach- 
ment on his sincerity, the manner in which 
it is written reflects no disgrace upon his 
understanding. 


capper urging the flat, and going his halves, 
the sailor saith, My cabin boy wall lay as 
5 much as that ; I’ll lay no less than twenty 
guineas. The capper cries, Lay, farmer, and 
take up forty ; which being certain of win- 
ning, he instantly complies wdth and loses 
the whole. When he has lost, in order to 
advise him, the dropper takes him by the 
arm, and hauls him out of doors, and the 
reckoning being in the meantime paid 
within, the capper and sailor follow after 
and nm another w^ay. When they are 
out of sight, the dropper saith to the flat, 
Go you back and play wdth the sailor for 
a shilling, whilst I go and borrow money; 
but wdien the flat goes to the house, he 
finds them gone, and then he knows that 
he is bit, but not till he has dearly paid 
for it. 

By this fellow’s discoveries, Mr. Nash 
was enabled to serve many of the nobility 
and gentry of bis acquaintance: be re- 
ceived a list of all those houses of ill-fame 
which harboured or assisted rogues, and 
took care to furnish travellers with proper 
precautions to avoid them. It was odd 
enough fo see a gamester thus employed 
in detecting the frauds of gamblers. 

; Among the Dedications there is one 
from a Professor of Cookery, wdiich is 
even more adulatory than the preceding. 
It is prefixed to a work intituled ^‘The 
Complete Preserver ; or a new method of 
preserving fruits, flow^ers, and other vege- 
tables, either with or without sugar, vine- 
gar, or spirits, &c.” 

“ To Richard Nash, Esq. 

“ Honoured Sir, —As much as the 
oak exceeds the bramble, so much do you 
exceed the rest of mankind in benevolence, 
charity, and every other virtue that adorns, 
ennobles, and refines the human species. 
I have therefore made bold to prefix your 
name, though without permission, to the 
following w'ork, which stands in need of 
such a patron, to excuse its errors, with a 

1 candour only known to such a heart as your 
own. The obligations I have received at 
your hands it is impossible for me ever 
to repay, except by my endeavours, as in 
I the present case, to make known the 
I many excellent virtues which you possess. 
1 But what can my wit do to recommend 


7h Richard Nash, Esq. 

“Sir, — The kind partiality of my fiiend 
prevailed with me to present to the world 
these my first attempts in musical compo- 
sition ; and the generous protection you 
have been pleased to afford me, makes it 
my indispensable duty to lay them at your 
feet. Indeed, to whom could I presume 
to offer them, but to the great encourager 
of all polite arts ; for your generosity knows 
no bounds ; nor are you more famed for 
that dignity of mind, which ennobles and 
gives a grace to every part of your conduct, 
than for that humanity and beneficence 
which makes yon the friend and benefactor 
of all mankind. To you, the poor and 
the rich, the diseased and the healthy, the 
aged and the young, owe eveiy comfort, 
every conveniency, and every innocent 
amusement, that the best heart, the most 
skilful management, and the most accom- 
plished taste can furnish. Even this age, 
so deeply practised in all the subtleties of 
refined pleasure, gives you this testimony : 
even this age, so ardently engaged in all 
the ways of the most unbounded charity, 
gives you this praise. Pardon me then,, 
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if, amidst the crowd of votaries, I make 
my humble offering, if I seize this oppor- 
tunity of publicly expressing the grateful 
sentiments of my own heart and profound 
respect, with which I am, Sir, your most 
obliged, most devoted, and most obedient 
servant, 

I fancy I have almost fatigued the reader, 
and I am almost fatigued myself, with the 
efforts of these elegant panegyrists ; how- 
ever, I canitot finish this run of quotation, 
without giving a specimen of poetry, ad- 
dressed to him upon a certain occasion; 
and all I shall say in its defence is, that 
those who are pleased with the prose dedi- 
cations will not dislike the present attempt 
in poetry. 

TO RICHARD NASH, ESQ., 

ON HIS SICKNESS AT TUNBRIDGE. * 

Say, must the friend of human kind,_ 

Of mo.st refined — of most diffusive mind ; 

Must Nash himself beneath these ailments grieve? 
He felt for all— he felt — but to relieve. 

To heal the sick— -the wounded to restore, 

And bid desponding nature mourn no more. 

Thy quick’ning warmth, 0 let thy patron feel, 
Improve thy springs with double power to heal : 
Quick, hither, all-inspiring Health, repair. 

And save the gay — and wretched from despair ; 
Thou only Esra’s drooping sons canst cheer, 

And stop the soft-eyed virgin’s trickling tear ; 

In murmurs who their Monarch’s pains deplore ; 
While sickness faints, and pleasure is no more. 

O let not Death, with hasty strides, advance ; 
Thou, mildest Charity, avert the lance; 

His threatening power, celestial maid ! defeat : 
Nor take him with thee, to thy well-known seat ; 
Leave him on earth some longer date behind, 

To bless, to polish, and relieve mankind : 

Come then, kind Health ! O quickly come away, 
Bid Nash revive— and all the world be gay. 

Such addresses as these were daily 
offered to our titular King. When in the 
meridian of power, scarce a morning passed 
that did not increase the number of his 
humble admirers, and enlarge the sphere 
of his vanity. 

The man who is constantly served up 
with adulation, must be a first-rate philo- 
sopher if he can listen without contracting 
new affectations. The opinion we form 
of ourselves is generally measured by what 
we hear from others ; and when they con- 
spire to deceive, we too readily concur in 
the delusion. Among the number of 
much applauded men in the circle of our 


own friends, we can recollect but few that 
have heads quite strong enough to bear a 
loud acclamation of public praise in their 
favour ; among the wdiole list we shall 
scarce find one that has not thus been 
made, on some side of his character, a 
coxcomb. 

When the best head turns and grows 
giddy with praise, is it to be wondered 
that poor Nash should be driven by it 
almost into a phrenzy of aifectation? 
Towards the close of life he became 
affected. He chiefly laboured to be 
thought a sayer of good things ; and by 
frequent attempts wms now and then suc- 
cessful, for lie ever lay upon the lurch. 

There never perhaps wms a more silly 
passion than this desire of having a man’s 
jests recorded. For this purpose, it is 
necessary to keep ignorant or ill-bred 
company, who are only fond of repeating 
such stories ; in the next place a person 
must tell his own jokes, in order to make 
them more universal ; but what is worst 
of all, scarcely a joke of this kind succeeds, 
but at the expense of a man’s good-nature ; 
and he who exchanges the character of 
being thought agreeable for that* of being 
thought witty, makes but a veiy bad 
bargain. 

The success Na.sh sometimes met with 
led him on, when late in life, to mistake 
his true character. Fie was really agree- 
able, but he chose rather to be a wit ; he 
therefore indulged his inclination, and 
never mattered how rude he was, pro- 
vided he was thought comical. He thus 
got the applause he sought for ; but too 
often found enemies, where he least ex- 
pected to find them. Of all the jests 
recorded of him, I scarcely find one that 
is not marked -witli petulance : he said 
whatever came uppermost, and in the 
number of his remarks it might naturally 
be expected that some were worth re- 
peating ; he threw often, and sometimes 
had a lucky cast. 

In a life of almost ninety years, spent 
in the very point of public view, it is not 
strange that five or six sprightly things of 
his have been collected, particularly as he 
took every opportunity of repeating them 
himself. His usual way when he thought 
he had said any thing clever, was to 
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strengthen it with an oath, and to make 
up its want of sentiment by asseveration 
and grimace. For many years he thus 
entertained the company at the Coffee- 
house with old stories, in which he 
always made himself the principal charac- 
ter. Strangers liked this well enough ; 
but they who were used to his conversation 
found it insupportable. One story brought 
on another, and each came in the same 
order that it had the day preceding. 
But this custom may be rather ascribed to 
tlie peculiarity of age, than a peculiarity of 
character. It seldom happens that old 
men ailime, at least by novelty : age that 
shrivels the body contracts the under- 
standing ; instead of exploring new re- 
gions, they rest satisfied in the old, and 
walk round the circle of their former dis- 
coveries. His manner of telling a story, 
however, was not displeasing ; but few of 
those he told are worth transcribing. 
Indeed, it is the manner which places the 
whole difference between the wit of the 
vulgar and of those who assume the name 
of the polite : one has in general as much 
good sense as the other ; a story tran- 
scribed from one will be as entertaining as 
that copied from the other ; but in con- * 
versation, the manner will give chamis 
even to stupidity. The following is the 
stoiy which he most frequently told, and 
pretty much in these words. Suppose the 
company to be talking of a German war, 
or Elizabeth Canning, he would begin 
thus : — “ I’ll tell you something to that 
purpose, that I fancy will make you 
laugh. A covetous old parson, as rich as 
the devil, scraped a fresh acquaintance 
with me several years ago at Bath. I 
knew him when he and I were students at 
Oxford, where we both studied damna- 
tionly hard ; but that’s neither here nor 
there. Well ; very well. I entertained 
him at my house in John’s Court. (No, 
my house in John’s Court was not built 
then. ) But I entertained him wnth all that 
the city could afford ; the rooms, the 
music, and everything in the world. U pon 
his leaving Bath, he pressed me very hard 
to return the visit, and desired me to let 
him have the pleasure of seeing me at his 
house in Devonshire. About six months 
after, I happened to be in that neighbour- 


hood, and was resolved to see my old 
friend, from whom I expected a very warm 
i*eception. Well: I knocks at his door, 
when an old queer creature of a maid 
came to the door, and denied him. I 
suspected, however, that he w^as at home ; 
•and going into the parlour, what should I 
see, but the parson’s legs up the chimney, 
where he had thrust himself to avoid enter- 
taining me. This was very well. My 
dear, says I to the maid, it is very cold, 
extreme cold indeed, and I am afraid I 
have got a touch of my ague ; light me 
the fire, if you please. La I sir, says the 
maid, who was a modest creature to be 
sure, the chimney smokes monstrously ; 
you could not bear the room for three 
minutes together. By the greatest good 
luck there was a bundle of straw in the 
hearth, and I called for a candle. The 
•candle came. Well ! good woman, says 
I I, since you won’t light me a fire, I’ll light 
one for myself ; and in a moment the 
straw was all in a blaze. This quickly 
unkennelled the old fox ; there he stood 
in an old rusty night-gown, blessing him- 
self, and looking like — a— hem—egad.” 

He used to tell surprising stories of his 
activity when young. — “ Here I stand, 
gentlemen, that could once leap forty-two 
feet upon level ground, at three standing 
jumps, backward or forward. One, two, 
three, dart like an arrow out of a bow, 
But I am old now. I remember I once 
leaped for three hundred guineas with 
Count Klopstock, the great leaper, leap- 
ing-master to the Prince of Passaii ; you 
must all have heard of him. Plrst he 
began with a running jump, and a most 
damnable bounce it was, that’s certain : 
everybody concluded that he had the 
match hollow ; when only taking off my 
hat, stripping off neither coat, shoes, nor 
stockings, mind me, I fetches a run, and 
went beyond him one foot three inches 
and three-quarters, measured, upon my 
soul, by Captain Pately’s own standard!” 

But in this torrent of insipidity, there 
sometimes were found very severe satire, 
strokes of trae wit, and lines of humour, 
cum fluerei lutulentus, S^c. He rallied 
very successfully; for he never felt 
another’s joke, and drove home his own 
without pity. With his superiors he was 
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familiar and blunt; the inferiority of his 
station secured him from their resentment ; 
but the same blmitness which they laughed 
at, was by his equals regarded as insolence 
-—something like a familiar boot-catcher 
at an inn ; a gentleman would bear that 
joke from him, for which a brother boot- 
catcher would knock him down. 

Among other stories of Nash’s telling, 
I remember one, which I the more cheer- 
fully repeat, as it tends to correct a piece 
of impertinence that reigns in almost 
every country assembly. The' principal 
inhabitants of a certain market-town at a 
distance from the capital, in order to 
encourage that harmony which ought to 
subsist in society, and to promote a 
mutual intercourse between the sexes, so 
desirable to both and so necessary for all, 
had established a monthly assembly in the 
town-hall, which was conducted with such 
decency, decorum, and politeness, that it 
drew the attention of the gentlemen and 
ladies in the neighbourhood, and a noble-, 
man and his family continually honoured 
them with their presence. This naturally 
drew others, and in time the room was 
crowded with what the world calls good 
company ; and the assembly prospered, 
till some of the newly admitted ladies 
took it into their heads that the trades- 
men’s daughters were unworthy of their 
notice, and therefore refused to join Hands 
with them in the dance. This was com- 
plained of by the town ladies, and that 
complaint was resented by the country 
gentlemen ; who, more pert than wise, 
publicly advertised that they would not 
dance with tradesmen’s daughters. This 
the most eminent tradesmen considered 
as an insult on themselves, and being men 
of worth, and able to live independently, 
they in return advertised that they would 
give no credit out of their town, and 
desired all others to . discharge their ac- 
counts. A general uneasiness ensued ; 
some wn*its were actually issued out, and 
much distress would have happened, had 
not my lord, who sided with no party, 
kindly interfered and composed the differ- 
ence. The assembly how^ever was ruined, 
and the families, I am told, are not 
friends yet, though this affair happened 
Siirty years ago. 


Nothing debases human nature so 
much as pride. This Nash knew, and en- 
deavoured to stifle every emotion of it at 
Bath. When he observed any ladies so 
extremely delicate and proud ofa pedigree, 
as to only touch the back of an inferior’s 
hand in the dance, he always called to 
order, and desired them to leave the room 
or behave wnth common decency ; and 
when any ladies and gentlemen drew off, 
after they had gone down a dance, with- 
out standing up till the dance was finished, 
he made up to them, and after asking 
Avhether they had done dancing, told them 
they should dance no more unless they 
stood up for the rest ; and on these occa- 
sions he always was as good as his word, 

Nash, though no great wit, had the art 
of sometimes saying rude things with 
decency, and rendering them pleasing by 
an uncommon turn. But most of the 
good things attributed to bim, which have 
found their way into the jest-books, are 
no better than puns. The smartest things 
I have seen are against him. One day in 
the Grove he joined some ladies, and ask- 
ing one of them who was crooked, whence 
she came? she replied, “Straight from 
London.” “ Confound me, madam,” said 
he, “then you must have been damnably 
warped by the way.” 

vShe soon, however, had ample revenge. 
Sitting the following evening in one of 
the rooms, he once more joined her com- 
pany, and with a sneer and bow asked 
her if she knew her catechism, and could 
tell the name of Tobit’s dog? “His name, 
sir, was Nash,” replied the lady, “and an 
impudent dog he was.” This story is told 
in a celebrated romance ; I only repeat it 
here to have an opportunity of observing, 
that it actually happened. 

Queen Anne once asked him, why he 
would not accept of knighthood ? To 
which he replied, lest Sir William Read, 
the mountebank, who had been just 
knighted, should call him brother. 

A house in Bath was said to be haunted 
by the devil, and a great noise w^as made 
about it, when Nash going to the minister 
of St, Michael’s, intreated him to drive the 
devil out of Bath for ever, if it were only 
to oblige the ladies. 

Nash used sometimes to visit the great 
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Doctor Glarke. The doctor was one day 
conversing with Locke, and two or three 
more of his learned and intimate compa- 
nions, with that freedom, gaiety, and 
cheerfulness, which is ever the result of 
innocence. In the midst of their mirth 
and laughtei*, the doctor, looking from 
the window, saw Nash’s chariot stop at 
the door. “Boys, boys,” ciied the philo- 
sopher to his friends, “ let us now be wise, 
for here is a fool coming.” 

Nash was one day complaining in the 
following manner to the Earl of Chester- 
field, of his bad luck at play. “ Would 
you think it, my lord, that damned bitch 
fortune, no later than last night, tricked 
me out of five hundred. Is it not surpris- 
ing,” continued he, “that my luck should 
never turn — that I should thus eternally 
be mauled?” — “I don’t wonder at your 
losing money, Nash,” said his lordship, 
“ but all the w^orld is surprised where you 
get it to lose.” 

Dr. Cheyne once, when Nash w^as ill, 
drew up a prescription for him, w'hich 
was sent in accordingly. The next day 
the doctor coming to see his patient, 
found him up and well ; upon which he 
asked if he had followed Ins prescription. 
“ Followed your prescription,” cried Nash, 
“ no. Egad, if I had, I should have broke 
my neck, for I flung it out of the two pair 
of stall's window\ ” 

It would have been well had he con- 
fined himself to such sallies ; but as he 
grew old he grew insolent, and seemed, 
in some measure, insensible of the pain 
his attempts to be a wit gave others. Upon 
asking a lady to dance a minuet, if she 
refused he would often demand if she had 
got bandy legs. Fie would attempt to 
ridicule natural defects; he forgot the 
deference due to birth and quality, and 
mistook the manner of settling rank and 
precedence upon many occasions. He 
now seemed no longer fiishionable among 
the present race of gentry ; he grew pee- 
vish and fretful, and they wdio only saw 
the remnant of a man, severely returned 
that laughter upon him which he had 
once lavished upon others. 

Poor Nash was no longer the gay, 
thoughtless, idly industrious creature he 
once was ; he now forgot how to supply 
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new modes of entertainment, and became 
too rigid to wind with ease through the 
vicissitudes of fashion. The evening of 
his life began to grow cloudy. FI is fortune 
was gone, and nothing but poverty lay in 
prospect. T o embitter his hopes, he found 
himself abandoned by the great, whom he 
had long endeavoured to serve ; and was 
obliged to fly to those of humbler stations 
for protection, whom he once affected to 
despise. Fle now began to want that 
charity which he had never refused to 
any ; and to find that a life of dissipation 
and gaiety is ever terminated by misery 
and regret. 

Even his place of master of the cere- 
monies (if I can trast the papers he has 
left behind him) was sought aftei*. I would 
willingly be tender of any living reputa- 
tion, but these papers accuse Mr. Quin of 
endeavouring to supplant him. lie has 
even left us a letter, wdiich he supposed 
■was written by that gentleman, soliciting 
a lord for his interest upon the occasion. 
As I choose to give Mr. Quin an oppor- 
tunity of disproving this, I will insert the 
letter, and to show the improbability of 
its being his, with all its faults both of 
style and spelling, I am the le.ss apt to 
believe it written by Mr. Quin, as a gentle- 
man who has mended Shakspeare’s plays 
so often would surely be capable of some- 
thing more correct than the following. It 
was sent, as it should seem, from Mr. Quin 
to a nobleman, but left open for the 
perusal of an intermediate friend. It was 
this friend who sent a copy of it to Mr. 
Nash, who caused it to be instantly printed, 
and left among his other papers. The 
letter from the intermediate friend to Nash 
is as follows : — 

“London, Oct. 8, 1760. 

“Dear Nash, — Two posts ago I re- 
ceived a letter from Quin, the old player, 
covering one to my lord, which he left 
open for my perusal, which, after reading, 
he desired I might seal up and deliver. 
The request he makes is so extraordinary, 
that it has induced me to send you the 
copy of his letter to my lord, wEich is as 
follows : — 

“‘Bath, Oct. 3, 1760. 

My Der Lord, — Old Beaux Knash 
has mead himselfe so dissagreeable to all 
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the ccinpaiiey that comes here to Bath 
that thvO corperatian of this city have it 
now imdcr thier consideration to remove 
him from beeing master of the cereymoines, 
should he be continuead the inhabitants 
of this city will be rtieind, as the best 
compaiiey declines to come to Bath on 
his acc*. Give me leave to show to your 
Lords’ hip how he beheaved at the firs’ t 
ball he had here thiss season which was 
Tus’day last. A younge Lady was as’ked 
to dance a minueat she begg the gent®^ 
would be pleased to exquise here as’ she 
did not chuse to dance ; upon thiss’ old 
Nash called out so as to be head by all 
the companey in the room, G — dam yo 
Madam, what buisness have yo here if yo 
do not dance, upon which the Lady was 
so afrighted, she rose and danced, the | 
ress’et of the companey was so much of- j 
fended at the rudness of Nash that not one j 
Lady more would dance a minueat that j 
night. In country dances no. person of j 
note danced except two boys, Lords S — | 
and T — the res’t of the companey that * 
danced waire only the families of all the i 
haberdas’hers’ machinukes and inkeepers 
in the three kingdoms brushed up and 
colected togither. I have known upon 
such an occaison as’ thiss’ seventeen 
Dutchess’ and Contiss’ to be at the open- 
ing of the ball at Bath now not one. This 
man by his’ pride and extravagancis has 
outlived his’ reasein it would be happy for 
thiss city that ■ he was ded ; and is now 
only fitt to reed Shirlock upon death by 
which he may seave his soul and gaine 
more than all the proffitts he can make, 
by his wdiite hat suppose it was to be died 
red : The fav^’ I have now to reques’t by i 
what I now have wrote yo, is that your | 
Lordship will speke to Mr. Pitt for to I 
recommend me to the corporeatian of this | 
city to succede this old sinner as master of ^ 
the cerremonies, and yo will much oblige, 
My Lord, 

“‘Your Lord® and Pin® Ob^ ServG 

“ N.B. There were some other private 
matters and offers in Quin’s letter to my 
lord, which do not relate to you.,” 

Here Nash, if I may be permitted the 
use of a polite and fashionable phrase, 
was humm’d; but he experienced such 


rubs as these, and a thousand other mor- 
tifications, eveiy day. He found poverty 
now denied him the indulgence not only 
of his favourite follies, but of his favourite 
virtues. The poor solicited him in vain ; 
for he was himself a more pitiable object 
than they. The child of the public seldom 
has a friend, and he who once exercised 
his wit at the expense of others, must 
naturally have enemfes. Exasperated at 
last to the highest degree, an unaccount- 
able whim struck him. Poor Nash was 
resolved to become an author; he who, 
in the vigour of manhood, was incapable 
of the task, now at the impotent age of 
eighty-six, was detennined to write his 
own history ! F rom the many specimens 
already given of his style, the reader will 
I not much regret that the historian was 
j interrupted in his design. Yet, as Mon- 
j taigne observes, as the adventures of an 
i infant, if an infant could inform us of 
i them,^would be pleasing, so the life of a 
I beau, if a beau could write, w^ould certainly 
! serve to regale curiosity, 
i Whether he really intended to put this 
design in execution, or did it only to 
alarm the nobility, I will not take upon 
me to determine; but certain it is, that 
his friends went about collecting subscrip- 
tions for the work, and he received several 
encouragements from such as were willing 
to be politely charitable. It was thought 
by many, that this history would reveal 
the intrigues of a whole age; that he 
had numberless secrets to disclose; but 
they never considered, that persons of 
public character like him were the most 
; unlikely in the world to be made partakers 
I of those secrets which people desired the 
I public should not know. In fact, he had 
I few secrets to discover, and those he had 
I are buried with him in the grav^e. 

He was now past the power of giving 
or receiving pleasure, for he was poor, 
old, and peevish ; yet still he was incapa- 
ble of turning from his former manner of 
j life to pursue happiness. The old man 
endeavoured to practise the follies of the 
boy: he spurred on his jaded passions 
after every trifle of the day : tottering with 
age, he would be ever an unwelcome guest 
in the assemblies of the youthful and gay, 
and he seemed willing to find lost appetite 
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among those scenes where he was once 
young. ^ i 

An old man thus striving after pleasure 
is indeed an object of pity; but a man at 
once old and poor, running on in this 
pursuit, might excite astonishment. To 
see a being both by fortune and constitution 
rendered incapable of enjoyment, • still 
haunting those pleasures he was no longer 
to share in ; to see one of almost ninety 
settling the fashion of a lady’s cap, or as- 
signing her place in a country dance ; to 
see him, unmindful of his own reverend 
figure, or the respect he should have for 
himself, toasting demireps, or attempting 
to entertain the lewd and idle;— a sight 
like this might well serve as a satire on 
humanity; might show that man is the 
only preposterous creature alive who pur- 
sues the shadow of pleasure without temp- 
tation. 

But he was not permitted to run on 
thus without severe and repeated reproof. 
The clergy sent him frequent calls to 
reformation ; but the asperity of their 
advice in general abated its intended 
effects; they threatened him with fire and 
brimstone for what he had long been 
taught to consider as foibles, and not 
vices; so, like a desperate debtor, he did 
not care to settle an account, that, upon 
the first inspection, he found himself 
utterly unable to pay. 

Thus begins one of his monitors: — 
“ This admonition comes from your friend, 
and one that has your interest deeply at 
heart. It comes on a design altogether 
iinportant, and of no less consequence 
than your everlasting happiness, so that 
it may justly challenge your careful regard. 
It is not to upbraid or reproach, much 
less to triumph or insult over your mis- 
conduct or miseiy; no, ’tis pure benevo- 
lence, it is disinterested good-will, prompts 
me to write. I hope, therefore, I shall 
not raise your resentment. Yet be the 
consequence what it will, I cannot bear 
to see you walk in the paths that lead to 
death without warning you of the danger, 
— ^ndthout sounding in your ear the awful 
admonition, ‘ Return and live ! Why do 
you such things? I hear of your evil dealings 
by all this people.’ I have long observed 
and pitied you, and must tell you plainly, 


sir, that your present behaviour is not the 
way to reconcile yourself to God. You 
are so far from making atonement to 
offended justice, that each moment you 
are aggravating the future account, and 
heaping up an increase of His anger. As 
long as you roll on in a continued circle 
of sensual delights and vain entertain- 
ments, you are dead to all the purposes 
of piety and virtue. Y ou are as odious to 
God as a corrupt carcase that lies putre- 
fying in the churchyard. You are as far 
from doing your duty, or endeavouring 
after salvation, or restoring yourself to the 
Divine favour, as a heap of dry bones 
nailed up in a coffin is from vigour and 
activity. Think, sir, I conjure you, think 
upon this, if you have any inclination to 
escape the fire that will never be quenched. 
Would you be rescued from the fury and 
fierce anger of God? Would you be 
delivered from w^eeping and wailing, and 
incessant gnashing of teeth? Sure you 
would !. But be certain, that this will never 
be done,by amusements which at best are 
trifling and impertinent, and for that, if for 
no other reason, foolish and sinful. ’Tis 
by seriousness, ’tis by retirement and mourn- 
ing, you must accomplish this great and de- 
sirable deliverance. You must not appear 
at the head of every silly diversion, you 
must enter into your closet and shut the 
door, commune with your own heart and 
search out its defects." The pride of life 
and all its superfluity of follies must be 
put away. You must make haste and 
delay not to keep every -injunction of 
heaven. You must always remember 
that mighty sinners must be mightily 
penitent or else mightily tormented. 
\^our examples and your projects have 
been extremely prejudicial — I wish I 
could not say fatal and destructive — to 
many. For this there is no amends but 
an alteration of your conduct as singular 
and remarkable as your person and name. 
If you do not by this method remedy in 
some degree the evils that you have sent 
abroad, and prevent the mischievous con- . 
sequences that may ensue, wretched will 
you be, wretched above all men to eternity. 
The blood of souls will be laid to your 
charge. God’s jealousy like a consuming 
flame will smoke against you; as you 
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yourself will see in that day, when the i 
mountains shall quake, and the hills 
melt, and the earth be burnt up at His 
presence. 

Once more I exhort you as a friend ; 

I beseech you as a brother ; I charge you 
as a messenger from God in His own most 
solemn words, ‘ Cast away from you your 
transgressions, make you a new heart, 
and a new spirit ; so iniquity shall not be 
your ruin.’ 

“ Perhaps you may be disposed to con- 
temn this and its serious purport, or to 
recommend it to your companions as a 
subject for raillery. Yet let me tell you 
beforehand, tliat for this as well as for 
other things, God will bring you to judg- 
ment. Pie sees me now I write. He 
will observe you while you read. He 
notes down my words ; He will also note 
down your consequent procedure. Not 
then upon me — not upon me, but upon 
your own soul will the neglecting or des- 
pising my sayings turn. ‘If thou be wise, 
thou shalt be wise for thyself ; if thou 
scornest, thou alone shalt bear it.’ ” 

Such repeated admonitions served to 
sting, without reforming him ; they made 
him morose, but not pious. The dose 
was too strong for the patient to bear. 
He should have been met with smiles, 
and allured into reformation ; if indeed he 
was criminal. But, in the name of piety, 
what was there criminal in his conduct? 
He had long been taught to consider his 
trifling profession as a veiy serious and 
important business. He went through his 
office with great gravity, solemnity, and 
care ; why then denounce peculiar tor- 
ments against a poor harmless creature, 
who did a thousand good things, and 
whose greatest vice was vanity ! Pie de- 
served ridicule, indeed, and he found it ; ' 
but scarce a single action of his life, ex- 
cept one, deserves the asperity of reproach. 

Thus we see a variety of causes concur- 
red to embitter his departing life. The weak- 
ness and infirmities of exhausted nature ; 
the admonitions of the grave, which aggra- 
vated his follies into vices ; the ingratitude 
of his dependants, who formerly flattered 
his fortunes ; but particularly the contempt 
of the great, many of whom quite forgot 
him in his wants: all these hung upon 


his spirit and soured his temper, and the 
poor man of pleasure might have ter- 
minated his life very tragically, had not 
the corporation of Bath charitably re- 
solved to grant him ten guineas the first 
Monday of every month. This bounty 
served to keep him from actual necessity, 
though far too trifling to enable him to 
support the character of a gentleman. 
Habit, and not nature, makes almost all 
our wants; and he who had been ac- 
customed in the early parts of his life to 
affluence and prodigality, when reduced 
to a hundred and twenty-six pounds a 
year must pine in actual indigence. 

In this variety of uneasiness his health 
began to fail. He had received from 
nature a robust and happy constitution, 
one indeed that was scarcely to be im- 
paired by intemperance. Pie even pre- 
tended, among his friends, that he never 
followed a single prescription in the 
whole course of his life. However, in 
this he was one day detected on the 
parade; for boasting there of his con- 
tempt and utter disuse of medicine, un- 
luckily the water of two blisters, which 
Dr. Oliver had prescribed, and which he 
then had upon each leg, oozed through 
his stockings, and betrayed him. His 
aversion to physic, however, was fi*e- 
quentiy a topic of raillery between him 
and Dr. Cheyne, who was a man of some 
wit and breeding. When Cheyne re- 
commended his vegetable diet, Nash 
would swear that his design was to send 
half the world grazing like Nebuchad- 
nezzar. “ Ay,” Cheyne would reply, 
“ Nebuchadnezzar was never such an in- 
fidel as thou art. It was but last week, 
gentlemen, that I attended this fellow in 
a fit of sickness ; there I found him roll- 
ing up his eyes to heaven and crying for 
mercy : he would then swallow my drugs 
like breast milk ; yet you now hear him, 
how the old dog blasphemes the faculty.” 
What Cheyne said in jest was true ; he 
feared the approaches of death more than 
the generality of mankind, and Avas 
usually very devout while it threatened 
him. Though he was somewhat the 
libertine in words, none believed or 
trembled more than he did ; for a mind 
neither schooled by philosophy nor en- 
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couraged by conscious innocence, is ever 
timid at the appearance of danger. 

For some time before his decease nature 
gave warning of his approaching disso- 
lution. The worn machine had run itself 
down to an utter impossibility of repair ; 
he saw that he must die, and shuddered 
at the thought. His virtues were not of 
the great, but the amiable kind ; so that 
fortitude was not among the number. 
Anxious, timid, his thoughts still hanging 
on a receding world, he desired to enjoy 
a little longer that life, the miseries of 
which he had experienced so long. The 
poor unsuccessful gamester husbanded 
the wasting moments with an increased 
desire to continue the game, and to the 
last eagerly wished for one yet more happy 
throw. He died at his house in St.John’s 
Court, Bath, on the I2th of February, 
1761, aged eighty-seven years, three 
months, and some days. 

His death was sincerely regretted by | 
the city, to which he had l)een so long i 
and so great a benefactor. The day after : 
he died, the mayor called the corporation ' 
together, when they granted fifty pounds I 
towards burying their sovereign with | 
proper respect. After the corpse had ! 
lain four days, it was conveyed to the 
Abbey church in that city, with a solem- 
nity somewhat peculiar to his character. 
About five the procession moved from his 
house; the charity -girls, two and two, 
preceded ; next the boys of the charity- 
school, singinga solemn occasional hymn. 
Next marched the city music, and his own 
band, sounding at proper intervals a dirge, j 
Three clergymen immediately preceded ; 
the coffin, which was adorned with sable ; 
plumes, and the pall supported by the six 
senior aldermen. The masters of the as- 
sembly-rooms followed as chief mourners ; 
the beadles of that hospital which he had 
contributed so largely to endow, went 
next ; and last of all the poor patients 
themselves, the lame, the emaciated, and 
the feeble, followed their old benefactor to 
his grave, shedding unfeigned tears, and 
lamenting themselves in him. 

The crowd was so great, that not only 
the streets were filled, but, as one of the 
journals in a rant expresses it, “even the 
tops of the houses were covered with 


spectators. Each thought the occasion 
affected themselves most; as* when a 
real king dies, they asked each other, 
‘Where shall we find such another?’ 
Sorrow sate upon every face, and jeveii 
children lisped that their Sovereign was 
no more. The awfulness of the solemnity 
made the deepest impression on the minds 
of the distressed inhabitants. The pea- 
sant discontinued his toil, the ox rested 
from the plough ; all nature seemed to 
sympathise with their loss, and the muffled . 
bells rung a peal of bob-majors,” 

Our deepest solemnities have something 
tnily ridiculous in them. There is some- 
what ludicrous in the folly of historians, 
who thus declaim upon the death of kings 
and princes, as if there was anything dismal, 
or anything unusual, in it. “For my part,” 
says Poggi, the Florentine, “ I can no more 
grieve for another’s death than I could for 
my own. I have ever regarded death as 
a very trifling affair, nor can black staves, 
long cloaks, or mourning coaches, in the 
least influence my spirits. Let us live 
here as long and as merrily as we can ; 
and when we must die, why, let us die 
merrily too, but die so as to be happy.” 

The few things Nash was possessed of 
were left to hisrelations. A small library 
of well-chosen books, some trinkets and 
pictures, were his only inheritance. Among 
the latter (besides the box given him by 
the Prince of Wales) were a gold box, 
which was presented to him by the late 
Countess of Burlington, with Lady Eus- 
ton’s picture in the lid ; an mounted 
in gold, with a diamond to open it, and 
ornamented with another diamond at the 
top, given him by the Princess Dowager 
of Wales. He had also a silver terene, 
which was given him by the Princess 
Amelia; and some other things of no 
great value. The rings, watches, and 
pictures, which he formerly received from 
others, would have come to a considerable 
amount ; but these necessity had obliged 
him to dispose of. Some family pictures, 
however, remained, which were sold by 
advertisement, for five guineas each, after 
Mr. Nash’s decease. 

It was natural to expect that the death 
of a person so long in the eye of the 
public must have produced a desire in 
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several to deiineate liis character, or 
deplore his loss. He was scarcely dead, 
when the public papers were filled with 
elegies, groans, and characters; and before 
he was buried there were epitaphs ready 
made to inscribe on his stone. I remember 
one of those character writers, and a very 
grave one too, after observing, alas ! that 
Richard Nash, Esq. was no more, went 
on to assure us, that he was “ sagacious, 
debonair ^ and cofumodeF' and concluded 
with gravely declaring, that “impotent 
posterity would in vain fumble to produce 
his fellow.” Another, equally sorrowful, 
gave us to know, “ that he was indeed a 
man;” an assertion which I fancy none 
will be so hardy as to contradict. But the 
merriest of all the lamentations made upon 
this occasion was that where he is called 
“ a constellation of the heavenly sphere.” 

One thing, however, is common almost 
with all of them ; and that is, that Venus, 
Cupid, and the Graces are commanded to 
w^eep ; and that Bath shall never find 
such another. 

But though he was satirized with the 
praises of those, there were some of real 
abilities who undertook to do justice to 
his character, to praise him for his vir- 
tues, and acknowledge his faults. I need 
scarcely mention that Dr. Oliver and Dr. 
King are of this number. They had 
honoured him with their friendship while 
living, and undertook to honour his 
memory when dead. As the reader may 
choose to compare their efforts, upon the 
same subject, I have subjoined them, and 
perhaps many will find in either enough, 
upon so unimportant a subject as Mr. 
Nash’s life, to satisfy curiosity. The first 
published was that by Dr. Oliver, written 
with much good sense, and still more 
good-nature. But the reader will consider 
that he has assumed in his motto the 
character of a panegyrist, and spares his 
friend’s faults, though he was too candid 
entirely to pass them over in silence : — 

k FAINT SKETCH OF THE LIFE, CHA- 
RACTER, AND MANNERS OF THE 

LATE MR. NASH. 

Imperlum in Imperio. - — - 

De mortui.s nil ni.si bonnm. 


Bath, February 13, 1761. 
This morning died 
RICHARD NASH, ESQ. 

Aged eighty-eight. 

He was by birth a gentleman, an ancient Briton ; 
By education, a student of J esus College in Oxford ; 
By profession * * 

His natural genius was too volatile for any. 

He tried the army and the law ; 

But soon found his nlind superior to both^ — 

He was born to govern, 

Nor was his dominion, like that of other legislators, 
Over the servility of the vulgar, 

But over the pride of the noble and the opulent. 
His public character was great, 

As it was self-built and self-maintained : 

His private amiable, 

As it was grateful, beneficent, and generous. 

By the force of genius 

He erected the city of Bath into a province of 
pleasure, ■ 

And became, by universal consent, 

Its legislator and ruler. 

He planned, improved, and regulated all the 
amusements of the place ; 

His fundamental law was, that of good breeding ; 
Hold sacred decency and decorum, 

His constant maxim : 

Nobody, howsoever exalted 
By beauty, blood, titles, or riches, 

Could be guilty of a breach of it, unpunished^ — 
The penalty, his disapprobation and public shame. 
To maintain the sovereignty he had established, 
He published Rules of behaviour. 

Which from their propriety, acquired the force of 
laws ; 

And which the highest never infringed, without 
immediately undergoing the public censure. 

He kept the Men in order ; most wisely, 

By prohibiting the wearing swords in his 
dominions; 

By which means 

He prevented sudden passion from causing 
The bitterness of unavailing repentance. 

In all quarrels he was chosen Umpire — 

And so just were his decisions, 

That peace generally triumphed, 
Crowned with the mutual thanks of both parties. 
He kept the Ladies in good humour ; most 
. _ effectually, 

By a nice observance of the rules of place and 
precedence; 

By ordaining scandal to be the infallible mark 
Of a foolish head and a malicious heart, 
Always rendering more suspicious 
The reputation of her who propagated it, 
Than that of the person abused. 

Of the young, the gay, the heedless fair, 

Just launching into the dangerous sea of pleasure, 
He was ever, unsolicited (.sometimes unregarded;:, 
The kind protector : 

Humanely correcting even their mistakes in dress. 
As well as improprieties in conduct : 

Nay, often warning them. 

Though at the hazard of his life, 
j Against the artful snares of designing men, 
j Or an improper acquaintance with women of 
doubtful characters. 



Thus did he establish his government on pillars 
Of, honour and politeness, 

Which could never be shaken : 

And maintained it for full half a century, 

With reputation, honour,and undisputed authority. 
Beloved, respected, and revered. 

Of hi.s private character, be it the first praise, 
That while, by his conduct,^ the highest ranks 
became his subjects, 

He himself became 

The servant of the poor and the distressed : 
Whose cause he ever pleaded amongst the rich, 
And enforced with all the eloquence of a good 
example : 

They were ashamed not to relieve those wants 
To which they saw him administer with 
So noble an heart, and so liberal an hand. 

Nor was his munificence confined to particulars, 
He being, to all the public charities of this city, 

A liberal benefactor ; 

Not only by his own most genei'ous subscriptions, 
But, by always assuming, in their behalf, the 
character of 
A sturdy beggar ; 

Which he performed with such an authoritative 
address 

To all ranks, without distinction, 

That few of the worst hearts had courage to refuse, 
What their own inclinations w'ould not have 
prompted them to bestow. 

Of a noble public spirit 
And 

A warm grateful heart 
The obelisk in the grove, 

And 

The beautiful needle in the square, 

Are magnificent testimonies. 

The One 

Erected to preserve the memory of a 
Most interesting event to his country, 

The restitution of health, by the healing waters 
of this place, 

To the illustrious Prince of Orange, 

Who came hither in a most languishing condition ; 

The Other, 

A noble offering of thanks 
To the late Prince of Wales, and his royal 
Consort, 

For favours be.stowed. 

And honours by them conferred, on this city. 

His long and peaceful reign, of 
Absolute power, 

Was so tempered by his 
Excessive good nature, 

That no instance can be given either of his own 
cruelty, 

Or of his suffering that of others to escape 
Its proper reward. 

Example unprecedented amongst absolute 
monarchs, 

Header. 

This monarch was a man, 

And had his foibles and his finults : 

Which he would wish covered with the veil of 
good-nature, 


Made 

But, truth forceth us unwillingly to confess. 

His passions were strong ; 

Which, as they fired him to act strenuously in good. 
Hurried him to some e.\:cesses of evil. 

His fire, not used to be kept under by an early 
restraint, 

Burst put too often into flaming acts, 
Without waiting for the cool approbation of his 
judgment. 

His generosity was so great, 

^ That Prudence^ often whispered him, in vain, 

T. hat she feared it would enter the neighbouring 
confines of profusion : 

His charity so unbounded, 

That the severe might suspect it sometimes to be 
The offspring of folly, or ostentation. 

With all these. 

Be they foibles, follies, faults, or frailties. 

It will he difficult to point out 
Amongst his cotemporary King.s of the whole 
earth, 

More than One 

Wlio hath fewer, or less pernicious to mankind. 
His existence 

(For life it scarcely can be called) 

Was spun out to so great an age, that 
The man 

Was sunk, like many other heroes, in 
The weakness and infirmities of exhausted nature 
The unwilling tax all animals must pay 
For multiplicity of day.s. 

Over his closing scene, 

Charity long .spread her all-covering mantle, 
And dropped the curtain, 

Before the poor actor, though he had played his 
part. 

Was permitted to quit the stage. 

Now may she protect his memory ! 

Every friend of Bath 

Every lover of decency, decorum, and good 
breeding, 

Must sincerely deplore 
The loss of so excellent a governor ; 

And join in the most fervent wishes (vvoifid I 
could say hopes !) 

That there may soon be found a man 
Able and worthy 
To succeed him. 

The reader sees in what alluring colours 
Nash’s character is drawn ; but he must 
consider, that an intimate friend held the 
pencil ; the Doctor professes to say no- 
thing of the dead but what was good j 
such a maxim, though it s'erves his de- 
parted friend, is but badly calculated 
improve the living. Dr. King, in his 
Epitaph, however, is still more indulgent ; 
he produces him as an example to kings, 
and prefers his laws even to those of 
Solon or Lycurgus. 
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EPITAPHIUM RICHARDI NASH, 
ARMIGERI. 

H. S. E. 

RICHARDUS NASH, 

Obscuro loco natus, 

Et nuUis ortus majoribus : 

Cui tamen 

(O rem miram, et incredibilem !) 

Regnum opulentissimuni florentissiniwmque 
Plebs, proceres, ftrincipes, 

Liberia suis suffragiis 
Ultro detulerunt. 

Quod et ipse sunaiina cum dxgnitate tenult, 
Annos plus quinquaginta, 

Universo populo consentiente, approbante, 
plaudente. 

Uiia voce pr»terea, unoque omnium ordinum 
consensu, 

Ad imperiuin suum adjuncta est 
Magni nominis Provincia : 

Quam adinirabili consilio et ratione 
Per se, non unquain per legates, admin istravit ; 
Earn quotannis invisere dlgnatus, 

Et apud provinciales, quoad necesse fuit, 
Solitus nianere. 

In tantS- fortunS, 

Neque fastu turgidus Rex incessu patuit, 
Neque, tyrannorum more, se jussit coli, _ 

Aut aniplos honores, titulosque sibi arrogavit ; 
Sed cuncta insignia, etiam regium diadema 
rejiciens. 

Caput contentus fuit ornare 
Galero Albo, 

Manifesto animi sui candoris signo. 

Legislator prudentissimus, 

Vel Solone et Lycurgo illustrior, 

Leges, quascunque voluit, 

Statuit, fixit, promulgavit ; ^ 

Omnes quidem ciim civibus suis, 

Turn verb hospitibus, advenis, peregrinis, 
Gratas, jucundas, utiles. 

VoLUPTATUM arbiter et minister, 

_ Sed gravis, sed elegans, sed urbanus, 

Et in summS, comitate satis adhibens severitatis, 
Imprimis curavit, 

Ut in virorum et feeminarum coetibus 
Nequis impudenter faceret, 

Neque in iis quod inesset ^ 

Impuritatis, clamoris, tumulti. 

CiviTATEM hanc celeberrimam, 

Delicias suas, 

Non modb pulcherrimis aedificiis auxit, 

Sed praeclarS. disciplina et moribus ornavit : 

Quippe nemo quisquam 
To Prepon melius intellexit, excoluit, docuit. 

Justus, liberalis, benignus, facetus, 

Atque amicus omnibus, prseeij^ue miseris et egenis, 
Nullos habuit iniraicos, _ 

Prseter magnos quosdam ardeliones, 

Et declamatores eos tristes et fanaticos, i 
Qui generi humane sunt iniraicissimi. 

Pacis et patrise amans, 

Concordiain, felicem et perpetuam. 


In regno suo constituit, 

Usque adeo, . 

Ut nullus alter! petulanter maledicere, 

Aut facto nocere auderet ; 

Neque, tanquam sibi metuens, 

In publicum armatus prodire. 

Fuit quanquam potentissimus, 

Omnia arbitrio suo gubenians ; 

Haud tamen ipsa libertas 
Magis usquam floruit 
Gratia, gloria, auctoritate. 

Singulare enim remperamentum invenit, 
(Rem raagnae cogitationis, 

Et reruni omnium fortasse difflcillimam) 

Quo ignobiles cum nobilibus, pauperes cum 
divitibus, 

Tndocti cum doctissimis, ignavi cum fortissiniis 
ASquari se putarent, 

Rex Omnibus Idem. 

Quicquid Peccaverit, 

(Nam peccamus omnes) 

' In scipsum magi.s, qiuim in alios, 

Et errore, aut imprudentiiX magis quam scelere, 
aut improbitate, 

Peccavit; 

Nusquam verb ignoratione decori, aut honesti, 
Neque ita quidem usquam, 

Ut non veniam ab humanis omnibus 
Facile impetr^rit. 

Hujus vitse morumque exemplar 
Si cseteri rege.s, regulique, 

Et quotquot sunt regnorum prsefecti, 
Imitarentur ; 

(Utinam ! iterumque utinam !) 

Et ipsi essent bead, 

Et cunctse orbis regiones beatissimoe. 

Talem virum, tantumque ademptum 
Lugeant musse, charitesque ! 

I Lugeant Veneres, Cupidinesque I 

I Lugeant omnes juvenum et nympharum chori! 

I Tu verb, O Bathonia, 

Ne cesses tuum lugere 

Principem, preeceptorem, amicuni, patronum ; 
Heu, heu, nunquam posthac 
Habitura parem ! 

The following translation of this Epitaph 
will give the English reader an idea of its 
contents, though not of its elegance : — 

THE EPITAPH OF RICHARD NASH, ESQ. 

1 Here lies 

RICHARD NASH, 

Born in an obscure village. 

And from mean ancestors, 

To whom, however. 

Strange to relate, 

Both the vulgar and the mighty, 

Without bribe or compulsion, 
Unanimously gave 

A kingdom, equally rich and flourishing. 

A kingdom which he governed 
^ More than fifty years, 

‘ With universal approbation and applause. 
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'I'o his empire also was added, 

By the consent of all ordeijs, 

A celebrated province 

Which he ever swayed with great prudence, 
Not by delegated power, but in person. 

He deigned towisit it every year, 

And while the necessities of state demanded his 
presence, 

He usually continued there. 

In such greatness of fortune 
His pride discovered itself by no marks of dignity ; 
Nor did he ever claim the honours of prostration. 
Despising at once titles of adulation, 

And laying aside all royal splendour, 
Wearing not even the diadem, ^ 

He was content with being distinguished 
Only by the ornamental ensign 
Of a white hat ; 

A symbol of the candour of his mind. 

He was a most prudent legislator, 

And more remarkable even than Solon or Lycurgus 
He at once established and authorized 
Whatever laws were thought convenient, 
Which were equally serviceable to the city, 
And grateful to strangers, 

Who made it their abode. 

He was at once a provider and a judge of pleasures. 
But still conducted them with gravity and 
_ elegance, 

And repressed licentiousness with severity. 

His chief care was employed 
In preventing obscenity or impudence 
From offending the modesty or the morals 
Of the Fair Sex, 

And in banishing from their Assemblies 
Tumult, clamour, and abuse. 

He not only adorned this city, 

Which he loved, 

With beautiful structures, 

But improved it by his example ; 

As no man knew, no man taught, what was be 
coming 

Better than he. 

He was just, liberal, kind, and facetious : 

A friend to all, but particularly to the poor. 

He had no enemies, 

Except some of the trifling great, 

Or dull declaimers, fues to all mankind. 

Equally a lover of peace and of his country. 
He fixed a happy and lasting concord 
In his kingdom, 

So that none dare convey scandal, or injure by 
open violence the universal peace. 

Or even by carrying arms appear pi-epared for 
war, 

With impunity. 

But though his power was boundless. 

Yet never did liberty flourish more, which he 
promoted, 

Both by bis authority, and cultivated for his fame. 

He found out the happy secret 
(A thing not to be considered without surprise) 


Of uniting the vulgar and the great, 

The poor and the rich, 

The learned and ignorant, 
l*he cowardly and the brave, 

In the bonds of society, an equal king to all. 

Whatever his faults were, 

For we have all faults. 

They were rather obnoxious to himself than 
others ; 

They arose neither from imprudence nor mistake, 
Never from dishonesty or corrupt principle ; 

But so harmless were they, 

That though they failed to create our esteem. 
Yet can they not want our pardon. 

Could other kings and governors 
But learn to imitate his example, 

(Would to heaven they could !) 

Then might they see themselves happy, 

And the people still enjoying more true felicity. 

Ye Muses and Graces mourn 
His death; 

Ye powers of Love, ye choirs of youth and virgins, 
But thou, O Bathonia ! more than the rest, 
Cease not to weep, 

Your king, your teacher, patron, friend, 
Never, ah never, to behold 
His equal. 

Whatever might have been justly ob- 
served of Mr. Nash’s superiority as a 
governor, at least it may be said, that 
few cotemporary kings have met with 
such able panegyrists. The former enu- 
merates all his good qualities with tender- 
ness, and the latter enforces them with 
impetuosity. They both seem to have 
loved him, and honourably paid his re- 
mains the last debt of friendship. But a 
cool biographer, unbiassed by resentment 
or regard, will probably find nothing in 
the man either truly great, or strongly 
vicious. His virtues were all amiable, 
and more adapted to procure friends than 
admirers; they were more capable of 
raising love than esteem. He was natu- 
rally endued with good sense; but by 
having been long accustomed to pursue 
trifles, his mind shrunk to the size of the 
little objects on which it was employed. 
His generosity was boundless, because 
hi.s tenderness and his vanity were in 
equal proportion ; the one impelling him 
to relieve misery, and the other to make 
his benefactions known. In all his 
actions, however virtuous, he was guided 
by sensation and not by reason ; so that 
the uppermost passion was ever sure to 
prevail. 
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His being constantly in company had 
made him an easy though not a polite 
companion. He chose to be thought 
rather an odd fellow than a well-bred 
man ; perhaps that mixture of respect 
and ridicule with which his mock royalty 
was treated, first inspired him with this 
resolution. The foundations of his em- 
pire were laid in vicious compliance, the 
continuance of his reign was supported 
by a virtuous impartiality. In the be- 
ginning of his authority, he in reality 
obeyed those whom he pretended to 
govern; towards the end, he attempted 
to extort a real obedience from his sub- 
jects, and supported his right by pre- 
scription. Like a monarch Tacitus talks 
of, they complied with him at first 
because they loved, they obeyed at last 
because they feared him. He often led 
the rich into new follies, in order to j 
promote the happiness of the poor, and | 
served the one at the expense of the other, j 
Whatever his vices were, they were of 
use to society ; and this neither Petronius, 
nor Apicius, nor Tigellius, nor any other 
professed voluptuary could say. To set 
him up, as some do, for a pattern of 
imitation, is wrong, since all his virtues 
received a tincture from the neighbouring 
folly ; to deiiounce peculiar judgments ■ 
against him is equally unjust, as his faults 
raise rather our mirth than our detestation. 
He was fitted for the station in which 
fortune placed him. It required no great 
abilities to fill it, and few of great abilities 
but would have disdained the employment. 
He led a life of vanity, and long mistook 
it for happiness. Unfortunately, he was 
taught at last to know that a man of plea- 
sure leads the most unpleasant life in the 
world. 

A Ldtcr from Mr. * * * in Ttmbridge to 
Lord’*' * * * in London, fomid among 
the papers of Mr. Nash, ajid prepa^^ed 
by hhn for the press. 

“My Lord, — What I foresaw has 
arrived ; poor Jenners, after losing all his 
fortune, has shot himself through the 
head. His losses to Bland were con- 
siderable, and his playing soon after with 
Spedding contributed to hasten his ruin. 
No man was ever more enamoured of 


play,, or understood it less. At whatever 
game he ventured his money, he w^as 
most usually the dupe, and stiU foolishly 
attributed to his bad luck those misfortunes 
that entirely proceeded from Ins want of 
judgment. 

“ After finding that he had brought on 
himself irreparable indigence and con- 
tempt, his temper, formerly so sprightly, 
began to grow gloomy and unequal : he 
grew more fond of solitude, and more 
liable to take offence at supposed injuries; 
in short, for a week before he shot him- 
self, his friends were of opinion that he 
meditated some such horrid design. He 
was found in his chamber fallen on the 
floor, the bullet having glanced on the 
bone, and lodged behind his right eye. 

“You remember, my Lord, what a 
charming fellow this deluded man was 
once ; how benevolent, just, temperate, 
and every way virtuous. The only faults 
of his mind arose from motives of- 
humanity : he was too easy, credulous, 
and good-natured, and unable to resist 
temptation, when recommended by the 
voice of friendship. .These foibles the 
vicious and the needy soon perceived, and 
what was at first a weakness they soon 
perv^erted into guilt ; he became a game- 
ster, and continued the infamous profes- 
sion till he could support the miseries 
brought with it no longer. 

“I have often been not a little con- 
cerned to see the first introduction of a 
young man of fortune to the gaming- 
table. With what eagerness his company 
is courted by the whole fraternity of 
sharpers ; how they find out his most 
latent wishes, in order to make way to 
his affections by gratifying them, and 
continue to hang upon him with the 
meanest degree of condescension. The 
youthful dupe, no way suspecting, imagines 
himself surrounded by friends and gentle- 
men, and, incapable of even suspecting 
that men of such seeming good sense and 
so genteel an appearance should deviate 
from the laws of honour, walks into the 
snare, nor is he undeceived till schooled 
by the severity of experience, 

“As I suppose no man would be a 
gamester unless he .hoped to win, so I 
i fancy it would be easy to reclaim him, ii 
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he was once effectually convinced, that 
by continuing to play he must certainly 
lose. Permit me, my lord, to attempt 
this task, and to show, that no young 
gentleman by a year’s run of play, and in a 
mixed company, can possibly be a gainer. 

“ Let me suppose, in the first place, 
that the chances on both sides are equal, 
that there are no marked cards, no 
pinching, shuffling, nor hiding j let me 
suppose that the players also have no 
advantage of each other in point of judg- 
ment, and still further let me grant, that 
the party is only formed at home, without 
going to the usual expensive places of 
resort frequented by gamesters. Even 
with all these circumstances in the young 
gamester’s favour, it is evident he cannot 
be a gainer. With equal players, after a 
year’s continuance of any particular game 
it will be found that, whatever has been 
played for, the winnings on either side 
are very inconsiderable, and most co|p- 
monly nothing at all. Here then is a 
year’s anxiety, pain, jarring, and suspense, 
and nothing gained ; were the parties to 
sit down and professedly play for nothing, 
they would contemn the proposal ; they 
would call it trifling away time, and one 
of the most insipid amusements in nature ; 
yet, in fact, how do equal players differ? 
It is allowed that little or nothing can be 
gained ; but much is lost ; our youth, our 
time, those moments that may be laid 
out in pleasure or improvement, are 
foolishly squandered away in tossing 
cards, fretting at ill-luck, or, even with a 
run of luck in our favour, fretting that 
our winnings are so small. 

“ I have now stated gaming in that 
point of view in which it is alone defen- 
sible, as a commerce carried on with 
equal advantage and loss to either party, 
and it appears, that the loss is great, and 
the advantage but small. But let me 
suppose the players not to be equal, but 
the superiority of judgment in our own 
favour. A person who plays under this 
conviction, however, must give up all 
pretensions to the approbation of his own 
mind, and is guilty of as much injustice 
as the thief who robbed a blind man 
because he knew he could not swear to 
his person. 


“ But, in fact, when I allowed the su- 
periority of skill on the young beginner’s 
side, I only gi-anted an impossibility. 
Skill in gaming, like skill in making a 
watch, can only be acquired by long and 
painful industry. The most sagacious 
youth alive was never taught at once all 
the arts and all the niceties of gaming. 
Every passion must be schooled by long 
habit into caution and phlegm ; the very 
countenance must be taught proper dis- 
cipline ; and he who would practise this 
art with success, must practise on his own 
constitution all the severities of a martyr, 
without any expectation of the reward. 

It is evident, therefore, every beginner 
must be a dupe, and can only be expected 
to learn his trade by losses, disappoint- 
ments, and dishonour. 

“ If a younggentleman, therefore, begins 
to game, the commencements are sure to 
be to his disadvantage; and all that he 
can promise himself is, that the company 
he keeps, though superior in skill, are 
above taking advantage of his ignorance, 
and unacquainted with any sinister arts 
to correct fortune. But this, liow^ever, is 
but a poor hope at best, and, what is 
worse, most frequently a false one. In 
general, I might almost have said ahvay.s, 
those who live by gaming are not be- 
holden to chance alone for their support, 
but take evei7 advantage which they can 
practise without danger of detection. I 
know many are apt to say, and I have 
once, said so myself, that after I have 
! shuffled the cards, it is not in the po%ver 
of a sharper to pack them ; but at present 
I can confidently assure your lordship 
that such reasoners are deceived. I have 
seen men both in Paris, the Hague, and 
London, wLo, after three deals, could 
give whatever hands they pleased to all 
the company. However, the usual way 
with sharpers is to correct fortune thus 
but once in a night, and to play in other 
respects without blunder or mistake, and 
a perseverance in this practice always 
balances the year in their favour. 

“ It is impossible to enumerate all the 
tricks and arts practised upon cards ; few 
but have seen those bungling poor fellows 
who go about at coffee-houses, perform 
their clumsy fejits, and yet, indifferently 
0 0 
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ns they are versed in the trade, they often 
deceive us. When such as these are pos- 
sessed of so much art, what must not 
those be, who have been bred up to 
gaming from their infancy, whose hands 
are not like those mentioned above, ren- 
dered callous by labour, who have con- 
tinual practice in the trade of deceiving, 
and where the eye of the spectator is less 
upon its guard. 

“ Let the young beginner only reflect 
by what a variety of methods it is possible 
to cheat him, and perhaps it will check 
his confidence. His antagonists may act 
by signs and confederacy, and this he can 
never detect ; they may cut to a particular 
card after three or four hands have gone 
about, either by having that card pinched, 
or broader than the rest, or by having an 
exceeding fine wire thrust between the 
folds of the paper, and just peeping out 
at the edge. Or the cards may be chalked 1 
with particular marks which none but the 
sharper can understand, or a new pack I 
may be slipped in at a proper oppor- I 
tunity. I have known myself, in Paris, j 
a fellow thus detected with a tin case, 
containing two packs of cards, concealed j 
within his shirt sleeve, and which, by 
means of a spring, threw the cards ready 
packed into his hands. These and an 
hundred other arts may be practised with 
impunity and escape detection. 

“The great error lies in imagining 
every fellow with a laced coat to be a 
gentleman. The address and ti'ansient 
behaviour of a man of breeding are easily 
acquired, and none are better qualified 
than gamesters in this respect. At first, 
their complaisance, civility, and apparent 
honour is pleasing ; but upon examination 
few of them will be found to have their 
minds sufficiently stored with any of the 
more refined accomplishments which truly 
characterise the man of bi'eeding. This 
will commonly serve as a criterion to dis- 
tinguish them, though there are other 
marks which every young gentleman of 
fortune should be apprised ofi A sharper, 
wdien he plays, generally handles and deals 
the cards awkwardly like a bungler ; he 
advances his bets by degrees,, and keeps 
Ms antagonist in spirits by small advan^ 
tages and alternate success at th^ begin- 


ning : to show all his force at once, would 
but frighten the bird he intends to decoy ; 
he talks of honour and virtue, and his 
being a gentleman, and that he knows 
great men, and mentions his coal-mines, 
and his estate in the country; he is 
totally divested of that masculine confi- 
dence which is the attendant of real for- 
tune ; he turns, yields, assents, smiles, as 
he hopes will be most pleasing to his 
destined prey ; he is afraid of meeting a 
shabby acquaintance, particularly if in 
better company ; as he grows richer he 
wears finer clothes ; and if ever he is seen 
in an undress, it is most probable he is 
without money ; so that seeing a gamester 
growing finer each day, is a certain symp- 
tom of his success. 

“The young gentleman who plays with 
such men for considerable sums, is sure 
to be undone, and yet we seldom see even 
the rook himself make a fortune. A life 
of gaming must necessarily be a life of 
extravagance ; parties of this kind are 
formed in houses where the whole profits 
are consumed, and while those who play 
mutually ruin each other, they only who 
keep the house or the table acquire for- 
tunes. Thus gaming may readily ruin a 
fortune, but has seldom been found to re- 
trieve it. The wealth which has been 
acquired with industry and hazard, and 
preserved for ages by prudence and fore- 
sight, is swept away on a sudden ; and 
when a besieging sharper sits down before 
an estate, the property is often transferred 
in less time than the writings can be 
drawn to secure the possession. The 
neglect of business, and the extravagance 
of a mind which has been taught to covet 
precarious possession, bring on premature 
destruction : though poverty may fetch a 
compass and go somewhat about, yet 
will it reach the gamester at last ; and 
though his ruin be slow, yet it is certain. 

“ A thousand instances could be given 
of the fatal tendency of this passion, which 
first impoverishes the mind, and then per- 
verts the understanding. Permit me to 
mention one, not caught from report, or 
dressed up by fancy, but such as has 
actually fallen under my own observation, 
and of the truth of which I beg your 
lordship may rest satisfied. 



LIFE OF RTCirARD NAS!/, 


“ At Tunbridge, in the year 1715, Mr. 
J. Pledges made a very bribiant appear- 
ance. Pie had been married about two 
years to a young lady of great beauty and 
large fortune ; they had one child, a boy, 
on whom they bestowed all that affection 
which they could spare from each other. 
Ide knew nothing of gaming, nor seemed 
to have the least passion for play ; but he 
was unacquainted with his own heart ; he 
began by degrees to bet at the tables for 
trifling sums, and his soul took fire at the 
prospect of immediate gain ; he 'was soon 
surrounded with sharpers, who with calm- 
ness lay in ambush for his fortune, and 
coolly took advantage of the precipitancy 
of his passions. 

“ His lady perceived the ruin of her 
family approaching, but at first without 
being able to form any scheme to prevent 
it. She advised with his brother, who at 
that time was possessed of a small fellow- 
ship in Cambridge. It was easily sepn 
that whatever took the lead in her hus- 
band’s mind, seemed to be there fixed un- 
alterably; it was determined, therefore, 
to let him pursue fortune, but previously 
take measures to prevent the pursuit being 
fatal. 

“Accordingly, every night this gentle- 
man was a constant attender at the hazard 
tables ; he understood neither the arts of 
sharpers nor even the allowed strokes of 
a connoisseur, yet still he played. The 
consequence is obvious : he lost his estate, 
his equipage, his wife’s jewels, and every 
other moveable that could be parted with, 
except a repeating watch. His agony 
upon this occasion was inexpressible; he 
was even mean enough to ask a gentleman, 
who sat near, to lend him a few pieces, in 
order to turn his fortune ; but this prudent 
gamester, who plainly saw there were no 
expectations of being repaid, refused to 
lend a farthing, alleging a former resolution 
against lending. H edges was at last furious 
with the continuance of ill-success, and 
pulling out his watch, asked if any person 
in company would set him sixty guineas 
upon it : the company were silent ; he 
then demanded fifty; still no answer: 
he sunk to forty, thirty, twenty ; finding 
the company still without answering, he 
cried out, ‘ By G — d it shall never go for 


less,’ and dashed it against the floor, at the 
same time attempting to dash out his 
brains against the marble chimney-piece. 

“This last act of desperation imme- 
diately excited the attention of the whole 
company ; they instantly gathered round, 
and prevented the effects of his passion; 
and after he again became cool, he was 
permitted to retuni home, with sullen dis- 
content, to his wife. Upon his entering 
her apartment, she received him with he'r 
usual tenderness and satisfaction; while 
he answered her caresses with contempt 
and severity; his disposition being quite 
altered with his misfortunes. ‘But, my 
dear Jemmy,’ says his wife, ‘perhaps you 
don’t know the news I have to tell: my 
mamma’s old uncle is dead ; the messenger 
is now in the house, and you know his 
estate is settled upon you.’ Tins account 
seemed only to increase his agony, and 
looking angrily at her, he cried, ‘There . 
you lie, my dear, his estate is not settled 
upon me.’ — ‘I beg your pardon,’ says she, 
‘I really thought it was ; at least you have 
always told me so.’ ‘No,’ returned he, 
‘as sure as you and I are to be miserable 
here, and our children beggars hereafter, 

I have sold the reversion of it this day, 
and have lost every farthing I got for it at 
the hazard table.’ ‘What, all!’ replied 
the lady. ‘Yes, every farthing,’ returned 
he, ‘and I ow^e a thousand pounds more 
than I have to pay. ’ Thus speaking, he 
took a few frantic steps across the room. 
When the lady had a little enjoyed his 
perplexity : ‘No, my dear,’ cried she, ‘you 
have lost but a trifle, and you owe nothing ; 
our brother and I have taken care to pre- 
vent the effects of your rashness, and are 
actually the persons wdio have won your 
fortune: we employed proper persons for 
this purpose, who brought their winnings 
to me; your money, your equipage, are 
in my possession, and here I return them 
to you, from whom they w^ere unjustly 
taken. T only ask permission to keep my 
jewels, and to keep you, my greatest j ewel, 
from such dangers for the future.’ Her 
pnidence had the proper effect ; he ever 
after retained a sense of his former follies, 
and never played for the smallest sums, 
even for amusement. 

“Not less than three persons in one day 
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fell a sacrifice at Bath to this destructive 
passion. Two gehtlemen fought a duel, 
in which one was killed, and the other 
desperately wounded ; and a youth of great 
expectation and excellent disposition, at 
the same time ended his own life by a 
pistol. If there be any state that deserves 
pity, it must be that of a gamester ; but 
the state of a dying gamester is of all 
situations the most deplorable. 

“ There is another argument which your 
lordship, I fancy, will not entirely despise: ^ 
beauty, my lord, I own is at best but a 
trifle, but such as it is, I fancy few would 
willingly part with what little they have. 

A man with a healthful complexion, how 
great a philosopher soever he be, w'ould 
not willingly exchange it for a sallow hectic 
phyz, pale eyes, and a sharp wrinkled 
visage. I entreat you only to examine 
the faces of all the noted gamblers round 
one of our public tables; have you ever 
seen anything more haggard, pinched, and 
miserable? And it is but natural that it 
should be so. The succession of passions 
flush the cheek with red, and all such I 
flushings are ever succeeded by consequent 
paleness; so that a gamester contracts the 
sickly hue of a student, while he is only 
acquiring the stupidity of a fool. 

“Your good sense, my lord, I have 
often had an occasion of knowing, yet how 
miserable is it to be in a set of company 
where the most sensible is ever the least 
skilful ; your footman, with a little in- 
struction, would, I dare venture to affirm, 
make a better and more successful gamester 
than you. Want of passions, and low 
cunning, are the two great arts ; and it is 
peculiar to this science alone, that they 
who have the greatest passion for it, are 
of all others the most unfit to practise it. 

“ Of all the men I ever knew, Spedding 
was the greatest blockhead, and yet the 
best gamester ; he saw almost intuitively 
the advantage on either side, and ever 
took it; he could calculate the odds in a 
moment, and decide upon the merits of a 
cock or a horse, better than any man in 
England ; in short, he was such an adept 
in gaming, that he brought it up to a pitch , 
of sublimity it had never attained before; | 
yet, with all this, Spedding could not write ; 
his own name. What he died worth I ^ 


cannot tell, but of this I am certain, he 
might have possessed a ministerial estate, 
and that won from men famed for their 
sense, literature, and patriotism. 

“ If, after this description, your lordship 
is yet resolved to hazard your fortune at 
gaming, I beg you would advert to the 
situation of an old and luckless gamester. 
Perhaps there is not in nature a more de- 
plorable being: his character is too well 
marked, he is too well known to be trusted. 
A man that has been often a bankrupt, 
and renewed trade upon low compositions, 
may as well expect extensive credit as such 
a man. His reputation is blasted: his 
constitution worn, by the extravagance 
and ill hours of his profession ; he is now 
incapable of allining his dupes, and, like 
a superannuated savage of the forest, he is 
starved far want of vigour to hunt after 
prey. ' 

“ Thus gaming is the source of poverty, 
and still worse, the parent of infamy and 
vice. It is an inlet to debauchery, for the 
money thus acquired is but little valued. 
Every gamester is a rake, and his morals 
worse than his mystery. It is his interest 
to be exemplary in every scene of de- 
bauchery; his prey is to be courted with 
every guilty pleasure; but these are to be 
changed, repeated, and embellished, in 
order to employ his imagination, while his 
reason is kept asleep: a young mind is 
apt to shrink at the prospect of ruin ; care 
must be taken to harden his courage, and 
make him keep his rank; he must be 
either found a libertine, or he must be 
made one. And when a man has parted 
with his money like a fool, he generally 
sends his conscience after it like a villain, 
and the nearer he is to the brink of de- 
struction, the fonder does he grow of ruin. 

“Y^our friend and mine, my lord, had 
been thus driven to the last reserve, for lie 
found it impossible to disentangle his 
affairs, and look the w^orld in the face; 
impatience at length threw him into the 
abyss he feared, and life became a burthen, 
because he feared to die. But I own that 
play is not always attended with such 
tragical circumstances : some have had 
j courage to survive their losses, and go on 
; content with beggary; and sure those 
I misfortunes which are of our own pro- 
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I duction, ai'e of all others most pungent. 

i To see such a poor disbanded iDeing an 

unwelcome guest at every table, and often 
dapped off like a lly, is affecting; in this 
case the closest alliance is forgotten, and 
contempt is too strong for the ties of blood 
to unbind. 

j “ But, however fatal this passion may be 

I in its consequence, none allures so much 
in the beginning; the person once listed 
as a gamester, if not soon reclaimed, 
pursues it through his whole life ; no loss 
can retard, no danger awaken him to 
common sense ; nothing can terminate his 
career but want of money to play, or of 
honour to be trusted. 

“Among the number of my acquaint- 
ance, I knew but of two who succeeded 
by gaming; the one a phlegmatic heavy 
man, who w’ould have made a fortune in 
whatever way of life he happened to be 
placed; the other who had lost a fine 
estate in his youth by play, and retrieved a 
greater at the age of sixty-five, when he 
1 might be justly said to be past the power of 
enjoying it. One or two successful game- 
sters are thus set up in an age to allure 
the young beginner ; we all regard such as 
the highest prize in a lottery, unmindful 
of the numerous losses that go to the 
accumulation of such infrequent success. 

“Yet I would not be so morose as to 
refuse your youth all kinds of play; the 
innocent amusements of a family must 
often be indulged, and cards allowed to 
supply the intervals of more real pleasure ; 
but the sum played for in such cases should 
always be a trifle ; something to call up 
I attention, but not engage the passions. 
The usual excuse for laying large sums is, 
to make the players attend to their game ; 
but, in fact, he that plays only for shillings 
will mind his cards equally well with him 
that bets guineas ; for the mind habituated 
to stake large sums, will consider them as 
trifles at last; and if one shilling could 
not exclude indifference at first, neither 
will an hundred in the end. 

“ I have often asked myself, how it is 
! possible that he who is possessed of com- 
petence, can ever be induced to make it 
precarious by beginning play with the 
' odds against him ; for wherever he goes' 
to sport his money, he will find himself 
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over-matched and cheated. Either at 
White’s, Newunarket, the. Tennis Court, 
the Cock Pit, or the Billiard Talfle, he 
will find numbers who have no other re- 
source but their acquisitions there ; and if 
such men live like gentlemen, he may 
readily conclude it must be on the spoils 
of his fortune, or the fortunes of ill-judging 
men like himself. Was he to attend but 
a moment to their manner of betting at 
those places, he would readily find the 
gamester seldom proposing bets but with 
the advantage in his own favour. A man 
of honour continues to lay on the side on 
which he first won ; but gamesters shift, 
change, lie upon the lurch, and take every 
advantage, either of our ignorance or 
neglect. 

“In short, my lord, if a man designs to 
lay out his fortune in quest of pleasure, the 
gaining table is, of all other places, that 
where he can have least for his money. 
The company are superficial, extravagant, 
and iinentertaining ; the conversation flat, 
debauched, and absurd ; the hour un- 
natural and fatiguing; the anxiety of losing 
is greater than the pleasure of winning; 
friendship must be banished from that 
society the members of which are intent 
only on ruining each other; every other 
improvement, either in knowledge or vir- 
tue, can scarce find room in that breast 
which is possessed by the spirit of play ; 
the spirits become vapid, the constitution 
is enfeebled, the complexion grows pale, 
till, in the end, the mind, body, friends, 
fortune, and even the hopes of futurity 
sink together I Happy, if Nature termi- 
nates the scene, and neither justice nor 
suicide are called in to accelerate her 
tardy approach. I am, my lord, &c.” , 

Among other papers in the custody of 
Mr. Nash, was the following angry letter 
addressed to him in this manner : — 

“ To Richard Nash, Esq,, 

King of Bath, 

“ Sire, — I must desire your majesty to 
order the inclosed to be read to the great 
Mr. Hoyle, if he be found in any part of 
your dominions. You will perceive that 
it is a panegyric on his manifold virtues, 
and that he is thanked more particularly 



LIFE OF RICHARD NASH 


for spending his time so much to the 
emolument of the public, and for obliging 
the world with a book more read than 
the Bible, and which so eminently tends 
to promote Christian knowledge, sound 
iiiorality, and the happiness of mankind.’’ 

(The inclosed we have omitted, as it 
contains a satire on gaming, and may 
probably give offence to our betters, ) 

“This author, however,” (continues the 
letter writer,) “has not set forth half the 
merits of the piece under considerationj 
nor is the great care which he has taken 
to prevent our reading any other book, 
instead of this, been sufficiently taken 
notice of ; beware of counterfeits; these 
books are not to be depended on unless 
signed by E. Hoyle, is a charitable ad- 
monition. As you have so much power 
at Bath, and are absolute, I think you 
should imitate other great monarchs, by j 
rewarding those with honours who have | 
been serviceable in your state; and I beg j 
that a new order may be established for [ 
that purpose. Let him who has. done | 
nothing but game all his life, and has j 
reduced the most families to ruin and 
beggary, be made a Marshal of the Black 
Ace; and those who are every day making 
proselytes to the tables, have the honour 
of knighthood conferred on them, and be 
distinguished by the style and title of 
Knights of the four Knaves. 

“The moment I came into Bath, ray 
ears were saluted with the news of a 
gentleman’s being plundered at the 
gaming-table, and having lost his senses 
on the occasion. The same day a duel 
was fought between two gentlemen game- 
.sters on the Downs, and in the evening 
another hanged himself at the Bear, but 
first wrote a note which was found near 
him, importing that he had injured the 
best of friends. These are the achieve- 
ments of your Knights of the four Knaves. 
The Devil will pick the bones of all 
gamesters', that’s certain. . , . Ay! and 
of duellers too, but in the meantime let 
none think that duelling is a mark of 
courage ; for I know it is not. A person 
served under me in Flanders, who had 
fought four duels, and depended so much 
on Ms skill, the strength of his arm, and 


the length of his sword, that he would 
take up a quarrel for anybody ; yet in the 
field I never saw one behave so like a 
poltroon. If a few of these gamesters 
and duellers were gibbeted, it might per- 
haps help to amend the rest. I have 
often thought that the only way, or at 
least the most effectual way, to prevent 
duelling would be to hang both parties— - 
the living and the dead— on the same 
tree, and if the winner and the loser were 
treated in the same manner, it would be 
better for the public, since the tucking up 

of a few R Is might be a warning to 

others, and save many a worthy family 
from destruction. I am yours, &c.” 

The author of this letter appears to 
have been very angry, and not without 
reason ; for if I am rightly informed, his 
only son was ruined at Bath, and ■ by 
sharpers. But why is Mr. Nash to be 
blamed for this? It must be acknow- 
ledged, that he always took pains to pre- 
vent the ruin of the youth of both sexes, 
and had so guarded against duelling, that 
he would not permit a sword to be worn 
in Bath. 

As the heart of a man is better known 
by his private than his public actions, let 
us take a view of Nash in domestic life ; 
among his servants and, dependants, 
where no gloss w^as required to colour his 
sentiments and disposition, nor any mask 
necessary to conceal his foibles. Here 
we shall find him the same open-hearted, 
generous, good-natured man we have al- 
ready described ; one who was ever fond 
of promoting the interests of his friends, 
his servants, and dependants, and making 
them happy. In his own house no man 
perhaps was more regular, cheerful, and 
beneficent than Nash.' His table was 
always free to those who sought his friend- 
ship, or wanted a dinner ; and after grace 
was said, he usually accosted the company 
in the following extraordinary manner, to 
take off all restraint and cei'emony : 
“ Come, gentlemen, eat and welcome ; 
spare, and the Devil choke you.” I 
mention this circumstance for no other 
reason but because it is well known, and 
‘is consistent with the singularity of his 
character and behaviour. 
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As Mr. Nash’s thoughts were entirely 
employed in the affairs of his government, 
he was seldom at home but at the time 
of eating or of rest. His table was well 
served, but his entertainment consisted 
principally of plain dishes. Boiled chicken 
and roast mutton were his favourite meats, 
and he was so fond of the small sort of 
potatoes, that he called them English 
pine-apples, and generally ate them as 
others do fruit, after dinner. In drink- 
ing he was altogether as regular and 
abstemious. Both in this and in eating, 
he seemed to consult Nature, and obey 
only her dictates. Good small beer, 
with or without a glass of wine in it, and 
sometimes wine and water, was his drink 
at meals, and after dinner he generally 
drank one glass of wine. He seemed 
fond of hot suppers, usually supped about 
nine or ten o’clock, upon roast breast of 
mutton and his potatoes, and soon after 
supper went to bed ; which induced Dr. 
Cheyne to tell him jestingly, that he be- 
haved like other brutes, and lay down as 
soon as he had filled his belly. “ Very 
true,” replied Nash, “and this prescrip- 
tion I had from my neighbour’s cow, who 
is a better physician than you, and a 
superior judge of plants, notwithstanding 
you have written so learnedly on the 
vegetable diet.” 

Nash generally arose early in the morn- 
ing, being seldom in bed after five ; and 
to avoid disturbing the family and de- 
priving his servants of their rest, he had 
the fire laid after he was in bed, and in 
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the morning lighted it himself, and sat 
down to read some of his few but well- 
chosen books. After reading some time, 
he usually went to the pump-room and 
drank the waters ; then took a walk on 
the parade, and went to the coffee-house 
to breakfast ; after which, till two o’clock 
(his usual time of dinner) his hogrs were 
spent in arbitrating differences amongst 
his neighbours, or the company resorting 
to the wells ; in directing the diversions 
of the day, visiting the new comers, or 
receiving friends at his own house ; of 
which there was a great concourse till 
within six or eight years before his death. 

His generosity and charity in private 
life, though not so conspicuous, was as 
great as that in public, and indeed far 
more considerable than his little income 
would admit of. He could not stifle the 
natural impulse which he had to do good, 
but frequently borrowed money to relieve 
the distressed ; and when he knew not 
conveniently where to borrow, he has been 
often observed to shed tears, as he passed 
through the wretched supplicants who 
attended his gate. 

This sensibility, this power of feeling 
the misfortunes of the miseiable, and his 
address and earnestness in relieving their 
wants, exalts the character of Mr. Nash, 
and draws an impenetrable veil over his 
foibles. His singularities are forgotten 
when we behold his virtues, and he who 
laughed at the whimsical character and 
behaviour of this Monarch of Bath, now 
laments that he is no more. 
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THE TRAVELLER; 

OR, A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 

{1764.) 


To Rev. PIenry Goldsmith. 

Dear Sir, — I am sensible that the friendship between us can acquire no new force 
from the ceremonies of a Dedication; and perhaps it demands an excuse thus to 
prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline giving with your own. But as a 
part of this Poem was formerly written to you from Switzerland, the whole can now, 
with propriety, be only inscribed to you. It will also throw a light upon many parts 
of it when the reader understands that it is addressed to a man who, despising fame 
and fortune, has retired early to happiness and obscurity, with an income of forty 
pounds a year. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wisdom of your humble choice. You have 
entered upon a sacred office, where the harvest is great and the labourers are but few ; 
while you have left the field of ambition, where the labourers are many, and the 
harvest not worth carrying away. But of all kinds of ambition, what from the 
refinement of the times, from different systems of criticism, and from the divisions of 
* party, that \vhich pursues poetical fame is the wildest. 

Poetry makes a principal amusement among unpolished nations ; but in a countiy 
'Verging to the extremes of refinement Painting and Music come in for a share. As 
these offer the feeble mind a less, laborious entertainment, they at first rival Poetry, 
and at length supplant her; they engross all that favour once shown to her, and 
though but younger sisters, seize upon the elder’s birthright 

Yet, however this art may be neglected by the powerful, it is still in great danger 
from the mistaken efforts of the learned to improve it. What criticisms have we 
not heard of late in favour of blank verse and Pindaric odes, chorusses, anapests, and 
iambics, alliterative care and happy negligence 1 Every absurdity has now a 
cibampion to defend it : and as he is generally much in the wu'ong, so he has always 
'imrch to say ; for error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to this art still more dangerous, — I mean party. Party 
entirely distorts the judgment, and destroys the taste. When the mind is once 
infected with this disease, it can only find pleasure in what contributes to increase the 
distemper. Like the tiger, that seldom desists from pursuing man after having once 
preyed upon human flesh, the reader who has once gratified his appetite with calumny, 
makes ever after the most agreeable feast upon murdered reputation. Such readers 
generally admire some half-witted thing, who wants to he thought a bold man, 
having lost the character of a wise one. Him they dignify with the name of poet : 
his tawdry lampoons are called satires ; his turbulence is said to be force, and his 
phrenzy fire. 
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What reception a poem may find, which has neither abuse, party, nor blank verse 
to support it, I cannot tell, nor am I solicitous to, know. My aims are right. With- 
out espousing the cause of any party, I have attempted to moderate the rage of all. 
I have endeavoured to show that there may be equal happiness in states that are 
differently governed from our own ; that every state has a particular principle of 
happiness, and that this principle in each may be carried to a mischievous excess. 
There are few can judge better than yourself how far these positions are illustrated in 
this Poem. I am, 

Dear Sir, your most affectionate Brother, 

Oliver Goldsmith. 


Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 

Or by the lazy Scheld or wandering Po ; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door; 

Or where Campania’s plain forsaken lies, 

A weary waste expanding to the skies; 

Where’er I roam, whatever realms to see, 

My heart untravell’d fondly turns to thee; 

Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain, 

And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend : 
Blest be that spot where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire : 
Blest that abode where want and pain repair, 

And every stranger finds a ready chair : 

Blest be those feasts, with simple plenty crown’d, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail. 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food. 

And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not destin’d such delights to share, 

My prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 
Iinpell’d, with steps unceasing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and skies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 

My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 

And find no spot of all the world my own. 

E’en now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 

I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 

And plac’d on high above the storm’s career, 

Look downward where an hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide, 

The pomp of kings, the shepherd’s humbler pride. 

When thus Creation’s charms around combine, 
Amidst the .store should thankless pride repine? 
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Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 

That good which makes each humbler bosom vain? 

Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 

These little things are great to little man; 

And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
KxuUs in all the good of all mankind. 

Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crown’d ; 
Ye tields, where summer spreads profusion round ; 

Ye lakes, wdiose vessels catch the busy gale ; 

Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale ; 

For me your tributary stores combine : 

Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine. 

As some lone miser, visiting his store, 

Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o’er ; 

Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 

Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still: 

Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 

Pleas’d with each good that Heaven to man supplies : 
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 

To see the hoard of human bliss so small ; 

And oft I wish amidst the scene to find 
Some spot to real happiness consign’d. 

Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest, 

Jvlay gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 

But wdiere to find that happiest spot below 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know? 

The shudd’ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ; 

Extols the treasures of his stormy seas. 

And his long nights of revelry and ease : 

The naked negro, panting at the line. 

Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine. 

Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 

And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 

Such is the patriot’s boast where’er we roam ; 

His first, best country ever is at home. 

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare. 

And estimate the blessings which they share, 

Thougli patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 

As different good, by art or nature given, 

To different nations makes their blessing even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliss at labour’s earnest call : 

With food as well the peasant is supply’d 
On Lira’s cliffs as Arno’s shelvy side ; 

And though the rocky-crested summits frown, 

These rocks by custom turn to beds of down. 

From art more various are the blessings sent ; 

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 

Yet these each other’s power so strong contest, 

That either seems destructive of the rest. 

Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails ; 
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails. 
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Hence every state, to one lov’d blessing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 

Each to the fav’rite happiness attends, 

And spurns the plan that aims at other ends : 

Till carried to excess in each domain, 

This fav’rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us tiy these truths with closer eyes, 

And trace them through the prospect as it lies : 

Here for a while my proper cares resign’d, 

Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 

Like yon neglected shrub at random cast, 

That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast. 

Far to the right, where Apennine ascends, 

Bright as the summer, Italy extends : 

Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side, 

Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 

While oft some temple’s mould’ring tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could Nature’s bounty satisfy the breast, 

The sons of Italy were surely blest. 

Whatever fruits in different climes were found, 

That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 

Whose bright succession decks the varied year j 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives, that blossom but to die ; 

These, here disporting, own the kindred soil, 

Nor ask luxuriance from the planter’s toil ; 

While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows, 

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 

In florid beauty groves and fields appear ; 

Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign : 
Though poor, luxurious ; though submissive, vain 5 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 

And e’en in penance planning sins anew. 

All evils here contaminate the mind 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 

For wealth was theirs, not far removed the date 
When commerce proudly flourish’d through the state : 
At her command the palace learnt to rise, 

Again the long-fall’n column sought the skies. 

The canvas glow’d, beyond e’en nature warm, 

The pregnant quarry teem’d with human form, 

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale, 
Commerce on other shores display’d her sail ; 

While nought remain’d of all that riches gave, 

But towns unmann’d, and lords without a slave : 

And late the nation found with fruitless skill 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 
i Y et still the loss of wealth is here supplied 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride; 
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From these the feeble heart and long-falFn mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 

Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array’d, 

The paste-board triumph and the cavalcade, 
Processions form’d for piety and love, 

A mistress or a saint in every grove. 

By sports like these are all their cares beguil’d ; 

The sports of children satisfy the child. 

Each nobler aim, represt by long control, 

Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 

While low delights succeeding fast behind, 

In happier meanness occupy the mind : 

As in those domes where Caesars once bore sway, 
Defac’d by time and tott’ring in decay. 

There in the ruin, heedless of the dead, 

The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed ; 

And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them, turn we to sun^ey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display ; 

Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion tread. 
And, force a churlish soil for scanty bread. 

No product here the barren hills afford, 

But man and steel, the soldier and his sword : 

No vernal blooms their toi-pid rocks array, 

But winter lingering chills the lap of May : 

No zephyr fondly sues the mountain’s breast, 

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet, still, e’en here content can spread a charm, . 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm. 

Though poor the peasant’s hut, his feasts tho’ small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 

Sees no contigixous palace rear its head 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed ; 

No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal ; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

Each wish contracting fits him to the soil. 

Cheerful at morn he wakes from short repose, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes j 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep ; 

Or drives his vent’ rous plough-share to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 

At night returning, every labour sped, 

He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children’s looks, that bidghten at the blaze ; 
While his lov’d partner, boastful of her hoard, 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board ; 

And haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart ; 
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!‘ And e’en those ills that round his mansion rise 

I Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies/ 

Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 

I* And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms , 

ii And as a child, when scaring sounds molest, 

; Clings close and closer to the mother’s breast, 

!; vSo the loud torrent and the whirlwind’s roarf 

;; But bind him to his native mountains more, 

ii Such are the charms to barren states assign’d j 

Their wants but few, their wishes all confin’d. 

Yet let them only share the praises due : 

If few their wants, their pleasures are but few ; 
ij; For every want that stimulates the breast 

jji Becomes a source of pleasure when red rest ; 

ii Whence from such lands each pleasing science ilies 

ii That first excites desire, aud then supplies ; 

Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy, 

It To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 

Unknown those powers that raise the soul to flame, 
if Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 

>i Their level life is but a smouldering fire, 

I Unquench’d by want, imfann’d by strong desire ; 

j| Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 

I On some high festival of once a year, 

P In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 

[ Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

I But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow : 

I Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 

i For, as refinement stops, from sire to son 

Unalter’d, unimprov’d the manners run, 

And love’s and friendship’s finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some sterner virtues o’er the mountain’s breast 
May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest ; 

But all the gentler morals, such as play 
Thro’ life’s more cultur’d walks, and charm the way, 
These, far dispers’d, on timorous pinions fly. 

To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign, 

I turn ; and France displays her bright domain. 

Gay, sprightly land of mirth and social ease, 

Pleas’d with thyself, whom all the world can please, 
How often have I led thy sportive choir, 

With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire ? 
Where shading elms along the margin grew, 

And freshen’d from the wave the zephyr flew ; 

And haply, though my harsh touch,- falt’ring still, 
But mock’d all tune, and marr’d the dancer’s skill, 

Y et would the village praise my wondrous power, 
And dance, forgetful of the noondkle hour;^^ ^^^^ ^ 

Alike all ages. Dames of ancient ^ 

Have led their children through the nnrthfid mc ze. 
And the gay grandsire, skill’d in gestic lore, 

Has frisk’d beneath the burthen of threescore. 
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So blest a life these thoughtless realms display; 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away; 

Theirs arc those arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the social temper here. 

Honour, that praise which real merit gains. 

Or e’en imaginary worth obtains, 

Here passes current ; paid from hand to hand, 

It shifts in splendid traffic round the land ; 


I From courts to camps, to cottages, it strays, 

r And all are taught an avarice of praise. 

( They please, are pleas’d ; they give to get esteem ; 

Till, seeming blest, they grow to what they seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 

It gives their follies also room to rise ; 
f For praise too dearly lov’d, or warmly sought, 

I Enfeebles all internal strength of thought, 

: And the weak soul, within itself unblest, 

I Leans for all pleasure on another’s breast. 

Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart ; 

Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 

. And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace ; 

: Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

i , To boast one splendid banquet once a year ; 

. The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws, 

Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 

Embosom’d in the deep where Holland lies, 
d Methinks her patient sons before me stand, 

I Where the broad ocean leans against the land, 

I' And, sedulous to stop the coming tide. 

Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride. 

Onward methinks, and diligently slow, 

The firm connected bulwark seems to grow ; 
j Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 

[ Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 

I While the pent ocean, rising o’er the pile, 

j Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile : 

The slow canal, the yellow-blossom’d vale, 

The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, — 

A new creation rescued from his reign. 

' ' Thus while around the wave-subjected soil 

Impels the native to repeated toil, 

;i Industrious habits in each bosom reign. 

And industry begets a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that springs, 

With all those ills superfluous treasure brings, 

Are here display’d. Their much -lov’d wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts : 

But view them cbser, craft and fraud appear ; 
f E’en liberty itself is barter’d here. 

\ At gold’s superior charms all freedom flies ; 

’ The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ; “ 
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A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to servitude conform, 

Bull as their Jakes that slumber in the storm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgie sires of old ! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 

War in each breast, and freedom on each brow : 

How much unlike the sons of Britain now i 
Fir’d at the sound, my genius spreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring ; 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride, 

And brighter streams than fam’d Hydaspes glide. 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray ; 

There gentle music melts on every spray ; 

Creation’s mildest charms are there combin’d, 
Extremes are only in the master’s mind ! 

Stern o’er each bosom Reason holds her state, 

With daring aims irregularly great ; 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 

I see the lords of human kind pass by ; 

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band. 

By forms unfashion’d fresh from Nature’s hand, 
Fierce in their native hardiness of soul, 

True to imagin’d right, above control, 

While e’en the peasant boasts these rights to scan, 
And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings pictur’d liere ; 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endear : 

Too blest indeed, were such without alloy ! 

But foster’d e’en by Freedom ills annoy: 

^ That independence Britons prize too high 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie ; 

The self-dependent lordlings stand alone, 

All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown. 

Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held, 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell’d ; 
Ferments arise, imprison’d factions roar, 

Represt ambition struggles round her shore, 

Till, over-wrought, the general system feels, 

Its motions stop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. As nature’s ties decay, 

As duty, love, and honour fail to sway, 

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 

Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 

Hence all obedience bows to these alone, 

And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown : 

Till time may come, when, stript of all her charms, 
The land of scholars and the nurse of arms, 

Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame, 

Where kings have toil’d and poets wrote for fame, 
One sink of level avarice shall lie, 

And scholars, soldiers, kings, imhonour’d die. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills I state, 

I mean to flatter kings, or court the great : 
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Ye powers of truth, that bid i*ny soul aspire, 

Far from my bosom drive the low desire. 

And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble’s rage and tyrant’s angry steel ; 

Thou transitory flower, alike uiidone 
By proud contempt or favour’s fostering sun ; 

Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure! 

1 only would repress them to secure : 

For just experience tells, in every soil, 

That tiiose who think must govern those that toil ; 

And all that Freedom’s highest aims can reach, 

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each. 

Hence, should one order disproportioiied grow, 

Its double weight must ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth requires, 

Who think it freedom when a part aspires 1 
Calm IS my soul, nor apt to rise in arms, 

Except when fast approaching danger warms; 

But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to stretch their oum, 

When I behold a factious iDand agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free, 

Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 

Laws grind tlie poor, and rich men rule the law. 

The wealth of climes where savage nations roam 
Pillaged from slaves to purchase slaves at home, 

Fear, pit3% justice, indignation start, 

Tear oh reserve, and bare my swelling heart ; 

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the tlirone. 

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful hour 
When first ambition struck at regal power ; 

And thus polluting honour in its source, 

Gave wealth to sway the mind with doulde force. 

ITave we not seen, round Britain’s' peopled shore, 

Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore? 

Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste, 

Like flaring tapers brightening as they waste? 

Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead stern depopulation in her train, 

And over fields where scattered hamlets rose 
In barren solitary pomjj repose ? 

Plave we not seen at pleasure’s lordly call 
The smiling long-frequented village fall ? 

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 

The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 

Forced from tlieir homes, a melancholy train, 

To traverse climes beyond the western main ; 

Where wild Oswego .spreads her swamps around, 

And Niagara stuns with thundering sound? 

Even now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
Through tangled forests and through dangerous ways, 
Where beasts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murderous aim ; 

pr-i 
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There, while above the giddy tempest flies, 

And all around distressful yells arise, 

The pensive exile, bending with his woe, 

To stop too fearful, and too faint to go, 

Casts a long look where England’s glories shine, 
And bids his bosom sympathise with mine. 

V ain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss wdiich only centres in the mind : 

Why have I strayed from pleasure and repose, 

To seek a good each government bestows ? 

In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws restrain, 

How small, of all that human hearts endure, 

That part which laws or kings can cause or cure ! 
Still to ourselves in every place consigned. 

Our own felicity we make or find : 

With secret course, which no loud storms annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 

The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 

Luke’s iron crown, and Damien’s bed of steel, 

To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience all our own, 
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To Sir Joshua Reynolds. 

Dear Sir,~I can have no expectations, in an address of this kind, either to 
add to your reputation, or to establish my own. You can gain nothing from my 
admiration, as I am ignorant of that art in which you are said to excel: and I may 
lose much by the severity of your judgment, as few have a jiister taste in poetry than 
you. Setting interest therefore aside, to which I never paid much attention, I must 
be indulged at present in following my affections. The only dedication I ever made 
was to my brother, because I loved him better than most other men. He is since 
dead. Permit me to inscribe this Poem to you. 

How far you may be pleased with the versification and mere mechanical parts of 
this attempt, I do not pretend to inquire; but I know you will object (and indeed 
several of our best and wisest friends concur in the opinion) tliat the depopulation it 
deplores is no where to be seen, and the disorders it laments are only to be found in 
the poet’s own imagination. To this I can scarcely make any other answer than that 
I sincerely believe what I have written ; that I have taken all possible pains, in my 
country excursions, for these four or five years past, to be certain of what I allege, 
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and that air my views and inquiries have led me to believe those nixsenes real which 
I here attempt to display. But this is not the place to enter into an inquiry, whether 
the country be depopulating or not; the discussion would take up much room, and 1 
should prove myself, at best, an indifferent politician, to tire the reader with a long 
preface, when I want his unfatigued attention to a long poem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, I inveigh against the increase of our 
luxuries ; and here also I expect the shout of modem politicians against me. For 
twenty or thirty years past it has been the fashion to consider luxury as one of the 
greatest national advantages, and all the wisdom of antiquity in that particular as 
erroneous. Still, however, I must remain a professed ancient on that head, and 
continue to think those luxuries prejudicial to states by which so many vices are 
introduced, and so many kingdoms have been undone. Indeed so much has been 
poured out of late on the other side of the question, that merely for the sake of 
novelty and variety, one would sometimes wish to be in the right. I am. 

Dear Sir, your sincere Friend and ardent Admirer, 

Outer Goldsmith. 


Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain ; 
Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain, 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 

And parting summer’s lingering blooms delayed : 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please, 
How often have I loitered o’er thy green, 

Where humble happiness endeared each scene ! 

How often have I paused on every charm, 

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 

The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill, 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade, 

For talking age and whispering lovers made I 
How often have I blest the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree. 

While many a pastime circled in the shade, 

The young contending as the old surveyed ; 

And many a gambol frolicked o’er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round. 
And still, as each repeated pleasure tired, 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired ; 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown, 

By holding out, to tire each other down ; 

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face, 

While secret laughter tittered round the place; 

The bashful virgin’s side-long looks of love, 

The matron’s glance that would those looks reprove. 
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These were thy charms, sweet village ! sports like these, 
With sweet succession, taught even toil to please : 
These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed : 
These were thy charms— but all these charms are fled. 

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 

Thy Sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen. 

And desolation saddens all thy green: 

One only master grasps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain. 

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day. 

But, choked with sedges, works its weedy way ; 

Along thy glades, a solitary guest, 

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing ilies, 

And tires their echoes witli unvaried cries ; 

Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all, 

And the long grass o’ertops the mouldering wall ; 

And, trembling, shrinking from the .spoiler’s hand, 

Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

H III fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 

J Where wealth accumiilates, and men decay : 

' Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade ; 

A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 

But a bold peasantry, their country’s pride, 

When once destroyed, can never be supplied. 

A time there was, ere England’s griefs began, 

When every rood of ground maintained its man ; 

For him light labour spread her wholesome store, 

Just gave what life required, but gave no more: 

His best companions, innocence and health ; 

And his best riches, ignorance of wealih. 

But times are altered I trade’s unfeeling train 
Usurp the land and dispossess the swain ; 

Along the lawn, where scattered hamlets rose, 
Unwieldy wealtli and cumbrous pomp repose, 

And every want to opulence allied, 

And every pang that folly pays to pride. 

Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 

Those calm desires that asked but little room, 

Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene, 
Lived in each look, and brightened all the green; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 

And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

vSweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour, 

Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant’s power. 

Here, as I take my solitary rounds 
Amidst thy tangling walks and ruined grounds, 

And, many a year elapsed, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her busy ti*ain, 

Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings round fliis wofld of care, 

In all my griefs — and Gon has given my .share — 
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I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown, 

Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 

To husband out life’s taper at the closer 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose : 

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still, 

Amidst the swains to showiiiy book -learned skill. 

Around my fire an evening group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 

And, as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue 
Pants to the place from whence at first he flew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexations past, 

Here to return— -and die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life’s decline, 

Retreats from care, that never must be mine, 

How happy he W’ho crowns in shades like these 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations try, 

And, since ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 

Nor surly porter stands in guilty state, 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate ; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending Virtue’s friend ; 

Bends to the grave with unperceived decay, 

While resignation gently slopes the way; 

And, all his prospects brightening to the last, 

PI is heaven commences ere the world be past ! 

Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening’s close 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose. 

There, as I past until careless steps and slow, 

The mingling notes came softened from below ; 

The swain responsive as the milk -maid sung. 

The sober herd that lowed to meet their young, 

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 

The playful children just let loose from school, 

The watch-dog’s voice that bayed the whispering wind, 

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ; — 

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 

And filled each pause the nightingale had made. 

But now the sounds of population fail, 

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 

No busy steps the grass-grown foot- way tread, 

For all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 

All but yon widowed, solitaiy thing, 

That feebly bends beside the plashy spring : 

She, wretched matron, forced in age, for bread. 

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread, 

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn; 
vShe only left of all the harmless train, 

The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 

And still where many a garden-flower grows wild ; 
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There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year ; 

Remote from toAvns he ran his godly race, 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wished to change, his place; 
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power, 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize, 

More skilled to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train ; 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain : 

The long-remember’d beggar was his guest, 

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed ; 

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 
vSat by his fire, and talked the night away, 

Wept o’er his Avoiinds or tales of sorrow done, 
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were won. 
Plensed with his guests, the good man learned to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 

His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the Avretched Avas his pride, 

And e’en his failings leaned to virtue’s side ; 

But in his duty prompt at ev^eiy call, 

He Avatched and wept, he prayed and felt for all; 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its ncAv-fiedged offspring to the skies, 
lie tried each art, reproved each dull delay. 

Allured to brighter Avorlds, and led the Avay. 

Beside the bed Avhere parting life Avas laid, 

And soiTOAv, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed, 

The reverend champion stood. At his control 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 

Comfort came cIoavii the trembling AVTetch to raise, 

And his last faltering accents Avhispered praise. 

At church, AAuth meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorned the Axnerable place ; 

Truth from his lips prevailed Avith double SAA’ay, 

And fools, Avho came to scoff, remained to pray. 

The service past, around the pious man, 

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 

E’en children folloAved Avith endearing Avile, 

And plucked his goAvn, to share the good man’s smile. 
His ready smile a parent’s warmth expressed ; 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed: 
To them his heart, his^loA^e, his griefs were given, 

^ But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

As some tall cliff that lifts its aAvful fonn, 
wS wells from the vale, and midAA^ay leaves the storm, 
'■Though round its brea.«t the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 
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Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 

With blossom’d furze improfitably gay, 

There, in his noisy mansion, skilled to rule, 

The village master taught his little school. 

A man severe he was, and stern to view ; 

I knew him well, and every truant knew : 

Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning face ; 

Full well they laughed with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 

Full well the busy whisper circling round 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned. 

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 

The love he bore to learning was in , fault j 
The village all declared how much he knew : 

’Twas certain he could write, and cypher too; 

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage, 

And e’en the story ran that he could gauge : 

In arguing, too, the parson owned his skill; 

For e’en though vanquished, he could argue still ; 

While words of learned length and thundering sound 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around ; 

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew. 

That one small head could carry all he knew. 

But past is all his fame. The very spot 
Where many a time he triumphed is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye, 

Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired, 
Where grey-beard mirth and smiling toil retired, 

Where village statesmen talked with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendours of that festive place : 

The white-washed wall, tlie nicely sanded floor, 

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door ; 

The chest contrived a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; 

The pictures placed for ornament and use, 

The Uvelve good rules, the royal game of goose ; 

Tlie hearth, except when winter chilled the day, 

With aspen boughs and flowers and fennel gay; 

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show, 

Ranged o’er the chimney, glistened in a row. 

Vain transitory splendours ! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall? 

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart. 

Thither no more the peasant shall repair 
To sweet oblivion of his daily care ; 

No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 

No more the woodman’s ballad shaH prevail ; 

No more the smith Ms dusky brow shall clear, 

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear ; 





The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round ; 

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be pfest, 

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train ; 

To nie more dear, congenial to my heart, 

One native charm, than all the gloss of art ; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway ; 
Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined. 

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
With all the freaks of Avahton wealth arrayed,— 
In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ; 

And, e’en Avhile fashion’s brightest arts decoy, 
The heart distrusting asks if this be joy. 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen Avho survey 
The rich man’s joys increase, the poor’s decay, 
’Tis yours to judge, hoAv wide the limits stand 
BetAveen a splendid and a happy land. 

Proitd SAA-ells the tide witli loads of freighted ore, 
And shouting Folly hails them from her shore ; 
Hoards e’en be3mnd the miser’s Avish abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 


Yet count our gains. This Avealth is but a name 
That IcaA^’es our useful products still the same. 

Not so the loss. The man of Avealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied ; 

Space for his lake, his park’s extended bounds, 

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds : 

The robe that Avraps his limbs in silken sloth 

Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half their groAvth ; 

His seat, Avhere solitary sports are seen. 

Indignant spurns the cottage from the green ; 

Around the Avorld each needful product flies. 

For all the luxuries the Avorld supplies; 

While thus the laud adorned for pleasure all 
In barren splendour feebly Avails the fall. 

As some fair female unadorned and plain, 

Secure to please Avhile youth confirms her reign, 

Slights every borroAA^ed charm that dress supplies, 

Nor shares Avith art the triumph of her eyes ; 

But Avhen thos^ charms are past, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and Avhen lovers fail, 

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless, 

In all tlie glaring impotence of dress. 

Thus fares the land by luxury betrayed : 

In Nature’s simplest charms at first arrayed, 

But verging to decline, its splendours rise. 

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise ; 

While, scourged by famine from the smiling land, 

The mournful peasant leads bis humble band, 
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And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 

The countiy blooms— a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where, shall poverty reside, 

To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride ? 

If to some common's fenceless limits strayed 
He drives his flock to pick tlie scanty blade, 

Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide, 

And even the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city sped— what waits him there? 

To see profusion that he must not share; 

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 

To see those joys the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from his fellow -creature’s woe. 

Here while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 

Here v/hile the proud their long-drawn pomps display, 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way. 

The dome where pleasure holds her midnight reign 
Here richly deck’d admits the gorgeous train : 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square, 

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 
vSure scenes like these no troubles e’er annoy ! 

Sure these denote one universal joy ! 

Are these thy serious thoughts ?— Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houseless shivering female lies. 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest, 

Has w'ept at tales of innocence distrest ; 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sw'eet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn ; 

Now lost to all ; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head. 

And, pinch’d with cold, and slirinking from the shower, 
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour, 

When idly first, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, sweet Auburn, — thine, the loveliest train, — 
Do thy fair tribes pai'ticipate. her pain? 

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men’s doors they ask a little bread ! 

Ah, no ! To distant climes, a dreary scene. 

Where half the convex world intrudes between, 

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go, 

Where wild Alta ma murmurs to their woe. 

Far different there from all that charmed before. 

The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray. 

And fiercely shed intolerable day ; 

Those malted woods, where birds forget to sing, 

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 

Those poisonous fields; with rank luxuriance crowned, 
Where the dark scorpion gathers: death around, 

Where at each step the stranger fears to w^ake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake, 
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Where crouching tigers wait their haplesss prey, 

And savage men more murderous still than they ; 

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
hlingling the ravaged landscape with the skies. 

Far different these from eveiy former scene, 

The cooling brook, the grassy vested green, 

^ The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 

1 That only sheltered thefts of harmless love. 

Good Heaven ! what sorrows gloomed that parting day, 
That called them from their native walks away ; 

When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly looked their last, 
And took a long farewell, and wished in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main, 

And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 

Returned and wept, and still returned to weep. 

The good old sire the first prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ woe ; 

;• But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 

i He only wishecl for worlds beyond the grave. 

' His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 

1 The fond companion of his helpless years, 

I Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 

' And left a lover’s for her father’s arms. 

With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 

And blest the cot where every pleasure rose, 

And kissed her thoughtless babes with many a tear, 

And clasped them close, in sorrow doubly dear. 

Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the silent manliness of grief. 

O luxury ! thou curst by Heaven’s decree, 

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee ! 

How do thy potions, with insidious joy, 

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy 1 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown, 

Boast of a florid vigour not their own. 

At every draught more large and large they grow, 

A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe ; 

Till sapped their strength, and every part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 

Even now the devastation is begun, 

And half the business of destruction done ; 

Even now, methinks, as pondering here I stand, 

I see the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail, 

That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 
Contented toil, and hospitable care, 

And kind connubial tendernes.s, are there ; 

And piety with wishes placed above, 

And steady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 

Still first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
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Unfit in these degenerate times of shame 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame ; 

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried, 

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride ; 

Thou source of all my bliss, and ail my woe, 

That found’ St me poor at first, and keep’st me so ,* 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 

Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well I 
Farewell, and O ! where’er thy voice be tried. 

On Torno’s cliffs, or Pambamarca’s side, 

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

Redress the rigours of the inclement clime ; 

Aid slighted trath with thy persuasive strain ; 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain : 
Teach him, that states of native strength possest, 
Though very poor, may still be very blest ; 

That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay, 
As ocean sweeps the laboured mole away ; 

While self-dependent power can time defy, 

As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 


The following letter, addressed to the printer of the ‘‘St. James’s Chronicle,” 
appeared in that paper in June, 1767 ; — 

Sir, — As there is nothing I. dislike so much as newspaper controversy, particularly 
upon trifles, permit me to be as concise as possible in informing a correspondent of 
yours, that I recommended Blainville’s Travels because I thought the book was a 
good one; and I think so still. I said I was told by the bookseller that it was 
then first published: but in that, it seems, I was misinformed, and my reading 
was not extensive enough to set me right. 

Another correspondent of yours accuses me of having taken a ballad I published 
some time ago from one^ by the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not think there is any 
great resemblance between the two pieces in question. If there be any, his ballad 
is taken from mine. I read it to Mr. Percy some years ago ; and he (as we both 
considered these things as trifles at best) told me with his usual good humour, the 
next time I saw him, that he had taken my plan to form the fragments of Shakespeare 
into a ballad of his own. He then read me his little Cento, if I may so call it, and 
I highly approved it. Such petty anecdotes as these are scarce worth printing : 
and, were it not for the busy disposition of some of your correspondents, the public 
should never have known that he owes me the hint of his ballad, or that I 
am obliged to his friendship and learning for communications of a much more 
important nature. 

I am, Sir, yours, &c. 

Oliver Goldsmith. 
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(1766.) 


(I'l ‘‘The Friar of Orders Gray.” — Reliq. of Anc, Poetry^ vol. i. p. 243. 
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“ Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 

And guide iny lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

For here forlorn and lost I tread, 

With fainting steps and slow, 

^Yhere wilds, immeasurably spread, 

Seem lengthening as I go.” 

“ Forbear, my son,” the Hermit cries, 

“ To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

For yonder faithless phantom dies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 

“ Here to the houseless child of want 
My door is open still ; 

And though my portion is but scant, 

I give it with good will. 

Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whate’er rny ceil bestows, 

My rushy couch and frugal fare, 

My blessing and repose. 

*‘No flocks that range the valley free 
To slaughter I condemn ; 

Taught by that Power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them : 

“ But from the mountain’s grassy side 
A guiltless feast I bring, 

A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied, 
And water from the spring. 

Then, pilgrim, turn ; thy cares forego ; j 
All earth'boni cares are wrong : 

Man wants but little here below, 

Nor wants that little long.” 

Soft as the dew from heaven descends 
^ His gentle accents fell : 

The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 
The lonely mansion lay, 

A refuge to the neighbounng poor 
And strangers led astray. 
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1 No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Required a master’s care; 

The wicket, opening with a latch, 
Received the harmless pair. 

j A n d now, when busy crow ds retire 
To take their evening rest, 

The Hermit trimmed his little fire, 

And cheered his pensive guest. 

And spread his vegetable store, 

And gaily pressed, and smiled ; 

And skilled in legendary lore 
The lingering hours beguiled. 

Around in sympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

dlie cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger’s woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

liis rising cares the Hermit spied, 

With answering care bpprest : 

“And whence, unhappy youth,” he cried, 
The sorrows of thy breast ? 

“ From better habitations spurned. 
Reluctant dost thou rove ? 

Gr grieve for friendship unreturned, 

Or unregarded love \ 

“ Alas ! the joys that Fortune brings 
Are trilling, and deCay??; - 
And those who prize the trifling things 
More trifling still than they. 

“ And what is friendship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to sleep, 

A shade that follovys wealth or fame, 

But leaves the wretcE to weep V 

“ And love is still an emptier sound, 

The modem fair-one’s jest ; 

On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle’s nest. 
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“For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 
And spurn the sex,” he said ; 

But, while he spoke, a rising blush 
liis love-lorn guest betrayed. 

Surprised he sees new beauties rise, 

Swift raantling to the view ; 

Like colours o’er the morning skies, 

As bright, as transient too. * 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 
Alternate spread alarms : 

Tlie lovely stranger stands confest 
A maid in ail her charms. 

“ And, ah ! forgive a stranger rude, 

A wretch forlorn,” she cried ; 

“Whose feet imhallowed thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reside. 

“ But let a maid thy pity share, 

Whom love has taught to stray ; 

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her \vay. 

“ My father lived beside the Tyne ; 

A wealthy lord was he ; 

And all his wealth was marked as mine, — 
He had but only me. 

“ To win me from his tender arms 
Unnumbered suitors came, 

Who praised me for imputed charms, 
And felt or feigned a flame. 

“ Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove ; 

Amongst the rest young Edwin bowed, 
But never talked of love. 

“ In humble, simplest habits clad. 

No wealth nor power had he ; 

Wisdom and worth were all he had, 

But these were all to me. 

“ And when bes^e me in the dale 
He carolled lays of love, 

His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 
And music to the grove. 


“ The blossom opening to the day, 

The dews of heaven refined, 

Could nought of purity display, 

To emulate his mind. 

“ The dew% the blossom on the tree. 

With charms inconstant shine ; 

Their charms were his, but, woe to me ! 
Their constancy was mine. 

“ For still I tried each fickle art, 
Importunate and vain ; 

And while his passion touched my heart, 
I triumphed in his pain. 

“Till quite dejected with my scorn 
He left me to my pride, 

And sought a solitude forlorn, 

In secret, W'here he died. 

“ But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life shall pay ; 

ril seek the solitude he sought, 

And stretch me where he lay. 

“ And there forlorn, despairing, hid, 
ril lay me down and die ; 

- ’Twas so for me that Edwin did, 

And so for him will I.” 

“Foi'bidit, Heaven! ” the Hermit cried, 
And clasped her to his breast : 

The wondering fair one turned to chide, — 
’Twas Edwin’s self that pressed. 

“Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 

My charmer, turn to see 

Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here. 
Restored to love and thee. 

“ Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

And every care resign : 

And shall we never, never part, 

My life — my all that’s mine ? 

“ No, never from this hour to part, 

We’ll live and love so true, 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shall break thy Edwin’s too.” 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 

• ■ A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LORD CLARE. 

Thanks, my lord, for your venison, for finer or falter 
Never ranged in a forest, or smoked in a platter; 

The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 

The fat was so white, and the lean was so ruddy ; 

Though my stomach was sharp, I could scarce help regretting 
To spoil such a delicate picture by eating ; 

I had thoughts in my chambers to place it in view, 

To be shown to my friends as a piece of virtu ; 

As in some Irish houses j \^here things are so so. 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show : 

But, for eating a rasher of what they take pride in, 

They’d as soon think of eating the pan it is fried in. 

But hold — let me pause — don’t I hear you pronounce 
This tale of the bacon a damnable bounce? 

Well, suppose it a bounce — sure a poet may try, 

By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fiy. 

But, my lord, it’s no bounce : I protest in my turn 
It’s a truth—and your lordship may ask Mr. Byrne. 

To go on with my tale : as I gazed on the haunch, 

I thought of a friend that was trusty and staunch ; 

So I cut it, and sent it to Reynolds undrest, 

To paint it, or eat it, just as he liked best. 

Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose; 

’Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Monroe’s ; 

But in parting with these I was puzzled again. 

With the how, and the who, and the wliere, and the when. 
There’s Howard, and Coley, and H — rth, and Hiff, 

I think they love venison— I know they love beef. 

There’s my countryman Higgins — oh ! let him alone, 

For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 

But hang it ! — to poets wdio seldom can eat 
Your very good mutton’s a very good treat ; 

Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 

It’s like sending them ruffles, when wanting a shirt. 

While thus I debated, in reverie centred, 

An acquaintance, a friend as he called himself, entered ; 

An under-bred, fine-spoken fellow was he, 

And he smiled as he looked at the venison and me. 

What have we got here?— Why this is good eating! 

Your own I sujjpose — or is it in waiting?” 

“ Why, whose should it be?” cried I with a flounce; 

“ I get these things often”— but that was a bounce : 

“ Some lords, my acquaintance, that settle the nation. 

Are pleased to be hind— but I hate ostentation.” 

“ If that be the case then,” cried he, very gay, 

“ I’m glad 1 have taken this house in my way. 
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To-morrow you take a poor dinner Avitlv me ; 

No words — I insist on’ t-— precisely at three ; 

We’ll have Johnson, and Burke ; all the wits will be there; 
My acquaintance is slight, or I’d ask my Lord Glare. 

And now that I think on’ t, as I am a shiner ! 

We wanted this venison to make out the dinner. 

What say you— a pasty? It shall, and it must, 

And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for crust. 

Here, porter ! this venison with me to Mile-end; 

No stirring— I beg— my dear friend — my dear friend !” 
Thus, snatching his hat, he brushed off like the wind, 

And the porter and eatables folloived behind. 

Left alone to reflect, having emptied my shelf, 

And nobody with me at sea but myself; ” 

Though r could not help thinking my gentleman hasty. 

Yet Johnson, and Burke, and a good venison pasty, 

Were things that L never disliked in my life, 

Though clogged with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 

So next day, in due splendour to make my approach, 

I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place vhere we all were to dine 
(A chair-lumbered closet just twelve feet by nine), 

My friend bade me welcome, but struck me quite dumb 
Whth tidings that Johnson and Burke Would not come: 

For I knew it,” he cried ; “ both eternally fail ; 

The one with his speeches, and t’other with Thrale. 

But no matter, I’ll warrant vve’ll make up the party 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 

The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew ; 

They’re both of them merry, and authors like you ; 

The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge ; 

Some think he writes Cinna — he owns to Panurge.” 

While thus he describ’d them by trade and by name, 

They entered, and dinner was served as they came. 

At the top a fried liver and bacon were seen ; 

At the bottom was Iripe, in a swinging tureen ; 

At the sides there was spinach and pudding made hot ; 

In the middle a place where the pasty — was not. 

Now, my lord, as for tripe, it’s my utter aversion, 

And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian ; 

So there I sat stuck, like a horse in a pound, 

While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 

But what vex’d me most was that d d Scottish rogue, 

With his long-winded speeches, his smiles, and his brogue, 
And, “ INIadam,” quoth he, “ may this bit be my poison, 

A prettier dinner I never set eyes on ; 

Pray a slice of your liver, though may I be curst, 

But I’ve eat of 3mir tripe till I’m ready to burst.” 

“ The tripe ! ” quoth the Jew, with his chocolate cheek ; 

“ I could dine on this tripe seven days in a week : 

I like these here dinners so pretty and small ; 

But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing at all.” 

“ O ! ho I” quoth my friend, “he’ll come on in a trice ; 
He’s keeping a corner for something that’s nice : 
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There’s a pasty.” — “ A pasty I ” repeated the J ew j 
“ I don’t care if I keep a comer for’t too.” 

“ What the de’il, mon, a pasty !” re-echoed the Scot j 
“ Though splitting, I’ll still keep a corner for that,” 
We’ll all keep a corner,” the lady cried out; 

“ We’ll all keep a corner,” was echoed about. 

While thus we resolved, and the pasty delayed, 

With looks that quite petrified, entered the maid : 

A visage so sad, and so pale with affright,. ^ 

Waked Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out— for who could mistake her?- 
That she came with some terrible news from the baker : 
And so it fell out, for that negligent sloven 
Had shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 

Sad Philomel thus— but let similes drop — 

And now that I think on’t, the story may stop. 

To be plain, my good lord, it’s but labour misplaced, 

To send such good verses to one of your taste; 

You’ve got an odd something — a kind of discerning, 

A relish, a taste — sickened over by learning ; 

At least, it’s your temper, as veiy well known, 

That you think very slightly of all that’s your own ; 

So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiss, 

You may make a mistake, and think slightly of this. 
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Of old, when Scarron his companions invited. 

Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was united ; 

If our landloirU .supplies us with beef and with iish, 

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the best dish : 

Our Dean 2^ shall be venison, just fresh from the plains ; 

Our Burke ^ shall be tongue with the garnish of brains ; 

Our WilP^ shall be wild fowl, of excellent fiavour, 

And Dick^ with his pepper shall heighten the savour ; 

Our Cumberland’s sweet-bread its place shall obtain, 

And Douglas’' is pudding, suhstaiitial and plain ; 

^ (i) The master of the St. James’s coffee-house, where the Doctor^and the friends he has characterised 
m ms poem, occasionally dined, 

( 2) Doctor Barnard, Dean of Denw and afterwards Bishop of Limerick. 

(3) The Right Hon. Edmund Burke. 

(4) Mr. William Burke, late secretary to General Conway, member for Bedwin, and a relative of 
Edmund Burke. 

(5) Mr. Richard Burke, a barrister, and younger brother of the great .statesman. 

(6) Mr. Richard Cumberland, the dramatist. 

(7) Dr. Douglas, canon of Windsor, .an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who was made Bishop of 
Carhsle, and afterwards Bishop of .Salisbury. 
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Our Garrick’s ^ a salad, for in him we see 
Gil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree ; 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am. 

That Ridge ^ is anchovy, and Reynolds 3 is Iamb, 

That Hickey’s ^ a capon, and, by the same rule, 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry fool. 

At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 

Who’d not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 

Here, waiter, more wine ! let me sit while I’m able, 

Till all my companions sink under the table ; 

Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here lies the good Dean,® re-united to earth, 

Who mixed reason with pleasure, and wisdom with mirth : 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt ; 

At least, in six weeks I could not find ’em out ; 

Yet some have declared, and it can’t be denied ’em, 

That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide ’em. 

Here lies our good Edmund,® whose genius was such, 

We scarcely can praise it or blame it too much ; 

Who, born for the universe, narrowed his mind, 

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind ; 
Though fraught with all learning, yet straining his throat 
To persuade Tommy Townshend ^ to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining, 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining ; 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit ; 

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit, 

For a patriot too cool, for a drudge disobedient. 

And too fond of i\x^ right to pursue expedient. 

In short, ’twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, sir, 

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honest William,® whose heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne’er knew half the good that was in't ; 
The pupil of impulse, it forced him along, 

His conduct still right, with his argument wrong; 

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home ; 

Would you ask for his merits P—alas ! he had none ; 

What was good was spontaneous, his faults were his own. 

Here lies honest Richard,® whose fate I must sigh at ; 
Alas, that such frolic should now be so quiet ! 

What spirits were his ! what wit and what whim I 
Now breaking a jest, and now breaking a limb ; 

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball, 

Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all ! 

In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, 

That we wished him full ten times a day at Old Nick ; 


(i) David Garrick. (2) Gounsellor Jolm Rjdge, a gentleman belonging to the Irish bar- 

Mr -r ^ attorney. (5) See note 2, p. 594, (61 See note 3, p. 594. 

S Mr' tT- afterwards Lord Sydney. (8) See note 4, p. 594. 

Mr. Richard Burke, see page 594. At different times he fractured both an arm and a leg 
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But, missing his mirth and agreeable vein, ^ 

As often we wished to have Dick back again. 

Here Cumberland lies, having acted his parts, 

The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 

A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 

His gallants are all faultless, his women divine, 

And comedy wonders at being so fine ; 

Like a tragedy-queen he has dizened her out, 

Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 

His fools have their follies so lo.st in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud ; 

And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone, 

Adopting his portraits, are pleased uith their own. , 
Say, where has oiir poet this malady caught? 

Or w’hereforc his characters thus wdthout fault ? 

Say, \vas it that vainly directing his view 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few. 

Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 

H e grew lazy at last, and d rew from himself ? 

Here Douglas retires from liis toils to relax, 

The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks: 

Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the spot where your tyrant reclines : 
When satire and censure encircled his tlirone, 

I feared for your safety, I feared for my own ; 

But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 

Our Dodds ^ shall be pious, our Kenricks-' shall lecture, 
Maepherson’ write bombast, and call it a style, 

Our Townshend make speeches, and I shall compile ; 
New Landers and Bowers'* the Tweed shall cross over, 
No countryman living their tricks to discover ; 

Detection her taper shall quench to a spark. 

And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark 
Here lies David Garrick, describe me who can ; 

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man. 

A.S an actor, confessed without rival to shine : 

Asa wit, if not first, in the very first line : 

Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 

The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread, 

And beplastered with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 

’Twas only that, wijen he was off, he was acting. 

With no reason on earth to go out of his way, 

He turned and he varied full ten times a day: 

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick 
If they were not his own by finessing and trick ; 




(i; The Rev. Dr Dodet, hanged for forgery in 1777. 

(2) Dr. Kenrick, who read lectures at the Devil Tavern, under the title of '‘The School of Shake- 
speare,” and one of Goldsmith’s bitterest foes. 

{3} James Maepherson, Esq. Goldsmith is alluding to hi.s translation of Homer. 

(4j William Lauder and Archibald Bower, Scotch writers. 


RETALMTIOA^. 


S97 


He cast off Ills friends, as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew Avhen he pleased he could whistle them back. 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowed what came j 
And the putf of a dunce, he mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease, 

Who peppered the highest, was surest to please. 

But let us be candid, and speak out our mind : 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, i and Woodfalls- so grave, 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave ! 

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you raised. 

While he Avas be-Rosciused, and you were bepraised. 

But peace to his spirit, wherever it dies, 

To act as an angel and mix with the skies : 

Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill 
Shall_^still be his flatterers, go where he will ; 

Old Shakespeare receive him with praise and with love^ 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 3 

Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant creature, 

And slander itself must allow him good nature ; 

He cherished his friend, and he relished a bumper ; 

Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser : 

I answer, No, no ; for he always was wiser. 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly dat? 
liis very worst foe can’t accuse him of that. 

Perliaps he confided in men as they go, 

And so was too foolishly honest ? Ah no ! 

(i) Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of False Delicacy,” “ Word to the Wise,” “ Clementina,” “ School for 
Wives,” &c. &c. 

(») Mr. William Woodflill, printer of the Morning Chronicle. 

( 3 ) The following poems, composed in humorous revenge by Garrick, are found in Davies's “Life 
of Garrick.” 

JUPITER AND MERCURY : A Fable, 

Here says who with nectar was mellow, 

Go, fetch me some clay ; I will make an ! 

Right and wrong shall be jumbled, — much gold and some dross ; 

Without cause be he pleased, without cause be lie cross ; 

Be sure, as 1 work, to throw in contradictions, 

A great love of truth, yet a mind turn’d to lictions ! 

Now mix these ingredients, which, wanned in the baking, 

TmnQdtQ ieartii/rg im(\ ga?fN’ngf reli'gio?i mi(\ raking. 

With the love of a wench, let his writings be chaste ; 

Tip his tongue with strange matter, his pen with line taste ; 

That the rake and the poet o’er all may prevail, 

Set lire to his liead, and set fire to his tail : 

For the joy of each sex, on the world 1*11 bestow it, 

scholar, rake, Christmn, gameste}% ; 

Though a mixture so odd, he .shall merit great fame, 

And among brother mortals — be Goldsmith his name. 

When on earth tins strange meteor no more shall appear, 

You, HermaSy shall fetch him— to make us sport here. 

On Dr. GoldsmiiJUs Ckiiracieristical Cookery. 

.<V JEU d’esprit. 

Are these the choice dishes the Doctor has sent us? 

Is this the great poet whose works so content us ? 

This Goldsmith’s fine feast, who has written .fine books? 

Heaven sends us good meat^ but the Deinl sends cooks. 


598 


RETALIATION. 


Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and burn ye. 

He was — could he help it ? — a sjieclal attorney. 

Here Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 

He has not left a wiser or better behind. 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 

Still born to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart . 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering ; 

When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing 5 
When they talk’d of their Raphaels, Corregios, and stuff, 

He shifted his trumpet,^ and only took snuff. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

[After the fourth edition of this Poem was printed, the publisher received the 
following epitaph on Mr. Whitefoord,- from a friend of the late Doctor Goldsmith.] 

Plere Whitefoord reclines, and, deny it who can, 

T|Iiough he merrily lived, he is now a grave man. 

Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun ! 

Who relished a joke, and rejoiced in a pun ; 

Whose temper was generous, open, sincere ; 

A stranger to flattery, a stranger to fear ; 

Who scattered around wit and humour at will ; 

Whose daily bon mots half a column might fill ; 

A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free ; 

A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas ! that so liberal a mind 
Should so long be to newspaper essays confined ! 

Who perhaps to the summit of science could soar, 

\^et content “ if the table he set on a roar ; ” 

Whose talents to fill any station were fit, 

Yet happy if WoodfalP confess’d him a wit. 

Y e newspaper witlings ! ye pert scribbling folks ! 

Who copied his squibs, and re-echoed his jokes ; 

Ye tame imitators, ye servile herd, come. 

Still follow your master, and visit his tomb : 

To deck it, bring with you festoons of the vine, 

And copious libations bestow on his shrine ; 

Then strew all around it (you can do no less) 

Cross-readings.^^ skip-news, and mistakes of the press. 

Merry Whitefoord, farewell ! for thy sake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, — I had almost said wit : 

This debt to thy memory I cannot refuse, 

*‘Thou best humoured man with the worst humoured !Muse.” 

fi) Sir Joshua Reynolds was so deaf, as to be under the necessity of using an ear-trumpet in 
.vcompany.;: " 

(a) Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humorous essays. He was so notorious a punster, 
that Doctor Goldsmith used to say it was impossible to keep his company without being infected u'ith 
the itch of punning. 

(3^ Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertiser, aiid the Woodfall of Junius. 

(4') Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town with humorous pieces under those titles in tlie 
Public Advertiser. 
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AN ORATORIO. 

THE PERSONS. 

F irst Jewish Prophet . First Chaldean Priest, 

Seco7id Jewish Prophet. Second Chaldean Priest. 
Jsraelitish Woman. - Chaldean Woman. 

Chorus of Youths and Virgins. 

SQEUK-^The Banks of the Riz'er Euphintes near Babylon, 

ACT I. 

First Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

Y E captive tribes, that hourly work and weep 
Where hows Euphrates murmuring to the deep, 

Suspend your woes awhile, the task suspend, 

And turn to God, your father and your friend. 

Insulted, chained, and all the world our foe, 

Our God alone is all we boast below. 

AIR. 

First Pro, Our God is all we boast below : 

To Him we turn our eyes; 

And every added weight of woe 
Shall make our homage rise. 

Second Pro. And though no temple richly drest, 

Nor sacrifice, are here ; 

We ’ll make liis temple in our breast, 

And offer up a tear. 

\The first Stanza repeated by the CtlORUS. 
ISRAELITISH WOMAN. 

RECITATIVE. 

That strain once more ; it bids remembrance rise, 

And brings my long-lost country to mine eyes. 

Ye fields of Sharon, drest in flowery pride, 

Ye plains where Kedron rolls its glassy tide, 

Ye hills of Lebanon, with cedars crowned. 

Ye Gilead groves, that fling perfumes around, — 

How sweet those groves, that plain how wondrous fair, 
Ho\v doubly sweet when Heaven was with us there ! 

AIR. 

O Memory, thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain, 

To fomier joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain. 

Hence intruder most distressing, 

Seek the happy and the free : 

The wretch who wants each other blessing, 
Ever wants a friend in thee. 
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Second Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

Yet why complain? What though by bonds confined? 
Should bonds repress the vigour of the mind? 

Jiave we not cause for triumph, when we see 
Oux'selves alone from idol worship free ? 

Are not this very morn those feasts begun 
Where prostrate error hails the rising sun ? 

Do not our tyrant lords this day ordain 
For superstitious rites and mirth profane? 

And should we mourn? Should coward virtue fly. 
When vaunting folly lifts her head on high ? 

No; rather let us triumph still the more, 

And as our fortune sinks, our spirits soar, 

AIR. 

The triumphs that on vice attend 
Shall ever in confusion end ; 

The good man suffers but to gain, 

And every virtue springs from pain ; 

As aromatic plants bestow 
No spicy fragrance while they grow' ; 

But crushed, or trodden to the ground, 

Diffuse their balmy sweets around. 

First Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

But hush, my sons, our tyrant lords are near ; 

The sound of barlxarous pleasure strikes mine ear. 
Triumphant music floats along the vale ; 

Near, nearer still, it gathers on the gale : 

The growing sound their swift approach declares. 
Desist, my sons, nor mix the strain with theirs. 

Enter Chaldean Priests attendetl 
First Priest. 

AIR. 

Come on, my companions, the triumph display, 

Let rapture the minutes employ, 

The sun calls us out on this festival day, 

And our monarch partakes in the joy. 

Second Priest. 

Like the sun, our great monarch all rapture supplies : 

Both similar blessings bestow ; 

The sun with his splendour illumines the skies, 

And our monarch enlivens below. 

air. 

Chaldean Woman. 

Haste, ye sprightly sons of pleasure ; 

Love presents the fairest treasure : 

Leave all other joys for me. 

A Chaldean Attendant. 

= Or rather, love’s delights despising. 

Haste to raptures ever rising ; 

Wine shall bless the brave and free. 
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First Priest. 

Wine and beauty thus inviting. 

Each to different joys exciting, • 

Whither shall my choice incline? 

Second Priest: 

I ’ll waste no longer thought in choosing. 

But, neither this nor that refusing, 

I ’ll make them both together mine. 

First Priest. 

RECITATIVE. 

But whence, when joy should brighten o’er the land, 

This sullen gloom in Judah’s captive band? 

Ye sons of Judah, why the lute unstrung? 

Or why those harps on yonder willows hung? 

Come, take the lyre, and pour the strain along ; 

The day demands it : sing us Sion’s song. 

Dismiss your griefs, and join our warbling choir, 

P'or who like you can wake the sleeping lyre? 

AIR. 

Every moment as it flows 
Some peculiar pleasure owes. 

Come then, providently w'ise. 

Seize the debtor ere it dies. 

Second Priest. 

Thi nlc not to-morrow can repay 
The debt of pleasure lost to-day. 

Alas ! to-morrow’s richest store 
Can but pay its proper score. 

Second Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

Chained as we are, the scorn of all mankind, 

To want, to toil, and every ill consigned. 

Is this a time to bid us raise the strain, 

Or mix In rites that Fleaven regards with pain? 

No, never. May this hand forget each art 
That wakes to finest joys the human heart, 

Ere I forget the land that gave me birth, 

Or join to sounds profane its sacred mirth! 

Second Priest. 

Rebellious slaves ! if soft persuasion fail, 

More formidable terrors shall prevail. 

P'iRST Prophet. 

Why, let them come ; one good remains to cheer ; 

We fear the Lord, and scorn all other fear. 

Chaldeans. 

Chorus of Israelites. 

Can chains or tortures bend the mind 
On God’s supporting breast reclin’d? 

Stand fast, and let our. tyrants see 

That fortitude is victory. . \ Exeunt. 
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ACT 11. 

Israelites Chaldeans, 

First Prophet. 

AIR. 

O peace of mind, angelic guest, 

Thou soft companion of the breast, 
Dispense thy balmy store ! 

Wing all our thoughts to reach the skies, 
Till earth, receding from our eyes, 

Shall vanish as we soar. 

First Priest, 

RECITATIVE. 

No more. Too long has justice been delayed i 
The king’s commands must fully be obeyed ; 
Compliance with his will your peace secures ; 

Praise but our gods, and every good is yours. 

But if, rebellious to his high command, 

You spurn the favours offered from his hand, 
Think, timely think, what terrors are behind ; 
Reflect, nor tempt to ’rage the royal mind. 

AIR. 

Fierce is the tempest howling 
Along the furrowed main, 

And fierce the whirlwind rolling 
O’er Afric’s sandy plain. 

But storms that fly 
To rend the sky. 

Every ill presaging,.. 

Less dreadful show 
To worlds below 
Than angry monarch’s raging. 

ISRAELITISH WOMAN. 

RECITATIVE. 

Ah me I What angry terrors round us grow ! 

How shrinks my soul to meet the threatened blow ! 
Ye prophets, skilled in Heaven’s eternal truth, 
Forgive my sex’s fears, forgive my youth ! 

Ah ! let us one, one little hour obey ; 

To-morrow’s tears may wash the stain away, 

AIR. 

Fatigued with life, yet loth to part, 

On hope the wretch relies; 

And every blow that sinks the heart 
Bids the deluder rise. 

Hope, like the taper’s gleamy light, 

Adorns the wretch’s way, 

And still, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 
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Second Priest. 

RECITATIVE. 

Why this delay? At length for joy prepare, 

I read your looks, and see compliance there. 

-* Come on, and bid the warbling rapture rise. 

Our monarch’s fame the noblest theme supplies. 
Begin, ye captive bands, and strike the lyre, 

The time, the theme, the place, and all conspire. 

Chaldean Woman. 

AIR. 

See the ruddy morning smiling. 

Hear the grove to bliss beguiling ; 
Zephyrs through the woodland playing, 

; Streams along the valley straying. 

i First Priest. 

While these a constant revel keep. 

Shall reason only teach to weep? 
Hence, intruder ! we’ll pursue 
Nature, a better guide than you. 

; Second Priest. 

recitative. 

But hold ! see foremost of the captive choir, 

The master prophet grasps his full- toned lyre. 
Mark where he sits with executing art, 

Feels for each tone, and speeds it to the heart ; 
See how prophetic rapture nils his form, 

Awful as clouds that nurse the growing storm. 

* And now his voice, accordant to the string, 
Prepares our monarch’s victories to sing. 

First Prophet, 
air. 

From north, from south, from east, from west, 

! Conspiring nations come ; 

I Tremble, thou vice-polluted breast ; 

Blasphemers, all be dumb. 

The tempest gathers all around, 

On Babylon it lies ; 

Down with her! down, down to the ground 
She sinks, she groans, she dies. 

Second Prophet. 

Down with her, I^ord, to lick the dust. 
Before yon setting sun ; 

Serve her as she hath served the Just ! 
’Tis fixed — It shall be done. 

First Priest, 
recitative. 

No more ! when slaves thus insolent presume, 
The king himself shall judge, and fix their doom. 
U nthinking wretches I have not you, and all, 
Beheld our power in Zedekiah’s fall ? 
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To yonder gloomy dungeon turn your eyes; 

See where dethroned your captive monarch lies, 
Deprived of sight, and rankling in his chain : 

See where he mourns his friends and children slain. 

Yet know, ye slaves, that still remain behind 
More ponderous chains, and dungeons more confined. 

Chorus of all. 

Arise, all potent ruler, rise, 

And vindicate thy people’s cause ; 

Till every tongue in every land 
Shall offer up unfeigned applause. 

\^Excunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene as before. 


First Priest. 


RECITATIVE. 

Yes, my companions, Heaven’s decrees are passed, 
And our fixed empire shall for ever last : 

In vain the madd’ning prophet threatens woe, 

In vain rebellion aims her secret blow ; 

Still shall our name and growing power be spread, 
And still our justice crusli the traitoi-’s head. 

AIR. 

Coeval with man 
Our empire began, 

And never shall fall 
Till ruin .shakes all. 

Vvhen ruin shakes all, 

Then shall Babylon fall. 

Second Prophet. 

RECIT.LTIVE. 

’Tis thus the proud triumphant rear the head, 

A little while and all their power is fled. 

But, ha! what means yon sadly plaintive train, 
That onward slowly bends along the plain? 

And now, behold, to yonder bank they bear 
A pallid corse, and rest the body there. 

Alas ! too well mine eyes indignant trace 
The last remains of Judah’s royal race. 

Fall’ll is our King, and all our fears are o’er, 
Unhappy Zedekiah is no more. 

■ AIR. ■ ■ 

Ye wvetches who by fortune’s hate 
In want and sorrow groan, 

Come ponder his severer fate, 

And learn to bless your ouii. 

First Prophet, 

You vain whom youth and pleasure guide, 
Awhile the bliss suspend : 

Like yours, his life began in pride ; 

Like his, your lives shall end, 
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First Prophet. 

REGITATIVE. 

P'ehold bis wretcliecl corse with sorrow worn, 

TIis squalid limbs by ponclerous fetters torn ; 

Those eyeless orbs that shock with ghastly glare^ 

Those imbecoming rags, that mattecl hair ! ' 

And shall not Heaven for this avenge the foe, 

Grasp the red bolt, and lay the guilty low? 

How long, how long, Ahnighty God of all, 

Shall wrath vindictive threaten ere it fall ! 

ISRAELITISH WOMAN. 

AIR. 

As panting flies the hunted hind, 

Where brooks refreshing stray ; 

And rivers through the valley wind, 

That stop the hunter’s way : 

Thus Ave, O Lord, alike distrest, 

For streams of mercy long ; 

Streams Avhich cheer tlie sore ojjprest, 

And overwhelm the strong. 

First Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

But whence that shout? Good heavens! Amazement all! 
See yonder tower just nodding to the fall : 

Behold, an army covers all the ground, 

’Tis Cyrus here that pours destruction round: — 

And now behold the battlements recline — 

O God of hosts, the victory is thine ! 

Chorus of Captives. 

Down with them, Lord, to lick the dust ; 

Thy vengeance be begun ; 

Serve tliem as they have served the just, 

And let thy will be done. 

First Priest. 

RRCITA'ITVE. 

All, all is lost. The Syrian army fails ; 

Cyru.s, the conqueror of the world, prevails. 

The ruin srnolves, the torrent pours along, — • 

How low the proud, how feeble are the strong? 

Save us, O Lord! to Thee, though late, we pray; 

And give repentance but an hour’s delay. 

First AND Second Priest. 

AIR. ' 

O happy, who in happy hour, 

To God their praise bestoAV, 

And own his all-consuming puwer, 

Before they feel the blow ! 
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Second Prophet. 

RECITATIVE. 

Now, now’s our time! ye wretches bold and blind, 
Brave but to God, and cowards to mankind. 

Ye seek in vain the Lord unsought before, 

Your wealth, your lives, your kingdom, are no more. 

AIR. 

O Lucifer, thou son of morn, 

Of heaven alike and man the foe ; 

Heaven, men, and all. 

Now press thy fall. 

And sink thee lowest of the low. 

. First Prophet. 

O Babylon, how art thou fallen ! 

Thy fall more dreadful from delay ! 

Thy streets fQ,i|pm 
To wilds shairfurn, 

AVhere toads shall pant, and vultures prey. 
Second Prophet, 
recitative. 

Such be her fate. But hark! how from afar 
The clarion’s note proclaims the finish’d war! 

Our great restorer, Cyrus, is at hand, 

And this way leads his formidable band. 

Give, give your songs of Sion to the wind, 

And hail the benefactor of mankind : 

He comes pursuant to divine decree. 

To chain the strong, and set the captive free. 

Chorus OF Youths. 

Rise to transports past expressing, 

Sweeter by remember’d woes ; 

Cyrus comes our wrongs redressing, 

Comes to give the world repose. 

Chorus of Virgins. 

Cyrus comes, the world redressing, 

Love and pleasure in his train; 

Comes to heighten every blessing, 

Comes to soften every pain. 

Semi-chorus. 

Hail to him with mercy reigning, 

Skilled in every peaceful art ; 

Who from bonds our limbs unchaining 
Only binds the willing lieart. 

The last Chorus. 

But chief to Thee, our God, defender, friend, 

Let praise be given to all eternity ; 

O Thou, without beginning, without end, 

Let us and all begin and end in Thee. 
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i THE GOOD-NATURED MAN; 

I ' 

I A COMEDY: 

^ AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE ROYAL, COVENT GARDEN, 

[1768.] 

I PREFACE. 

^ When 1 imdertook io write a comedy, / confess I was strongly fref assessed in favonr 

of the poets of the last age, and strove to imitate them. The term genteel comedy ” was 
then nnkno7u?i amongst ns, and little moi‘e was desh'ed by a?i audience than 7iatnre and 
hnmonr, in ivhatever walks of life they were 7nost conspiciious. The author of the fol- 
lowing scenes 7tez>er iinagificd that 7nore would be expected of him, and therefore to 
delineate chatmeter has been his principal aim. Those who knena anything of co 7 n posiiioft, 
are sensible that, m pursuing humour, it will sometimes lead us into the recesses of the 

: 7ncan ; 1 7vas even tempted to look for it in the master of a spunging-house ; but in defer- 

ejice to the public taste, groiun of late, perhaps, too delicate, the scene of the bailiffs was 

; retrenched in the 7Vp7rsentation. In deference also to the judgment of a fw friends, vdu 
think in a particular way, the scene is here resto7‘ed. The author sidunifs it to the reader 
in his closet ; and hopes that too much refinement 7vill not banish humour and eluu'acter 
from ows, as it has already done J'rom the French iheaU e. Indeed the French comedy 
is 71010 beco?ne so very elevated and sentimental, that it has not only banished humour 
and Moliere from the stage, but it has banished all spectahms too. 

Up07i the 7ohole, the author 7'etur ns his thanks to the public for the fwoimible 7 ‘eception 
which The Good- Natiu'cd Man ” has met 7oith ; and io Mr. Col man in pa)'ticular, for 
his kindness to it. It may 7iot also be imp7‘opcr to assure any 7oho shall hcixafter 7 vriU 
for the theatre, that merit, or supposed inci'it, will ei^er be a sufficieiit passpo 7 i to his 
pivteciion. 

PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY DR. JOHNSON ; SPOKEN BY MR. BENSLEY. 

Press’d by the load of life, the weary mind 
Surveys the general toil of humankind; 

With cool sulDinission joins the lab’ ring train, 

And social sorrow loses half its pain : 

Our anxious bard, without complaint, may share 
Tliis bustling season’s epidemic care, 

Like Caesar’s pilot, dignified by fate, 

Tost in one common storm with all the great ; 

Distrest alike, the statesman and the wit, 

When one a borough courts, and one the pit, 

The busy candidates for power and fame 
Have hopes, and fears, and wishes, just the same; 

Disabled both to combat, or to fly, 

Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 

Uncheck’d on both loud rabbles vent their rage, 

As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 
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Th’ offended burgess hoards his angry tale 

For that blest year when all that vote may rail ; 

Their schemes of spite the poet’s foes dismiss 

Till that glad night when all that hate may hiss. 

“ This day the powder’d curls and golden coat,” 

Says swelling Crispin, “begg’d a cobbler’s vote.” 

“This night our wit, ’’ the pert apprentice cries, 

“ Lies at my feet — I hiss him, and he dies.” 

The great, ’tis true, can charm the electing tribe ; 

The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe. 

Yet judg’d by those whose voices ne’er were sold, 

Me feels no want of ill-persuading gold ; 

But confident of praise, if praise be due, 

Trusts without fear, to merit, and to you, 

DRAMATIS PERSON.R 

DuhciVihau , ...... Mr. Holtom. 

Mr. Honey-vooul . . . Mr. Powell, -Postboy Mr. Quick. 

Cro^kor . . . . . . . Mr. Shuteic. wo*iF'J 

Lofty . . . ... . . Mr. Woodward. 

Sir IVillitini Honey-wood . Mr. Clarke. Miss Rtchlctud . . . . . Mrs, Bulklkv. 

Leontinc Mr. Bensley. Olivia Mrs. Mattocks. 

fartns . . ... . . . Mr. Dunstall. Mrs. Croaker. ..... Ivlrs. Pitt. 

Butler Mr. Cushing. Garnet Mr.s. Green. 

Bailiff . , , . . . . . Mr. R. Smith. Landlady . . . . . . . Mrs. White, 

London. 


ACT THE FIRST. 

Scene—/!;/ Apartment in Honey- 
wood’s House. 

Enter SiR William Honeywood 
Jarvis; 

Sir Wit. Good Jarvis, make no apolo- 
gies for this honest bluntness. Fidelity, 
like yours, is the best excuse for every 
freedom. 

ya?'. I can’t help being blunt, and being 
very angry too, when I hear you talk of 
disinheriting so good, so worthy a young j 
gentleman as your nephew, my master. I 
AU the world loves him. , j 

Sir Wit. Say rather, that he loves all 
the world ; that is his fault. 

yar. I am sure there is no part of it 
more dear to him than you are, though he 
has not seen you since he was a child. 

Sir Wit. What signifies his affection to 
me ; or how can I be proud of a place in 
a heart, where every sharper and coxcomb 
find an easy entrance ? 

yar. I grant you that he is rather too 
good-natured ; that he’s too much every 
man s man ; that he laughs this minute with 
Qne, auu cries the next with another ; but 


whose instructions may he thank for all 
this? 

Sir IVit. Not mine, sure ? hly letters 
to him during my employment in Italy 
taught him only that philosophy which 
might prevent, not defend his errors. 

Jar. Faith, begging your honour s par- 
don, I’m sorry tliey taught him any philo- 
sophy at all ; it has only served to spoil 
him. This same philosophy is a good 
horse in the stable, but an arrant jade on 
a journey. For my own part, whenever 
I hear him mention the name on’t, I’m 
always sure he’s going to play the fool. 

Sir I Fit. Don’t let us ascribe liis faults 
to his philosophy, I entreat you. No, 
Jarvis, his good- nature arises rather from 
^is fears of offending the importunate, than 
mis desire of making the deserving happy. 

yar. What it rises from, 1 don’t know. 
But, to be sure, everybody has it, that 
asks it. 

Sir Wit. Ay, or that does not ask it. 
I have been now for some, time a concealed 
spectator of his follies, and find them as 
boundless as his dissipation. 

yar. And yet, faith, he has some fine 
name or other for them all. He calls hir 
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» extravagance, generosity ; and his trust- ' 
1 ing everybody, universal benevolence. It ] 
was but last week he went security for a ' 
fellow whose face he scarce knew, and ; 
that he called an act of exalted mu-~— mu^ — ; 
munificence ; ay, that was- the name he 
■'gave'it. V 

Sir VViL And upon that I proceed, as 
my last effort, though with very little hopes 
to reclaim him. That very fellow has just 
absconded, and I have taken up the se- 
curity. Now, niy intention is to involve 
him in fictitious distress, before he has 
plunged himself into real calamity; to 
arrest him for that very debt ; to clap an 
officer upon him, and then let him see 
which of his friends will come to his relief. 

ya7\ Well, if I could but any way see 
him thoroughly vexed, every groan of his 
would be music to me ; yet, faith, I believe j 
it impossible. I have tried to fret him j 
myself every morning these three years ; 1 
but, instead of being angry, he sits as j 
calmly to hear me scold, as he does to his i 
fhair-dresser. 

Sir WiL We must try him once more, 
however, and I’ll go this instant to put 
my scheme into execution : and I don’t 
despair of succeeding, as, by your means, 

I can have frequent opportunities of being ; 
about him without being known. What ' 
a pity it is, Jarvis, that any man’s good- 
will to others should produce so much ■ 
neglect of himself, as to require correction ! 
Y et we must touch his weaknesses with a 
delicate liand. There are some fiudts so 
nearly allied to excellence, that we can 
scarce weed out the vice without eradi- 
cating the virtue. \Exit. 

Jar. Well, go thy wmys, Sir William 
Honeywood. It is not without reason 
that the world allows thee to be the best 
of men. But here comes his hopeful 
nephew; the strange good-natured, foolish, 
open-hearted — And yet, all his faults, are 
such that one loves him still the better for 
them. 

Enter HoNEYWOOD. 

'Ho7i, Well, .Jarvis, what messages from 
■ my friends this morning? 

Jar, Y ou have no friends. 

Ho7i. Well; from my acquaintance then ? 

Jar, {Piillhig out bills.) A few of our 
usual cards of compliment, that’s all. 


This bill from your tailor ; this from your 
mercer ; and this from the little broker in 
Crooked-lane. He says he has been at 
a great deal of trouble to get back the 
money you borrowed. 

IIo$t. That I don’t know ; but I’m sure 
we wmre at a great deal of trouble in 
getting him to lend it. 

Ja7\ He has lost all patience. 

IIo7i. Then he has lost a very good 
thing. 

Ja7\ There’s that ten guineas you were 
sending to the poor gentleman and his 
children in the Fleet, I believe that 
would stop his mouth for a while at 
least. 

Ho7t. Ay, Jarvis, but what will fill their 
mouths in the mean time? Must I be 
cruel, because he happens to be importu- 
nate ; and, to relieve his avarice, leave 
them to insupportable distress ? 

Jar. ’Sdeath ! Sir, the question now is 
how to relieve yourself; yourself. — Haven’t 
I reason to be out of my senses, when I 
see things going at sixes and sevens? 

Ho7t. Whatever reason you may have 
for being out of your senses, I hope you’ll 
allow that I’m not quite unreasonable for 
continuing in mine, 

I Ja7\ Y ou are the only man alive in your 
' present situation that could do so. Every 
! thing upon the waste. There’s Miss 
■ Ricliland and her fine fortune gone al 
.ready, and upon the point of being given 
to your rival-— 

Ho77. I’m no man’s rival, 

Ja7\ Your uncle in Italy preparing to 
disinherit you ; your own fortune almost 
spent ; and nothing but pressing creditors, 
false friends, and a pack of drunken ser- 
vants that your kindness has made unfit 
for any other family. 

Ho7t, Then they have the more occa- 
sion for being in mine. 

Jar. Soh! What will you have done 
with him that I caught stealing your plate 
in the pantry ? In the fact ; I caught him 
in the fact. 

Ho7i. In the fact ? If so, I really thinJi 
that \ve should pay him his wages and . 
turn him off. 

Jar, He shall be turned off at Tybir ^ 
the dog ; we’ll hang him, if it be 
frighten the rest of the family. ^ 
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Hon. No, Jarvis ; it’s enough that we 
have lost what he has stolen ; let us not 
add to it the loss of a fellow*creature ! 

Very fine 1 well, here was the 
footman just now, to complain of the 
butler; he says he does most work, and 
ought to have most wages. 

Hon. That’s but just ; though perhaps 
here comes the butler to complain of the 
footman. 

Jar. it’s the way with them all, 
from the scullion to the privy-councillor. 

If they have a bad master, they keep | 
quarrelling with him ; if they have a good j 
master, they keep quarrelling with one | 
another. i 

Enter BUTLER, drunk. | 

But. Sir, Til not stay in the family with 
Jonathan; you must part wdth him, or 
part with me; that’s the ex— ex — •exposi- 
tion of the matter, sir, 

Hon. Full and explicit enough. But 
what’s his fault, good Philip? ; 

But. Sir, he’s given to drinking, sir, 
and I shall have my morals corrupted by | 
keeping such company. j 

Hon. Ha ! ha ! he has such a diverting 
way — I 

Jar. Oh, quite amusing. i 

But. I find my wine’s a-going, sir; and ' 
liquors don’t go without mouths, sir; I ' 
hate a drunkard, sir. I 

Hon. Well, well, Philip, I’ll hear you ' 
upon that another time ; so go to bed now. 
Ja}\ To bed ! let him go to the devil. 
But. Begging your honour’s pardon, 
and begging your pardon, master Jarvis, 
I’ll not go to bed, nor to the devil neither. 

I have enough to do to mind my cellar. 

I forgot, your honour, Mr. Croaker is ' 
below. I came on purpose to tell you. i 
Hon. Why didn’t you show him up, 
blockhead ? 

But. Show him up, sir 1 With all 
my heart, sir. Up or down, all’s one 
to me. {Exit. 

Jar. Ay, we have one or other of that 
family in this house from morning till 
night. He comes on the old affair, I 
suppose. The match between his son 
'"■‘''hat’s just returned from Paris, and Miss 
gqhland, the young lady he’s guardian to. 

I xoHqn, Perhaps so". Mr. Croaker, know- 
f I Qne; '.y friendship for the young lady, has 


got it into his head that I can persuade 
her to w^hat I please. 

Jar. Ah ! if you loved yourself but half 
as well as she loves you, we should soon 
see a marriage that would set all things 
to rights again. 

Hon. Love me ! Sure, Jarvis, you 
dream. No, no ; her intimacy with me 
never amounted to more than mere friend- 
ship — mere friendship. That she is the 
most lovely woman that ever warmed the 
human heart with desire, I own. But never 
let me harbour a thought of making her 
unhappy, by a connexion with one so un- 
worthy her merits as I am. No, Jarvis, 
it shall be my study to serve her, even in 
spite of my wishes; and to secure her 
happiness, though it destroys my own. 

Was ever the like’? I want patience. 

Hon. Besides, Jarvis, though I could 
obtain Miss Richland’s consent, do you 
think I could succeed with her guardian, 
or Mrs. Croaker, his wife ; who, though 
both very fine in their way, are yet a little 
opposite in their dispositions, you know ? 

Jar. Opposite enough, Heaven knows ! 
the very reverse of each other : she, all 
laugh and no joke; he, always complaining 
and never sorrowful ; a fretful poor soul, 
that has a new distress for every hour in 
the four and twenty— 

Ho7i. Hush, hush, he’s coming up, he’ll 
hear you. 

Jar. One whose voice is a passing- 
1 bell— 

Hon. Well, well; go, do. 

I Ja7\ A raven that bodes nothingbut mis- 
i chief ; a coffin and cross-bones ; a bundle 
I of rue ; a sprig of deadly night-shade ; 

' a— (H oneywood, stopping his mouthy at 
last pttshes him off.) {Exit Jarvis. 

Plon. I must own, my old monitor is 
not entirely wrong. There is something 
in my friend Croaker’s conversation that 
entirely depresses me. His very mirth is 
quite an antidote to all gaiety, and his ap- 
pearance has a stronger effect on my spirits 
than an undertaker’s shop. — Mr. Croaker, 
this is such a satisfaction — 

E7tter Croaker. 

C7'0. A pleasant morning to Mr. Honey- 
wood, and many of them. How is this ! 
you look most shockingly to-day, my dear 
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f friend. I hope this does not 

I affect your spirits. To be sure, if this 

I weather continues — -I say nothing — But 

God send we be all better this day three 
months!',' 

^ Elon. I heartily concur in the wish, 

though, I own, not in your apprehensions. 

Cro. May be not. Indeed, what signifies 
. what weather we have in a country going 

^ to ruin like ours? Taxes rising and trade 

falling. Money flying out of the kingdom, 
and Jesuits swarming into it. I know at 
; this time no less than a hundred and 
twenty-seven Jesuits bet^veen Charing 
i Cross and Temple Bar. 

^ I/on, The Jesuits will scarce pervert 

you or me, I should hope. 

Cro, May be not. Indeed, what signi- 
fies whom they pervert in a country that 
has scarce any religion to lose? I’m only 
afraid for our wives and daughters. 

I/on. I have no apprehensions for the 
ladies, I assure you. 

Cro. May be not. Indeed, what signi- 
fies whether they be perverted or no? The 
women in my time were good for some- 
thing. I have seen a lady drest from top 
to toe in her own manufactures formerly. 
But now-a-days the devil a thing of their 
own -manufacture’s about them, except 
their faces. 

lion. But, however tliese faults may be 
practised abroad, you don’t find them at 
home, either with Mi*s. Croaker, Olivia, 
or Miss Richland, 

Cro, The best of them will never be 
canonised for a saint when she’s dead. By 
the bye, my dear friend, I don’t find this 
match between Miss Richland and my son 
much relished, either by one side or t’other. 

Ilbn, I thought otherwise. 

Ah, Mr. Honeywood, a little of 
your fine serious advice to the young lady 
might go far : I know she has a very 
; ^ exalted opinion of your understanding. 

lion. But would not that be usurping 
an authority that more properly belongs 
^ to yourself? 

Cro. My dear friend, you know but 
little of my authority at home. People 
think, indeed, because they see me come 
out in a morning thus, with a pleasant 
face, and to make my friends merry, 
that all’s well within. But I have cares 


that would break a heart of stone, hly 
wife has so encroached upon every one 
of my privileges, that I’m nov/ no more 
than a mere lodger in my own house. 

Non, But a little spirit exerted on your 
side might perhaps restore your authority. 

Cro. No, though I had "the spirit of a 
lion! I do rouse sometimes. But what 
then? always haggling and haggling. A 
nrnn is tired of getting the better before 
his wife is tired of losing the victory. 

IIo 7 i. It is a melancholy consideration 
indeed, that our chief comforts often pro- 
duce our greatest anxieties, and that an 
increase of our possessions is but an inlet 
to new disquietudes. 

Cro. Ah, my dear friend, these were 
the very words of poor Dick Doleful to 
me not a week before he made away 
with himself. Indeed, Mr. Honeywood, I 
never see you but you put me in mind of 
poor Dick. Ah, there was merit ne- 
glected for you ! and so true a friend ! \ve 
loved each other for thirty years, and yet 
he never asked me to lend him a singk 
farthing. 

Non. Pray what could induce him to 
commit so rash an action at last ? 

Cro. I don’t know: some people were 
malicious enough to say it was keeping 
company with me ; because we used to 
meet now and then and open our hearts 
to each other. To be sure I loved to 
hear him talk, and he loved to hear me 
talk ; poor dear Dick ! He used to say 
that Croaker rhymed to joker; and so we 
used to laugh. — Poor Dick! [Goingiocry. 

Hon. His fate affects me. 

C 7 'o. Ah, he grew sick of this miserable 
life, where we do nothing but eat and| 
gi’ow hungiy, dress and undress, get up \ 
rand lie down; while reason, that should j 
watch like a nurse by our side, falls as * 
fast asleep as we do. 

Hon. To say a truth, if we compare that 
part of life which is to come, by that 
which we have past, the pi-ospect is 
hideous. 

Cro, Life at the greatest and best is but ^ 
a froward child, that nnist be humoured \ 
and coaxed a little till it falls asleep, and I 
then all the care is over. 

Hon, Very true, sir ; nothing can exceed 
the vanity of our existence, but the folly 
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of our pursuits. We wept when we came 
into the world, and every day tells us 
why. 

Cro, Ah, my dear friend, it is a perfect 
satisfaction to be miserable with you. My 
son Leontine shan’t lose the benefit of such 
fine conversation. I’ll just step home for 
him. I am willing to show him so much 
seriousness in one scarce older than him- 
self. And what if I bring my last letter to 
the Gazetteer on the increase and progress 
of earthquahes? It will amuse us, I pro- 
mise you. I there prove how the late 
earthquake is coming round to pay us 
another visit, from London to Lisbon, 
from Lisbon to the Canary Islands, from 
the Canary Islands to Palmyra, from Pal- 
myra to Constantinople, and so from 
Constantinople back to London again. 

[Exit 

' Hon, Poor Croaker! his situation de- 
serves the utmost pity. I shall scarce 
recover my spirits these three days. Sure 
to live upon such terms is worse than 
death itself ! And yet, when I consider 
my own situation, — a broken fortune, a 
hopeless passion, friends in distress, the 
wish but not the power to serve them — 
{pausing and sighing . ) 

Enter Butler. 

. But. More company below, sir ; hlrs. 
Croaker and Miss Richland : shall I show 
them up? but they’re showing up them- 
selves. . [Exit, 

Enter Mrs. Croaker and Miss 
Richland. 

Miss Rich. Y ou’re always in such spirits. 

Mrs, Cro. We have just come, my dear 
Honeywood, from the auction. There, 
.was the old deaf dowager, as usual, bid- 
ding like a fury against herself. And then 
so curious in antique.?! herself the most 
genuine piece of antiquity in the whole 
collection. 

lion. Excuse me, ladies, if some un- 
easiness from friendship makes me itnfit 
to share in this good-humour.’: I know 
you’ll pardon me. 

Mrs. Cro. I vow he seems as melan- 
choly as if he had taken a dose of my 
husband this morning. Well, if Richland 
, here can pardpu you^ I must 


Miss Rich. You would seemto insinuate, 
madam, that I have particular reasonsfor 
being disposed to refuse it 

Mrs. Cro, Whatever. I insinuate, my 
dear, don’t be so ready to wish an expla- 
nation. 

Miss Rick. I own I should be sorry 
Mr. Honeywood’s long friendship and 
mine should be misunderstood. 

Ho7t. There’s no answering for others, 
madam. But I hope you’ll never find me 
presuming to offer more than the most 
delicate friendship may readily allow. 

Miss Rich. And I shall be prouder ol 
such a tribute froln you, than tlic most 
passionate professions from others. 

Hon. My own sentiments, madam : 
friendship is a disinterested commerce be- 
tween equals; love, an abject intercourse 
between tyrants and slaves. 

Miss Rich. And, without a compliment, 
I know none more disinterested, or more 
capable of friendship, than Mr. Honey- 
wood. 

Mrs. Cro. And, indeed, I know nobody 
that has more friends, at least among the 
ladies. Miss Fmzz, Miss Oddbody^ and 
Miss Winterbottom, praise him in all 
companies. As for Miss Biddy Bundle, 
she’s his professed admirer. 

Miss Rich. Indeed ! an admirer ! I did 
not know, sir, you were such a favourite 
there. -But is she seriously so handsome? 
Is she the mighty thing talked of ? 

Hon. The town, madam, seldom begins 
to praise a lady’s beauty, till she’s begin- 
ning to lose it — [smiling . ) 

Mrs. Cro. But she’s resolved never to 
lo.se it, it seems ; for, as lier natural face 
decays, her skill improves in making the 
artificial one. Well, nothing diverts me 
more than one of these fine, old, dre.ssy 
things, who thinks to conceal her age, by 
everywhere exposing her person ; sticking 
herself up in the front of a side-box ; trail- 
ing through a minuet at Almack’s ; and 
then, in the public gardens, looking for all 
the world like one of the painted ruins oi 
the place. ' 

Hoji. Every age has its admirers, ladies. 
While you, perhaps, are trading among 
the warmer climates of youth, there ought 
to be some to carry on a useful commerce 
in the frozen latitudes beyond fifty. 
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Miss AVt-Z/. -Biitj then, tlie mortifiGations 
they must suffer before they can be fitted 
out for traffic: I have seen one of them 
fret a whole morning at her hair-dresser, 
when all the fault was her face.' 

Ho 7 i, And yet, I’ll engage, has carried 
that face at last to a very good market. 
This good-natured town, madam, has hus- 
l)ands, like spectacles, to fit every age, 
from fifteen to fourscore. 

Mrs, Cro. Well, you’re a dear, good- 
natured creature. But you know you’re 
engaged with us this morning upon a 
strolling party. I want to show Olivia 
the town, and the things ; I believe I shall 
have business for you for the whole day. 

Hon, I am sorry, madam, I have an 
appointment with Mr. Croaker, which it 
is impossible to put off. 

Mrs, O'o, What I with my husband? 
Then I’m resolved to take no refusal. Nay, 

I protest you must. You know I never 
laugh so much as with you. 

Hon, Why, if I must, I must. I’ll 
swear you have put me into such spirits. 
Well, do you find jest, and I’ll find laugh, 

I promise you. We’ll wait for the chariot 
in the next room. \Exeiint, 

Enter Leontine and Olivia. I 

Leo 7 i, There tliey go, thoughtless and 
happy. My dearest Olivia, what would I 
give to see you capable of sharing in their 
amusements, and as cheerful as they are ! 

Oliv, How, my Leontine, how can I be 
cheerful, when I have so many terrors to 
oppress me ? The fear of being detected 
by this family, and the apprehensions of 
a censuring world, when 1 must be de- 
tected — 

Leon. The world, my love ! what can 
it say? At worst it can only say that, 
being compelled by a mercenary guardian 
to embrace a life yon disliked, you formed 
a resolution of flying with the man of your 
choice; that you confided in his honour, 
and took refuge in my father’s house; the 
only one where yours could remain with- 
out censure. 

OUt, But consider, Leontine, your dis- 
obedience and my indiscretion ; your being 
sent to France to bring home a sister, 
and, instead of a sister, bringing home 

Leon, One dearer than a thousand 


sisters. One that I am convinced will be 
equally dear to the rest of the family, when 
she comes to be known. 

Olw, And that, I fear, will shortly be. 

Leon. Impossible, till we ourselves 
think proper to make the discovery. My 
sister, you know, has been with her aunt, 
at Lyons, since she was a child, and you 
find every creature in the family takes you 
for her. 

Oliv. But mayn’t she write, mayn’t her 
aunt write? 

Leon, Her aunt scarce ever writes, and 
all my sister’s letters are directed to me. 

Oliv. Blit won’t your refusing MissRich- 
land, for whom you know the old gentle- 
man intends you, ci-eate a suspicion? 

Leon. There, there’s my master-stroke. 

I have resolved not to refuse her ; nay, an 
hour hence I have consented to go with 
my father to make lier an offer of my 
heart and fortune. 

Oliv. Your heart and fortune ! 

L.eon, Don’t be alarmed, my dearest. 
Can Olivia think so meanly of my honour 
or my love, as to suppose I could ever 
hope for happiness from any but hei*? 
No, my Olivia, neither the force, nor, 
permit me to add, the delicacy of my 
passion, leave any room to suspect me, 

I only offer Miss Richland a heart I am 
I convinced she will refuse; as I am confi* 
j dent that, without knowing it, her affec- 
tions are fixed upon Mr. Honeywood. 

Olhf. Mr, Honeywood! You’ll excuse 
my apprehensions ; but when your merits 
come to be put in the balance — 

Leon. You view them with too much 
partiality. However, by making this offer, 
I show a seeming compliance with my 
father’s command ; and, perhaps, upon her 
refusal, I may have his consent to choose 
for myself. 

Oliv. Well, I submit. And yet, my 
Leontine, I own I shall envy her even 
your pretended addresses. I consider 
every look, every expression of your esteem, 
as due only to me. This is folly, perhaps : 
I allow it : but it is natural to suppose, 
that merit which has made an impression 
on one’s own heart, may be powerful over 
that of another* 

Leon, Don’t, my life’s treasure, don’t 
let us make imaginary evils, when you 
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know we have so many real ones to en- 
counlei'. At worst, you know, if Miss 
Richland should consent, or my father 
refuse his pardon, it can but end in a trip 
to Scotland; and — 

Croaker. 


Enter 


Cro. Where have you been, boy ? I have 
been seeking you. My friend Honeywood 
here has been saying such comfortable 
things. Ah ! he’s an example indeed. 
Where is he? I left him here. 

Leon. Sir, I believe you may see him, 
and hear him too, in the next room ; he’s 
preparing to go out wdth the ladies. 

Cro. Good gracious ! can I believe my 


eyes or my ears ! I’m struck dumb with 


his vivacity, and stunned with the loud- 
ness of his laugh. Was there ever such a 
transformation ! [A laugh behind the scenes. 
Croaker mimics it.) Ha! ha! ha! 
there it goes : a plague take their balder- 
dash ! Yeti could expect nothing less, 
when my precious wdfe was of the party. 
On my conscience, I believe she could 
spread a horse-laugh through the pews of 
a tabernacle. 

Leon. Since you find so many objections 
to a wdfe, sir, how can you be so earnest 
in recommending one to me ? 

Cro. I have told you, and tell you again, 
boy, that Miss Richland’s fortune must not 
go out of the family; one may find comfoi't 
in the money, whatever one does in the wife. 

Leon. But, sir, though, in obedience to 
your desire, I am ready to many her, it may 
be possible she has no inclination to me. 

Cro. I’ll tell you once for all how it 
stands. A good part of Miss Richland’s 
large fortune consists in a claim upon 
Government, which my good friend, Mr. 
Lofty, assures me the Treasury will allow. 
One half of this she is to forfeit, by her 
father’s will, in case she refuses to many 
you. So, if she rejects you, we seize half 
her fortune ; if she accepts you, we seize 
the whole, and a fine girl into the bargain. 

Leon. But, sir, if you will but listen to 
reason — 

Cro. Come, then, produce your reasons. 
I tell you, I’m fixed, determined ; so now 
produce your reasons. When I’m deter- 
mined, I always listen to reason, because 
it can then do no harm. 


I Leon. You have alleged that a mutual 
' choice was the first requisite in matri- 
I monial happiness. 

I Cro. Well, and you have both of you a 
I mutual choice. She has her choice — to 
! many you, or lose half her fortune ; and 
I you have your choice — to many her, or 
I pack out of doors without any fortune 
at all. 

Leon. An only son, sir, might expect 
more indulgence. 

Cj^o. An only father, sir, might expect 
more obedience : besides, has not your 
sister here, that never disobliged me in 
her life, as good a right as you? He’s a 
sad dog, Livy, my dear, and would take 
all from you. But he shan’t, I tell you 
he shan’t, for you shall have your share. 

Oliv. I)ear sir, I wish you’d be con- 
vinced, that I can never be happy in any 
addition to my fortune which is taken 
from his. 

Cro. Well, w'ell, it’s a good child, so 
say no more : but come with me, and we 
shall see something that will give us a 
' great deal of pleasure, I promise you ; old 
I Ruggins, the curry-comb maker, lying in 
; state : I am told he makes a very hand- 
some corpse, and becomes his coffin pro- 
digiously. He was an intimate friend of 
mine, and these are friendly things we 
ought to do for each other. [Exeunt. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

Scene —Croaker's House. 

Miss Richland and Garnet. 

Miss Rich. Olivia not his sister ? Olivia 
not Leon tine’s sister? You amaze me ! 

Gar. No more his sister than I am ; I 
had it all from his own servant : I can get 
anything from that quarter. 

Miss Rich. But how ? Tell me again, 
Garnet. 

Gar. Why, madam, as I told you he- 
i fore, instead of going to Lyons to bring 
I home his sister, who has been there with 
, her aunt these ten years, he never went 
I further than Paris : there he saw and fell 
I in love with this young lady— by tire bye, 
of a prodigious family, 

I • Miss Rich. And brought her home to 
my guardian as his daughter ? 

I Gar. Yes, and daughter she will be. 
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If he don’t consent to their marriage, they 
talk of trying what a Scotch parson can do. 

JHiss Rich, Well, I own they have de- 
ceived me — And so demurely as Olivia 
carried it too! — Would you believe it, 
Garnet, I told her all my secrets ; and yet 
the sly cheat concealed all this from me? 

Gar, And, upon my word, madam, I 
don’t much blame her : she was loth to ‘ 
trust one with her secrets, that was so 
very bad at keeping her own. 

Miss Rich. But, to add to their deceit, 
the young gentleman, it seems, pretends 
to make me serious proposals. My guar- 
dian and he are to be here presently, to 
open the affair in. form. You know l am 
to lose half my fortune if I refuse him. 

Gar. Y et, what can you do ? F or being, 
as you are, in love with Mr. Honey wood, 
madam — 

Miss Rich. How 1 idiot, what do you 
mean ? In lo\'e with Mr. Honey wood ! 
Is this to provoke me ? 

Gar. That is, madam, in friendship ^ 
with him ; I meant nothing more than 1 
friendship, as I hope to be married j no- j 
thing more. I 

Miss Rich. \Yell, no more of this. As ^ 
to my guardian and his son, they shall 
find me prepared to receive them : I’m i 
resolved to accept their proposal with 
seeming pleasure, to mortify them by com- 
pliance, and so throw the refusal at last 
upon them. 

Gar. Delicious ! and that will secure 
your whole fortune to yourself. Well, 
who could have thought so innocent a 
face could cover so much ’cuteness 1 

Miss Rich. Why, girl, I only oppose 
my prudence to their cunning, and prac- 
tise a lesson they have taught me against 
themselves. 

Gar. Then you’re likely not long to 
want employment, for here they come, 
and in close conference. 

Enter Croaker ^? 2 i/ LEONTiNE. 

Leon. Excuse me, sir, if I seem to hesi- 
tate upon the point of putting to the lady 
so important a question. 

Cro. Lord I good sir, moderate your 
fears; you’re so plaguy shy, that one would 
think you had changed sexes. I tell you 
we must have the half or the whole. Come, 
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let me see with w^hat spirit you begin. 
Well, why don’t you? Eh! what? \VeIl, 
then — I must, it seems— Miss Richland, 
my dear, I believe you guess at our busi- 
ness ; an affair which my son here comes to 
open, that nearly concerns your happiness. 

Miss Rich. Sir, I should be ungrateful 
not to be pleased with anything that 
comes recommended by you. 

Cro. How, boy, could you desire a 
finer opening? Why don’t you begin, I 
say? [7h Leontine. 

Leon. ’Tis time, madam, my father, 
madam, has some intentions — hem — of 
explaining an affair— which — himself— 
can best explain, madam, 

Cro. Yes, my dear ; it comes entirely 
from my son ; it’s all a request of his own, 
madam. And I will permit him to make 
the best of it. 

Leon. The whole affair is only this, 
madam ; my father has a proposal to 
make, which he insists none but himself 
shall deliver. 

Civ. My mind misgives me, the fellow 
will never be brought on {aside). In short, 
madam, you see before you one that, loves 
you, one whose whole happiness is all in 
you. 

Miss Rich. I never had any doubts of 
your regard, sir; and I hope you can 
have none of my duty. 

; Cro. Thai’s not the thing, my little 
j sweeting ; my love ! No, no, another^- 
guess lover than I : there he stands, 
j madam, his very looks declare the force 
; of his passion — Call up a look, you dog ! 
{aside) then, had you seen him, as 
I have, weeping, speaking soliloquies and 
blank verse, sometimes melancholy, and 
sometimes absent. 

Miss Rick. I fear, sir, he’s absent now ; 

I or such a declaration would have come 
most properly from himself. 

Cro. Himself, madam ! he would die 
before he could make such a confession ; 
and if he had not a channel for his pas- 
sion through me, it would ere now have 
drowned his understanding. 

Miss Rich, I must grant, sir, there are 
attractions in modest diffidence above the 
force of words. A silent address is the 
genuine eloquence of sincenty. 

! Cro, Madam, he has forgot to speak 
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any other language ; silence is become his 
mother- tongue. 

Miss Rich. And it must be confessed, 
sir, it speaks very powerfully in his favour. 
And yet I shall be thought too forward 
in making such a confession ; shan’t I, 
Mr. Leontine ? 

Leon. Confusion! my reserve will 
undome. But, if modesty attracts her, 
impudence may disgust her. I’ll try. 
{Aside. ) Don’t imagine from my silence, 
madam, that I want a due sense of the 
honour and happiness intended me. My 
father, madam, • tells me, your humble 
servant is not totally indifferent to you— 
he admires you : I adoi-e you ; and when 
we come together, upon my soul I believe 
we shall be the happiest couple in all 
St James’s. 

Miss Rich. If I could flatter myself you 
thought as you speak, sir^ — j 

Leon. Doubtmy sincerity, madam? By 
your dear self I swear. Ask the brave if j 
they desire glory? ask cowards if they ; 
covet safety — — 

Cro. Well, well, no more questions 
about it^ 

Leon. Ask the sick if they long for 
health? ask misers if they love money? 
ask — - 

Cro. Ask a fool if he can talk non- 
sense ! What’s come over the boy ? What 
signifies asking, when there’s not a soul to 
give you an answer ? If you would ask to 
the purpose, ask this lady’s consent to make 
you happy. 

Miss Rich, Why indeed, sir, his un- 
common ardour almost compels me— forces ^ 
me to comply. And yet I’m afraid he’ll : 
despise a conquest gained with too much i 
ease; won’t you, Mr. Leontine? | 

Leon. Confusion! [aside.) Oh, by no 
means, madam, by no means. And yet, 
madam, you talked of force. There is 
nothing I would avoid so much as com- 
pulsion in a thing of this kind. N o, madam, 

I will still be generous, and leave you at 
liberty, to refuse. 

Cro. But I tell yon, sir, the lady is not 
at liberty. It’s a match. You see she 
says nothing. Silence gives consent, 

Leon. But, sir, she talked of force. 
Consider, sir, the cruelty bf constraining 
her, inclinations. 


Ou But I say there’s no cruelty. Don’t 
you jenow, blockhead, that girls have 
always a roundabout way of saying yes 
before company? So get you both gone 
together into the next room, and hang him 
that interrupts the tender explanation. Get 
you gone, I say; I’ll not hear a word, 

Leon. But, sir, I must beg leave to 
insist — 

Cro. Get off, you puppy, or I’ll beg 
leave to insist upon knocking you down. 
Stupid whelp ! But I don’t wonder: the 
boy takes entirely after his mother. 

[Exeunt Miss Rich, and Leon. 
Enter Mrs. Croaker. 
j Mrs. Cro. Mr, Croaker, I bring you 
something, niy dear, that I believe will 
make you smile. 

Cro. ni hold you a guinea of that, my 
j dear, 

1 Mrs. Cro. A letter; and, as I knew the 
hand, I ventured to open it. 

! Cro. And how can you expect your 
breaking open my letters should give me 
pleasure? 

JlHs, Cro. Poo ! it’s from your sister at 
Lyons, and contains good news ; read it, 

Cro. What a Frenchified cover is here ! 
That sister of mine has some good quali- 
ties, but I could never teach her to fold a 
letter, 

Mrs, Cro. Fold a fiddlestick ! Read 
what it contains. 

Croaker, reading. 

Dear Hick, — An English gentleman, 
of large fortune, has for some time made 
^ private, though honourable proposals to 
: your daughter Olivia. They love each 
, other tenderly, and I find she has con- 
I sented, without letting any of the family 
, know, to crown his eddresses. As such 
i good offers don’t come every day, your 
; own good sense, his large fortune, and 
' family considerations, will induce you to 
! forgive her. 

“ Yours ever, 

“Rachael Croaker.” 

My daughter Olivia privately contracted 
i to a man of large fortune ! This is good 
I news, indeed. My heart never foretold 
} me of this. And yet, how slily the little 
has carried it since she came home; 
I not a word on’t to the old ones for the 
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world. Yet I thought I saw something | at the door\ — and there he is, by the 
she wanted to conceal. I thundering rap. 

Mrs. Cfv. Well, if they have concealed j • Cro. verily, there he is ! as close 
their amour, they shan’t conceal their wed- ' upon the heels of his own express, as an 
ding ; that shall be public, I’m resolved. : endorsement upon the back of a bill. 

I Cro. I tell thee, woman, the wedding is j Well, I’ll leave you to receive him, whilst 
;:j the most foolish part of the ceremony. I 1 I go to chide my little Olivia for intending 

Ji ^ can never get this woman to think of the ; to steal a marriage without mine or her 

|i most serious part of the nuptial engage- aunt’s consent, i must seem to be angry, 

I ment. or she too may begin to despise my au- 

I Mrs. Cro. What would you have me thority, [EMt. 

think of, their funei'al ? But come, tell me, 

my dear, don’t you owe more to me than Enter Lofty, speaking to his Servant, 

I you care to confess ? Would you have ever • £,of. “And if the Venetian ambassador, 

: been known to Mr. Lofty, who has under- ^ or that teasing creature the Marquis, 

taken Miss Richland’s claim at the Trea- ' should call, I’m not at home. Dam’me, 
sury, but for me? Who was it first made I’ll be pack-horse to none of them.” My 
. him an acquaintance at Lady Shabbaroon’s dear madam, I have just snatched a 

rout? Who got him to promise us his in- : moment--" And if the expresses to his 

! terest? Is not he a backstairs favourite, ' grace be ready, let them be sent off; 

one that can do what he pleases with those | they’re of importance.” — IMadam, I ask a 

: that do what they please? Is not he an thousand pardons. 

acquaintance that all your groaning and Mrs. Cro. Sir, this honour- 

lamentation could never have got us? Lof. “And, Dubardieu! if the person 

C 7 'o. He is a man of importance, I grant calls about the commission, let him know 
you. And yet what amazes me is, that, that it is made out. As for Lord Cum- 
while he is giving away places to all the bercourt’s stale request, it can keep cold : 
world, he can’t get one for himself. you understand me.” — Madam, I ask 

Mis. Cro. That perhaps may be owing ten thousand pardons, 
to his nicety. Great men are not easily Mrs, Civ. Sir, this honour — 

b satisfied. Lof. “And, Dubardieu! if the man 

Enter F rench vServant. comes from the Cornish borough, you must 

Ser. An expresse from Monsieur Lofty, do him; you must do him, I say. ” — Madam, 
He vil be vait upon your honours instam- I ask ten thousand pardons. — “ And if the 
mant. He be only giving four five instrnc- Russian ambassador calls ; but he will 
tion, read two three memorial, call upon scarce call to-day, I believe.” — And now, 
von ambassadeiir. He vil be vid you in madam, I have just got time to express my 
one tree minutes. | happiness in having the honour of being 

Mrs. Cro. You see now, my dear. ! permitted to profess myself your most 
What an extensive department ! Well, i obedient, humble servant, 
j friend, let your master know, that we are ! Mrs. Cro, Sir, thehappiness and honour 

i extremely honoured by this honour. Was ; are all mine: and yet, I’m only robbing 

there anything ever in a higher style of the public while I detain you. 
bi'eeding? All messages among the great Lof. Sink the public, madam, when 
are now done by express. the fair are to be attended. Ah, could all 

Cro. To be sure, no man does little my hours be so charmingly devoted ! 
things with more solemnity, or claims more Sincerely, don’t you pity us poor creatures 
respect than he. But he’s in the right ’ in affairs ? Thus it is eternally ; solicit^ 
on’t In our bad world, respect is given for places here, teased for pensions there, 
where respect is claimed. and courted everywhere. I know you 

Mrs. Cro. Never mind the world, my pity me. Yes, I see you do. 
dear ; you were never in a pleasanter place Mrs. Cro. Excuse me, sir. “Toils of 
in your life. Let us now think of receiving empires pleasures are,” as Waller says. . 
him with proper respect — {A loud rapping Lof. Waller, Waller, is he of the house ? 
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Mrs. Cro. The modern poet of that 
name, sir. 

Lof. Oh, a modern I We men of busi- 
ness despise the modems ; and as for the 
ancients, we have no time to read them. 
Poetry is a pretty thing enough for bur 
wives and daughters ; but not for us. 
Why now, here I stand that know nothing 
of books. I say, madam, I know nothing 
of books ; and yet, I believe, upon a land- 
carriage fishery, a stamp act, or a jag-hire, 
I can talk my two hours without feeling 
the want of them. 

Mrs. Cro. The world is no stranger to 
Mr. Lofty’s eminence in every capacity. 

Lof. I vow to gad, madam, you make 
me blush. I’m nothing, nothing, nothing 
in the world ; a mere obscure gentleman. 
To be sure, indeed, one or two of the 
present ministers are pleased to represent 
me as a formidable man. I know they 
are pleased to bespatter me at all their 
little dirty levees. Yet, upon my soul, I 
Wonder what they see in me to treat me 
so ! Measures, not men, have always 
been my mark ; and I vow, by all that’s 
honourable, my resentment has never 
done the men, as mere men, any manner 
of harm — that is, as mere men. 

Mrs. Cro. What importance, and yet 
what modesty ! 

Lof. Oh, if you talk of modesty, 
madam, there, I own, I’m accessible to 
praise : modesty is my foible : it was so 
the Duke of Brentford used to say of me. 
‘‘I love Jack Lofty,” he used to say: 

no man has a finer knowledge of things ; 
quite a man of information ; and when he 
speaks upon his legs, by the Lord he’s 
prodigious, he scouts them ; and yet all 
men have their faults ; too much modesty 
is his, ” says his grace. 

Mrs. Cro. And yet, I dare say, you 
don’t want assurance when you come to 
solicit for your friends. 

Lof. Oh, there indeed I’m in bronze. 
Apropos ! I have just been mentioning 
Miss Richland’s case to a certain person- 
age ; we must name no names. When I 
ask, I am not to be put off, madam. No, 
no, I take my friend by the button. A 
fine ghl, sir ; great justice in her case. 
A friend of mine — borough interest — 
business must be done, Mr. Secretary.— 



I say, Mr. Secretary, her business must 
be done, sir. That’s my way, madam. 

Mrs. Cro. Bless me ! you said all this 
to the Secretary of State, did you ? 

Lof I did not say the Secretary, did I? 
Well, curse it, since you have found me 
out, T will not deny it. It was to the 
Secretary. 

Mrs. Cro. This was going to the foun- 
tain-head at once, not applying to the 
understrappers, as Mr. Honey wood would 
have had us. 

Lof Honeywood ! he I he ! He was, 
indeed, a fine solicitor. I suppose you 
have heard what has just happened to 
him ? 

Mrs. Cro. Poor dear man ! no accident, 
I hope? 

Lof Undone, madam, that’s all. PI is 
creditors have taken him into custody. A 
prisoner in his own house. 

Mrs. Cro. A prisoner in his own house? 

I How ! At this very time ? I’m quite 
unhappy for him. 

Lof. Why, so am I. The man, to be 
sure, w'as immensely good-natured. But 
then I could never find that he had any- 
thing in him. 

Mrs. Cro. His manner, to be sure, 
was excessively harmless; some, indeed, 
thought it a little dull. For my part, I 
always concealed my opinion. 

Lof It can’t be concealed, madam; 
the man was dull, dull as the last new 
comedy ! a poor impracticable creature ! 

I tried once or twice to know if he was 
fit for business ; but he had scai'ce talents 
to be groom-porter to an orange-barrow. 

Mrs. Ci'o. How differently does Miss 
Richland think of him ! for, I believe, 
with all his faults, she loves him. 

Lof Loves him ! Does she ? You 
should cure her of that by all means. Let 
me see ; what if she were sent to him this 
instant, in his present doleful situation ? 
My life for it, that works her cure. Dis- 
tress is a perfect antidote to love. Suppose 
we join her in the next room ? Miss 
Richland is a fine girl, has a fine fortune, 
and must not be thrown away. Upon my 
honour, madam, I have a regard for Miss 
Richland ; and rather than she should be 
thrown away, I should think it no indig- 
nity to marry her myself. \Exeu7it. 
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I. ■ ■■ ■ 

j £nfer Olivia and Leon tine, 

I Leon. And yet, trust me, Olivia, I had 
I every i*eason to expect Miss Richland’s 
I refusal, as I did everything in my -power 
I to deserve it. Her indelicacy surprises me. 

I Oliv. Sure, Leontine, there’s nothing 
I so indelicate in being sensible of your 
f; merit. If so, I fear 1 .shall be the most 
I guilty ..thing 'alive. ■ ' 

1 Leon. But you mistahe, my dear. The 

I same attention I used to advance my merit 
with you, I practised to lessen it with her. 

I What more could I do ? 

|, Oiiv, Let us now rather consider what 
is to be done. We have both dissembled 
too long. —I have always been ashamed — 
I am now quite weary of it. Sure I 
could never have undergone so much for 
any other but you. 

Leon. And you shall find my gratitude 
equal to your kindest compliance. Though 
our friends should totally forsake us, 

; Olivia, we can draw upon content for the 
; deficiencies of fortune, 

t Oliv. Then why should we defer our 
scheme of humble happiness, when it is 
now in our power ? I may be the favourite 
of your father, it is true ; but can it ever 
be thought, that his present kindness to a 
‘ supposed child will continue to a knowm 
deceiver ? 

Leon. I have many reasons to believe 
it will. As his attachments are but few, 
they are lasting. His own marriage w’as 
a private one, as ours may be. Besides, I 
have sounded him already at a distance, 
and find all his answers exactly to our 
wish. Nay, by an expression or twm that 
dropped from him, I am induced to think 
he know^s of this affair. 

Oliv. Indeed ! But that wmuld be a 
happiness too great to be expected. 

Leon. However it be, I’m certain you 
have power over him ; and I am persuaded, 
if you informed him of our situation, that 
he would be disposed to pardon it. 

Oliv. You had equal expectations, 
Leontine, fi'om your last scheme with 
Miss Richland, which you find has suc- 
ceeded most wretchedly. 

. Leon. And that’s the best reason for 
trying another. 

Oliv. If it must be so, T submit. 

Leon. As w'e could wish, he comes this 


I 


way. Now, ijy dearest Olivia, be resolute. 
I’ll jusjt retire within hearing, to come in 
at a proper time, either to share your 
danger, or confirm your victory. \kxU. 

Croaker. 

Cro. Yes, I must forgive her ; and yet 
not too easily, neither. It will be proper 
to keep up the decorums of resentment a 
little, if it be only to impress her with an 
idea of my authority. 

Oliv. How I tremble to approach 
him! — Might I presume, sir, — if I inter- 
rupt you — ^ 

Cro. No, child, where I have an affec- 
tion, it is not a little thing that can inter- 
nipt me. Affection gets over little things. 

Oliv. Sir, you’re too kind. I’m .sen- 
sible how ill 1 deserve this partiality. Yet, 
Heaven know^s, there is nothing I w'ould 
not do to gain it. 

Cro. And you have hut too well suc- 
ceeded, you little hussy, you ! With those 
endearing ways of yours, on my conscience, 
I could be brought to forgive anything, 
unless it w^ere a veiy great offence indeed. 

Oliv. But mine is such an offence— 
When you know" my guilt- — Yes, you shall 
know it, though I feel the greatest pain 
in the confession. 

Cro. Why, then, if it be so very great 
a pain, you may spare yourself the trouble ; 
for I know every syllable of the matter 
before you begin. 

Oliv. Indeed ! then I’m undone. 

Cro. Ay, miss, you w^anted to steal a 
match, w"ithout letting me know it, did 
you ? But I’m not worth being consulted, 
I suppose, wdien there’s to be a marriage 
in my own family. No, I’m nobody. 
I’m to be a mere article of family lumber ; 
a piece of cracked china to be stuck up in a 
corner. 

Oliv. Dear sir, nothing but the dread 
of your authority could induce us to con- 
ceal it from you. 

Cro. No, no, my consequence is no 
more; I’m- as little minded as a dead 
Russian in winter, just stuck up wdth a 
pipe in its mouth till there comes a thaw 
— It goes to my heart to vex her. [Aside. 

Oliv. I w’as prepared, sir, for your 
anger, and despaired of pardon, even while 
I presumed to ask it. But your severity 
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shall never abate my affection, as my 
punishment is but justice. 

Cro. And yet you should , not despair 
neither, Livy. We ought to hope . all for 
file best 

OUv, And do you permit me to hope, 
sir ? Can I ever expect to be forgiven ? 
But hope has too long deceived me. | 

Cro. Why then, child, it shan’t deceive | 
you now, for I forgive you this very mo- ; 
ment ; I forgive you all ; and now you 
are indeed my daughter. 

Qliv. O transport ! this kindness over- 
powers me. 

Cro. I was always against severity to 
our children. We have been young and 
giddy ourselves, and we can’t expect boys 
and girls to be old before their time. 

OUv. What generosity 1 but can you 
forget the many falsehoods, the dissimula- 
tion^ — — 

Cro. You did indeed dissemble, you 
urchin, you; but where’s the girl that 
won’t dissemble for a husband ? ^ My wife 
and X had never been married, i’f we had 
not dissembled a little beforehand. 

OUv. It shall be my future care never 
to put such generosity to a second trial. 
And as for the partner of my offence and 
folly, from his native honour, and the just 
sense he has of his duty, I can answer for 
him that 

Enter Leontine. 

Leon. Pei*mit him thus to answer for 
himself {kneeling). Thus, sir, let me 
speak my gi’atitiide for this unmerited fm*- 
giveness. Yes, six', this even exceeds all 
your former tenderness. X now can boast 
the most indulgent of fathers. The life 
he gave, compared to this, was but a 
trifling blessing. 

Cro. And, good sir, who sent for you, 
with that fine tragedy face, and flourishing 
manner ? I don’t know what we have to 
do with your gratitude upon this occasion. 

LeoJt. How, sir I Is it possible to be 
silent, when so much obliged? Would 
you refuse me the pleasure of being grate- 
ful? of adding my thanks to my Olivia’s? 
of sharing in the transports that you have 
thus occasioned ? 

Cro. Lord, sir, we can be happy 
enough without your coming in to make 


up the party. I don’t know what’s the 
matter with the boy all this day ; he has 
got into such a rhodomontade manner all 
this morning ! 

Leon. But, sir, I that have so large a 
part in the benefit, is it not my duty to 
show my joy? is the being admitted to 
your favour so slight an obligation ? is the 
happiness of marrying my Olivia so small 
a blessing ? 

Cro. Marrying Olivia! marrying Olivia ! 
marrying his own sister ! Sure the boy 
is out of his senses ! His own sister I 

Leon. My sister ! 

OUv, Sister ! How have I been mis- 
taken ! [Aside: 

Leon. Some cursed mistake in all this, 

I find ! [Aside. 

Cro. What does the booliy mean ? or 
has he any meaning ? Eh, what do you 
mean, you blockhead, you ? 

Leon. Mean, sir — why, sir — only, when 
my sister is to be married, that I have the 
pleasure of marrying her, sir ; that is, of 
giving her away, sir — 1 have made a point 
of it. 

Cro. Oh, is that all ? Give her away. 
You have made a point of it. Then you 
had as good make a pioint of first giving 
away yourself, as I’m going to prepare the 
writings between you and Miss Richland 
this very minute. What a fuss is here 
about nothing ! Why, what’s the matter 
now ? I thought I had made you at least 
as happy as you could wish. 

OUv. Oh yes, sir ; very happy. 

Cro. Do you foresee anything, child? 
You look as if you did. I think if any- 
1 thing was to be foreseen, I have as sharp 
I a look-out as another; and yet I foresee 
nothing. [Exit. 

OUv. What can it mean ? 

Leon. He knows something, and yet 
for my life I can’t tell what, 
i OUv. It can’t be the connexion be- 
I tween us, I’m pretty certain. - 
I Leon. Whatever it be, my dearest, I am 
resolved to put it out of fortune’s power to 
' repeat our mortification. I’ll haste and 
, prepare for our journey to Scotland this 
I very evening. My friend Honeywood 
I has promised me his advice and assistance, 
j I’ll go to him, and repose our distresses 
; on his friendly bosom ; and I know so 
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much of his honest heart, that if he can’t | 
relieve our uneasiness, he will at least ! 
share them. \Exai7ii, j 


>: ACT THE THIRD, j 

1 

Honeywood’s House. \ 

Bailifi"; Honeywood, Follower. 

Bail. Lookye, sir, I have arrested as 
good men as you in my time : no dispar- 
agement of you neither ; men that would 
I go forty guineas on a game of cribbage. 

j i challenge the town to show a man in 

I'j more genteeler practice than myself. 

f Hon. Without all question, Mr. . 

1! I forget your name, sir. 

How can you forget what you 
never knew? he ! he ! he I 

Hon . M ay I beg leave to ask your name ? 

I, Bail. Yes, you may. 

Hon. "Then, pray, sir, what is your 
name? 

Bail. That I didn’t promise to tell you. 
He! he! he ! A joke breaks no bones, 
as we say among us that practise the law. 

Ho7i, You may have reason for keeping 
it a secret, perhaps ? 

Bail. The law does nothing without 
reason. I’m ashamed to tell my name to 
no man, sir. If you can show cause, as 
why, upon a special capus, that I should 
prove my name — But, come, Timothy 
Twitch is myname. And, now you know 
my name, w'hat have you to say to that ? 

Hon. Nothing in the world, good Mr. 
Twitch, but that I have a favour to ask, 

. f that’s all. 

. I Bail, Ay, favours are more easily asked 
than granted, as we say among us that 
practise the law. I have taken an oath 
against granting favours. Would you 
have me perjure myself? 

Hon. But my request will come recom- 
mended in so strong a manner, as, I believe, 
you’ll have no scruple {pulling out his 
purse). The thing is only this. I believe 
I shall be able to discharge this trifle in 
two or three days at farthe.st; but as I 
A would not have the affair known for the 
world, I have thoughts of keeping you, 


and ydur good friend here, about me till 
the debt is discharged j for which I shall 
be properly grateful. 

Bail. Oh ! that’s another maxum, and 
altogether within my oath. For certain, 
if an honest man is to get anything by a 
thing, there’s no reason why all things 
should not be done in civility. 

Hofi. Doubtless, all trades must live, 
Mr. Twitch ; and yours is a necessary one, 
[Ghes hi?n money.) 

Bail. Oh ! your honour ; I hope your 
honour takes nothing amiss as I does, as 
I does nothing but my duty in so doing. 
Fm sure no man can say I ever give a 
gentleman, that w'as a gentleman, ill 
usage. If I saw that a gentleman was a 
gentleman, I have taken money not to see 
him for ten weeks together. 

Hon. Tenderness is a virtue, Mr. 
Twitch. 

Bail. Ay, sir, it’s a perfect treasure. 
I love to see a gentleman with a tender 
heart. I don’t know, but I think I have 
a tender heart myself. If all that I have 
lost by my heart was put together, it w^ould 
make a — but no matter for that. 

Hon. Don’t account it lost, Mr. Twitch. 
The ingratitude of the world can never 
deprive us of the conscious happiness of 
having acted with humanity ourselves. 

Bail. Humanity, sir, is a jewel. It’s 
better than gold. I love humanity. People 
may say, that we in our way have no hu- 
manity ; but I’ll show you my humanity 
this moment. ' There’s my follower here, 
little Flanigan, with a wife and four 
children \ a guinea or two would he more 
to liim than twice as much to another. 
Now, as I can’t show him any humanity 
myself, I must beg leave you’ll do it for me. 

Hon. I assure you, Mr. Twitch, yours 
is a most powerful recommendation. 
{Giving money to the Followeiv) 

Bail. Sir, you’re a gentleman. I see 
you know what to do with your money. 
But to business : we are to be with you 
here as your friends, I suppose. But set 
in case company comes. —Little Flanigan 
here, to be sure, has a good face ; a very 
good face ; but then, he is a little seedy 
as we say among us that practise the law. 
Not well in clothes. Smoke the pocket- 
holes. 
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Hon. Well, that shall be remedied with- 
out delay. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir, Miss Richland is below. 

Hon, How unlucky ! Detain her a 
moment. We must improve my good 
friend little Mr. Flanigan’s appearance 
hrst. Here, let Mr. Flanigan have a suit 
of my clothes— quick —the brown and 
silver — Do you hear? 

Ser. That your honour gave away to the 
begging gentleman that makes verses, 
because it was as good as new. 

Hon, The white and gold then. 

Ser, That, your honour,! made bold to 
sell, because it was good for nothing. 

Hon. Well, the first that comes to hand 
then. The blue and gold then. X believe 
Mr. Flanigan will look best in blue. 

[.£>// Flanigan. 

.5u:z7. Rabbit me, but little Flanigan 
will look well in anything. Ah, if your 
honour knew that bit of flesh as well as I 
do, you’d be perfectly in love with him. 
There’s not a prettier scout in the four 
counties after a shy-cock than he : scents i 
like a hound ; sticks like a weasel. He 
was master of the ceremonies to tlfe^bfack 
Queen of Morocco, when I took him to fol- 
low me. {Re-enter Fl\nig AN.) Heh,ecod, 

I think he looks so well, that I don’t care if 
I have a suit from the same place myself. 

Hon. W ell, well, I hear the lady coming. 
Dear Mr. Twitch, I beg you’ll give your 
friend directions not to speak. As for 
yourself, I know you will say nothing 
without being directed. 

BaiV, Never you fear me ; I’ll show the 
lady that I have something to say for my- 
self as well as another. One man has one 
way of talking, and another man has 
another, that’s ail the difference between 
them. 

Enter Miss Richland and her Maid. 

Miss Rich. You’ll be surprised, sir, 
with this visit. But you know I’m yet to 
thank you for choosing my little library. 

Hon. Thanks, madam, are unnecessary ; 
as it was I that was obliged by your com- 
mands. Chairs here. Two of my very 
good friends, Mr, Twitch and Mr. Flani- 
gan. Pray, gentlemen, sit without cere- 
mony. 


Miss Rich. Who can these odd-looking 
men be ! I fear it is as I was informed. 
It must be so. [Aside, 

Bail, {after a pattse. ) Pretty weather ; 
very pretty weather for the time of year, 
madam. 

FoL Very good circuit weather in the 
country. 

Hon. You officers are generally favourites 

among the ladies. My friends, madam, 
have been upon very disagreeable duty, I 
assure you. The fair should, in some mea- 
sure, recompense the toils of the brave. 

Miss Rich. Our officers do indeed de- 
serve every favour. The gentlemen are 
in the marine service, I presume, sir. 

Hon. Why, madam, they do— occa- 
sionally serve in the fleet, madam. A 
dangerous service I 

Miss Rich. I’m told so. And I own it 
has often surprised me, that while we 
have had so many instances of bravery 
there, w^e have had so few of wit at home 
to praise it. 

Hon. I grant, madam, that our poets 
have not written as our soldiers have 
fought ; but they have done all they could, 
and Hawke or Amherst could do no more. 

Miss Rich.' I’m quite displeased when I 
see a fine subject spoiled by a dull writer. 

Hon. We should not be so severe 
against dull writers, madam. It is ten to 
one but the dullest writer exceeds the 
most rigid French critic who presumes to 
despise him. • ' ■ 

Ed, Damn the French, the parle vous, 
and all that belongs to them. 

Miss Rich. Six I 

Hon, Ha, ha, ha! honest Mr. Flani- 
gan. A true English officer, madam ; he’s 
not contented with beating the F rench, but 
he will scold them too. 

Jl'fiss Rich. Yetf Mr. IToneywood, this 
does not convince me but that severity in 
criticism is necessary. It was our first 
adopting the severity of French taste, that 
has brought them in turn to taste us. 

Bail. Taste us! By the Lord, madam, 
they devour us. Give monseers but a taste, 
and I’ll be damned but they come in for a 
^ bellyful. 

Afiss Rich. Very extraordinary this ! 

Eol. But very true. Wliat makes the 
; bread rising? the parle vous that devour 
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us, What makes the mutton hvepence a 
pound? the parle vous that eat it up. 
What makes the beer threepence-half- 
penny a pot?-— 

JIo7i. Ah! the vulgar rogues; all will 
be out. {Aside.) Right, gentlemen, very i 
right, upon my word, and quite to the pur- | 
pose. They draw a parallel, madam, be- j 
tween the mental taste and that of our : 
senses. We are injured as much by the j 
French severity in the one, as by French 
rapacity in the other. That’s their meaning. 

Miss Rich. Though I don’t see the force 
of the parallel, yet I’ll own, that we should 
sometimes pardon books, as we do our 
friends, that have now and then agreeable 
absurdities to recommend them, | 

Bail. That’s all my eye. The king only ] 
can pardon, as the law says; for, set in ; 
case I 

Ho71. I’m quite of your opinion, sir. I ' 
see the whole drift of your argument. ' 
Yes, certainly, our presuming to pardon : 
any work is arrogating a po\ver that belongs ! 
to another. If all have power to condemn, 
what writer can be free ? 

Bail. By his habus corpus. Hisliabus 
corpus can set him free at any time: for, 
set in case 

Hon. I’m obliged to you, sir, for the 
hint. If, madam, as my friend observes, 
our laws are so careful of a gentleman’s 
person, sure we ought to be equally care- 
ful of his dearer part, his fame. 

Fol. Ay, but if so be a man’s nabbed, 
you know — 

Hon. Mr. Flanigan, if you spoke for ^ 
ever, you could not improve the last obser- * 
vation. For my own part, I think it con- 
clusive. 

Bail. As for the matter of that, mayhap — 

. Hon. Nay, sir, give me leave in this 
instance to be positive. For where is 
the necessity of censuring works without 
genius, which must shortly sink of them- 
selves? what is it, but aiming an unneces- 
sary blow against a victim already under 
the hands of justice? 

Bail. Justice I Oh, by the elevens, if 
you talk about justice, I think I am at 
home there : for, in a course of law 

Hon. My dear Mr. Twitch, I discern 
what you’d be at, perfectly ; and I believe 
the lady must be sensible of the art with 


which it is introduced, I suppose you 
perceive the meaning, madam, of his 
course of law. 

Miss Rich. 1 protest, sir, I do not. I 
perceive only that you answer one gentle- 
man before he has riiiished, and the other 
before he has well begun. 

Bail. Madam, you are a gentlewoman, 
and I will make the matter out. This 
here question is about severity, and justice, 
and pardon, and the like of they. Now, 
to explain the thing 

Hon. Oh! curse your explanations. 

[Aside. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Mr. Leontine, sir, below, desires 
to speak with you upon earnest business. 

Hon. That’s lucky. {Aside.) Dear 
madam, you’ll excuse me and my good 
friends here, for a few minutes. ''I'here 
are books, madam, to amuse you. Come, 
gentlemen, you know I make no ceremony 
with such friends. After you, sir. Excuse 
me. Well, if I must. But 1 know your 
natural politeness. 

Bail. Before and behind, you know. 

Eol. Ay, ay, before and behind, before 
and behind. 

[Exeunt lioneywood, Bailiff, attd Fol- 
lower. 

Miss Rich. What can all this mean, 
Garnet? 

Gaj\ Mean, madam I why, what should 
it mean, but what Mr. Lofty sent you here 
to see? These people he calls officers are 
officers sure enough ; sheriff’s officers ; 
bailiffs, madam. 

Miss Rich. Ay, it is certainly so. Well, 

^ though his perplexities are far from giving 
I me pleasure, yet I own there is something 
I very ridiculous in them, and a just punish- 
i ment for his dissimulation, 
j Ga7\ And so they are. But I wonder, 

I madam, that the lawyer you just employed' 
j to pay his debts, and set him free, has not 
j done it by this' time. He ought at least 
' to have been here before now. But lawyers 
I are always more ready to get a man into- 
I troubles than out of them. 

j Enter Sir William Honeywood,. '• 
j Sir Wil. F or Miss Richland to undertake 
I setting him free, I own, was quite imex- 
I pected. It has totally unhinged my schemes 
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to reclaim him. Yet it gives me pleasure to 
find that, among a number of worthless 
friendships, he has made olie acquisition 
of real value ; for there must be some softer 
passion on lier side that prompts this gene- 
rosity. Ha ! here before me : I’ll endea- 
vour to sound her affections.— Madam, as 
I am the person that have had some de- 
mands upon the gentleman of this house, 

I hope you’ll excuse me, if before I enlarged 
him, I wanted to see yourself. 

Miss Rich, The precaution was very 
unnecessary, sir. I suppose your wants 
were only such as my agent had power to 
satisfy. 

Sh‘ JViL Partly, madam. But I was 
also willing you should be fully apprised 
of the character of the gentleman you 
intended to serve. 

Miss Rich, It must come, sir, with a 
very ill grace from you. To censure it 
after what you have done, would look like 
malice ; and to speak favourably of a 
character you have oppressed, would 
be impeaching your own. And sure, his 
tenderness, his humanity, his universal 
friendship, may atone for many faults. 

Sir I'Vii. That friendship, madam, which 
is exerted in too wide a sphere, becomes 
totally useless. Our bounty, like a drop 
of water, disappears when diffused too 
widely. They who pretend most to this 
universal benevolence, are either deceivers ■ 
or dupes : men who desire to cover their 
private ill-nature by a pretended regard for 
all; or men who, reasoning themselves into 
false feelings, are more earnest in pursuit 
of splendid, than of useful virtues. 

Miss Rich. I am surprised, sir, to hear 
one, who has probably been a gainer by 
the folly of others, so severe in his censure 
■■•ot it.,' ' ■ ■ ■ 

Sir Wil, Whatever I may have gained 
by folly, madam, you see I am willing to 
prevent your losing by it. 

Miss Rich. Your cares for me, sir, are 
unnecessary. 1 always suspect those ser- 
vices which are denied where they are 
wanted, and offered, perhaps, in hopes of 
a refusal. No, sir, my directions have 
been given, and I insist upon their being 
complied with. 

Sir Wil. Thou amiable woman 1 I can 
no longer contain the expressions of my 


gratitude, my pleasure. You see before 
you one who has been equally careful of 
his interest ; one, who has for some time 
been a concealed spectator of his follies, 
and only punished in hopes to reclaim 
him — his uncle ! 

Miss Rich. Sir William Honey wood! 
You amaze me. How shall I conceal my 
confusion ? I fear, sir, you’ll think I have 
been too forward in my services. I confess 

Sir Wil. Don’t make any upologies, 
madam. I only lind myself unable to 
repay the obligation. And yet, I have 
been trying my interest of late to serve you. 
Having learnt, madam, that you had some 
demands upon Government,! have, thougli 
iinasked, been your solicitor there. 

Miss Rich. Sii*, I’m infinitely obliged 
to your intentions. But my guardian has 
employed another gentleman, who assures 
him of success. 

Sir Wil. Who? The important little 
man that visits here? Trust me, madam, 
he’s quite contemptible among men in 
power, and utterly unable to serve you. 
Mr. Lofty’s promises are much better 
known to people of fashion, than his- 
person, I assure you. 

Miss Rich. How have we been de- 
ceived ! As sure as can be, here he comes. 

Sir Wil, Does he ? Remember I’m 
to continue unknown. My return to Eng- 
land has not yet been made public. With 
what impudence he enters ! 

Efiter Lofty. 

Lof. Let the chariot — let my chariot 
drive off; I’ll visit to his grace’s in a 
chair. Miss Richland here before me! 
Punctual, as usual, to the calls of huma- 
nity. I’m very sorry, madam, things of this 
kind should happen, especially to a man 
I have shown everywhere, and carried 
amongst us as a particular acquaintance. 

Miss Rich. I find, sir, yoxi have the 
art of making the misfortunes of others 
your own. 

Lof. My dear madam, what can a pri- 
vate man like me do ? One man can’t do 
eveiything ; and then, I do so much in 
this way every day. Let me see ; some- 
thing considerable might be done for him 
by subscription; it could not fail if I 
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carried the list. Til undertake to set down | 
a brace of dukes, two dozen lords, and | 

, half the lower house, at my own peril. | 
i Sir Wil. ^ And, after all, it’s more than 
j probable, sir, he might reject the offer of 
I such powerful patronage. 

I Lof. Then, niadam, what can we do? 

I You know T never make promises. In 
I truth, I once or twice tried to do something 
j with him in the way of business ; but, as 
i I often told his uncle, Sir William Honey- 
j wood, the man was utterly impracticable, 
j Sir Wil. His uncle I then that gentle- 
\ man, I suppose, is a particular friend of 
yours. 

Meaiiing me, sir?— Yes, madam, 
as I often said, my dear Sir William, you j 
are sensible I would do anything, as far j 
as my poor interest goes, to serve your | 
family : but what can be done ? there’s ' 
no procuring first-rate places for ninth- 
rate abilities. 

,! Afiss Rich. I have heard of Sir William 
f Honeywood ; he’s abroad in employ- 
! ment : he confided in your judgment, I 
1 suppose. 

Lcf. Why, yes, madam, I believe Sir | 
William had some reason to confide in my I 
I judgment ; one little reason, perhaps. , I 

I Miss Rich. Pray, sir, what was it? | 
j Lof. Why, madam — but let it go no 
' further — it was I procured him his place. 

Sir Wil. Did you, sir ? 

I Either you or I, sir. 

! Miss Rich. This, Mr. Lofty, was very ; 
kind indeed. i 

Lof. I did love him, to be sure ; he had I 
some amusing qualities ; no man was fit- ' 
ter to be a toast-master to a club, or had 
a better head. 

I ALiss Rich. A better head ? 

[ Lof Ay, at a bottle. To be sure, he 
' was as dull as a choice spirit ; but, hang | 
it, he was grateful, Very grateful ; and 
gratitude hides a multitude of faults. 

1 Sir Wil. Pie might have reason, per- 
j haps. His place is pretty considerable, 
I’m told. 

Lof A trifie, a mere trifle among us 
men of business. The truth is, he wanted 
dignity to fill up a greater. 

Sir Wil. Dignity of person, do you 
mean, sir? Pm told he’s much about 
my size and figure, sir. ' 


* Lof. Ay, tail enough for a mardiing 
regiment; but then he wanted a some- 
, thing— -a consequence of form — a kind of 
1 a — 1 believe the lady perceives my mean- 
ing- . 

Miss Rich. Oh, perfectly; you courtiers 
can do anything, 1 see. 

Lof My dear madam, -all this is but a 
mere exchange ; we do greater things for 
one another every day. Why^ as thus, 
now ; let me suppose you the First Lord 
of the Treasiuy ; you have an employ- 
ment in you that I -want ; I have a place 
in me that you want : do me here, do you 
I there : interest of both sides, few ■Vvords, 
flat, done and done, and it’s oveh 

Sir Wil. A thought strikes itie. {Aside.) 
Now you mention Sir William Honcy- 
’wood, madam ; and as he seems, sir, an 
acquaintance of yours, you’ll be glad to 
heat he’s arrived from Italy. I had it from 
a friend who knows him as well as he does 
me, and you may depend on my inform a- 
tioin 

Lof The devil he is I If I had known 
that, we should not have been quite so 
well acquainted. [Aside. 

Sir Wil. He is certainly returned; 
and, as this gentleman is a friend of yours, 
he can be of signal service to us, by intro- 
ducing me to him : there are some papers 
relative to your affairs, that require dis- 
patch and his inspection. 

Aliss Rich. This gentleman, Mr. Lofty, 
is a person employed in my affairs : I 
know you’ll seiwe us. 

Lof My dear madam, I live but to 
seiwe you. Sir William shall even wait 
upon him, if you think proper to com- 
I mand it. 

I Sir Wil. That will be quite unneces- 
sary. 

Lof Well, we must introduce you, then. 
Call upon me— let me see— ay, in two 
days. 

Sir Wil. Now, or the opportunity will 
be lost for ever. 

Lof. Well, if it must be now, now let 
it be. But damn it, that’s unfortunate ,* 
my Lord Grig’s cursed Pensacola business 
comes on this very hour, and I’m engaged 
to attend — another time 

Sir Wih A short letter to Sir William 
will do. 
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Lof. You shall have it ; yet, in my 
opinion, a letter is a very bad way of going 
to work ; face to face, that’s my way. 

Sir WiL The letter, sir, will do quite 
as well. 

Lof, Zounds ! Sir, do you pretend to 
direct me in the business of office ? Do 
you know me, sir ? Who am I ? 

Miss Rich. Dear Mr. Lofty, this re^ 
quest is not so much liis as mine ; if my 
commands— but you despise my power. 

Lof. Delicate ereature ! your com- 
mands cOillcl even coiltrol a debate at mid- 
niglif : to a power so constitutional, I am 
all obedience ,and tranquillity. He shall 
have a letter : where is my secretary ? 
Dnbardieu ! And yet, I protest I donk 
like this way of doing business. 1 think 
if I spoke first to Sir William — ^but you 
will have it so. [Exit with M iss Richland. 

Sir mi. [Alone.) Ha ! ha ! ha !— This, 
too, is one of my nephew’s hopeful asso- 
ciates. O vanity, thou constant deceiver, 
how do all thy efforts to exalt, serve but 
to sink us ! Thy false colourings, like 
those employed to heighten beauty, only 
seem to mend that bloom which they con- 
tribute to destroy. Fm^ not displeased at 
this interview : exposing this fellow’s im- 
pudence to the contempt it deserves, may 
be of use to my design ; at least, if he can 
reflect, it well be of use to himself. 

Enter Jarvis. 

Sir Wil. How now, Jarvis, where’s 
your master, my nephew ? 

Jar. At his wit’s ends, I believe : he’s 
scarce gotten out of one scrape, but he’s 
running his head into another. 

Sir Wil. How so ? 

Jar. Thehouse has but just been cleared 
of the bailiffs, and now he’s again en- 
gaging, tooth and nail, in assisting old 
Croaker’s son to patch up a clandestine 
match with the young lady that passes 
in the, house for his sister. 

Sir Wil. Ever busy to serve others. 

Jar. Ay, anybody but himself. - The 
young couple, it seems, are just setting 
out for Scotland ; and lie supplies them 
with money for the journey. 

Sir Wil. Money I how is he able to 
supply others, who has scarce • any for 
himself? 
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Jar. Why, there it is: he has no 
money, that’s true ; but then, as he never 
said N'o to any request in his life, he has 
given them a bill, drawn by a friend of Ifis 
upon a merchant in the city, which I am 
to get changed ; for you must know that 
I am to go with them to 'Scotland myself 

Sir Wil. How? 

Jar. It seems the young gentleman ig; 
obliged to take a different road from his 
mistress, as he is to call upon an uncle of 
his that lives out of the way, in order to 
prepare a place for their reception, when 
they return ; so they have borrowed me 
from my master, as the properest person 
to attend the young lady down. 

Sir Wil. To the land of matrimony!' 
A pleasant journey, Jarvis. 

Jar. Ay, but Fm only to have all the 
fatigues on’t. 

Sir Wil Well, it may be shorter, and 
less fatiguing, than you imagine. I know 
but too .m young lady’s family 

and conifexions, whom I have seen abroad. 

•I have also discovered that Miss Richland 
is not indifferent to my thoughtless' 
nephew ; and will endeavour, though I 
fear in vain, to establish that connexion. 
But, come, the letter I wait for must be 
almost finished ; I’ll let you further into 
my intentions, in the next room. [Exetmt. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

I Scene — Croaker’s ~ 

i Lof. Well, sure the devil’s in me of 
I late, for running my head into such defiles, ■ 
i a.s nothing but a genius like my own 
could draw me from. I was formerly 
contented to husband out my places and 
pensions with some degree of frugality; 

I but, curse it, of late I have given away 
[ the whole Court Register in less time than 
they could print the title-page : yet, hang 
it, why scniple a lie or two to come at a . 
fine girl, when I eveiy day tell a thousand 
for nothing. Ha ! Honey wood here be- 
fore me I Could Miss Richland have set 
him at liberty? 

Enter Honeywood. 

Mr. Honeywood, I’m glad to see you 
abroad again. I find my concurrence 
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was not necessary in your unfortunate 
affairs. I had put things in a train to do 
your business; but it is not for me to say 
what I intended doing. 

Hon. It was unfortunate indeed, sir. 
But what adds to my uneasiness is, that 
while you seem to be acquainted with 
my misfortune, I myself continue stili a 
stranger to my benefactor. i 

How ! not know the friend that 
served you? 

Hon. Can’t guess at the person. 

Lof. Inquire. 

Hon. I have; but all I can learn is, 

: that he chooses to remain concealed, and 

• that all inquiry must be fruitless. 
i Must be fruitless ! 

'• Hon. Absolutely fruitless. 

I Lqf. Sure of that ? 

I Hon. Very sure. 

' Zo/. Then I’ll be damned if you shall 

ever know it from me. 

I Hon. How, sir! 

I Zo/. I. suppose now, Mr. Honeywood, 

you think my rent-roll very considerable, 
and that I have vast sums of money to 
throw away ; I know you do. The world, 
to be sure, says such things of me. 

Hon. The world, by what I learn, is 
no stranger to your generosity. But 
where does this tend? 

Zo/. To nothing; nothing in the world. 
The town, to be sure, when it makes such 
a thing as me the subject of conversation, 

I has asserted, that I never yet patronised 
I a man of merit. 

Hon. I have heard instances to the 
contrary, even from yourself. 

Zo/ Yes, Honeywood; and there are 
instances to the contrary, that you shall 
never hear from myself. 

' Hon. Hal dear sir, permit me to ask 
you but one question. 

Zo/ Sir, ask me no questions ; I say, 
sir, ask me no questions; I’ll be damned 
I if I answer them. 

f Hon. I will ask no further. My friend I 
, my benefactor ! it is, it must be here, that 
I am indebted for freedom, for honour. 
Y’es, thou worthiest of men, from the be- 
■ ginning I suspected it, but was afraid to 
return thanks; which, if undeserved, 
^ might seem reproaches. 

Zo/, I protest I do not understand all 


this, Mr. Honeywood : you treat me very 
cavalieriy. I do assure you, sir — Blood J 
sir, can’t a man be x^ermitted to enjoy the 
luxury of his own feelings, without all 
this parade? 

Ho/i. Nay, do not attempt to conceal 
an action that adds to your honour, 
Y'our looks, your air, your manner, all 
confess it. 

Zo/. Confess it, sir! Torture itself, 
sir, shall never bring me to confess it. 
Mr. Honeywood, I have admitted you 
upon terms of friendship. Don’t let us 
fall out ; make me happy, and let this be 
buried in oblivion. You know I hate 
ostentation ; you know I do. Come, 
come, Honeywood, you know I always 
loved to be a friend, and not a patron. 

I beg this may make no kind of distance 
between us. Come, come, you and 1 
must be more familiar — indeed we must. 

Hon. Heavens ! Can I ever repay such 
friendship ? Is there any way ? — Thou best 
of men, can I ever return the oldigation? 

A bagatelle, a mere bagatelle! 
But I see your heart is labouring to be 
* grateful. Y^ou shall be grateful. It would 
be cruel to disappoint you. 

Hon. How ! teach me the manner. Is 
there any way? 

Zt/. From this moment you’re mine. 
Y’'es, my friend, you shall know it-— I’m 
in love. 

Hon. And can I assist you? 

I^o/. Nobody so well. 

ZIo7i. In what manner? I’m all im- 
patience. 

Zo/. Y'ou shall make love for me. 

Hoiz. And to whom shall I speak in 
your favour? 

Zo/ To a lady with whom you have 
great interest, I assure you ; Miss Richland. 

Hon. Miss Richland ! 

Zo/ Y"es, Miss Richland. She has 
struck the blow up to the hilt in my 
bosom, by Jupiter! 

Ho7t. Heavens! was ever anything 
more unfortunate ! It is too much to be 
endured. 

Zo/ Unfortunate, indeed 1 And yet I 
; can endure it, till you have opened the 
j affair to her for me. Between ourselves, 

I I think- she likes me. Tm not apt to 
■ boast, but I think she does, 
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Hoii, Indeed ! But^ do you know the 
person you apply to? 

Lof. Yes, I know you are her friend 
and mine : that’s enough. To you, there- 
fore, I commit the success of my passion. 
I’ll Say no more ; let friendship do the j 
rest. I have only to add, that if at any | 
time my little interest can be of service — I 
but, hang it, I’ll make no promises — you ! 
know my interest is yours at any time. | 
No apologies, my friend, I’ll not be j 
answered ; it shall be so. [Exit. , 

TIofi. Open, generous, unsuspecting 
man! He little thinks that I love her 
too ; and with such an ardent passion !— j 
But then it was ever but a vain and hope- ' 
less one ; my torment, my persecution ! j 
What shall I do? Love, friendship; a i 
hopeless passion, a desei'ving friend ! , 
/Love, that has been my tormentor; a 
^^friend, that has, perhaps, distressed him- ! 
^ '^seif to serve me. It shall be so. Yes, 

I will discard the fondling hope from my 
i bosom, and exert all my influence in his 
I favour. And yet to see her in the posses- 
I sion of another !— Insupportable I But 
^ then to betray a generous, trusting friend ! 
— Worse, worse! Yes, I’m resolved. Let 
me but be the instrument of their hap- 
piness, and then quit a country, where 
I must for ever despair of finding my 
own. l^Exit. 

Enter Olivia a7td Garnet, who carries 
a Milliners Box, 

OUv, Dear me, I wdsh this journey were 
over. No news of Jarvis yet? I believe 
the old peevish creature delays purely to 
vex me. 

Ga7\ Why, to be sure, madam, I did 
hear him say, a little snubbing before 
marriage would teach you to bear it the 
better afterwards. 

OHv. To be gone a full hour, though 
he had only to get a bill changed in the 
city! How provoking! 

Gar, I’ll lay my life, Mr. Leontine, 
that had twice as much to do, is setting 
off by this time from his inn ; and here 
you are left behind. 

. OUv, Well, let us be prepared for his 
coming, however. Are you sure you 
have omitted nothing, Garnet? 

Gar, Not a stick, madam'— all’s here. 


Yet I wish you could take the white and 
silver to be married in. It’s the woi*st 
luck in the -world, in anything but white, 

I knew one Bett Stubbs, of our town* 
that was married in red ; and, as sure as 
eggs is eggs, the bridegroom and she had 
a miff before morning. 

OUv, No matter. I’m all impatience 
till we are out of the house. 

Gar, Bless me, madam, I had almost 
forgot the wedding ring !— The sweet 
little thing — I don’t think it would go on 
my little finger. And wh.at if I put in a 
gentleman’s night-cap, in case of necessity, 
madam? But here’s J arvis. 

E7ifcr Jarvis. 

OUv. O Jarvis, are you come at last? 
W e have been ready this half-hour. Now 
let’s be going. Let us fly ! 

Jar. Ay, to Jericho; for we shall have 
no going to Scotland this bout, I fancy. 

OUv. How ! w'hat’s the matter? 

jJar. Money, money, is the matter, 
madam. W e have got no money. What 
the plague do you send me of your fool’s 
errand for? My master’s bill upon the 
city is not worth a rush. Here it is; 
Mrs. Garnet may pin up her hair with it. 

OUv. Undone! How could Honey- 
wood serve us so! What .shall we do? 
Can’t w'e go wdthout it ? 

yar. Go to Scotland -^vithout money! 
To Scotland without money ! Lord, how ^ 
some people understand -geography ! We 
might as well set sail for Patagonia upon 
a cork jacket. 

OUv, Such a disappointment! What 
a base, insincere man was your master, 
to serve us in this manner! Is this his 
good-nature ? 

Jar. Nay, don’t talk ill of my master, 
madam. I w’-on’t bear to hear anybody 
talk ill of him but myself. 

Ga7\ Bless us ! now I think on’t, ma- 
dam, you need not be under any uneasi- 
ness: I saw Mr. Leontine receive forty 
guineas from his father just before he set 
i out, and he can’t yet have left the inn. 
A short letter will reach him there. 

OUv, Well remembered. Garnet; I’ll 
write immediately. How’s this! Bless 
me, my hand trembles so, I can’t write a 
word. Do you write, Garnet ; and, upon 
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second thought, it will be better from yon. | powder. But no matter, I believe we shall 
Truly, madam, I write and indite | be pretty well shaved by the way. VGomig, 
but poorly. I never was ’cute at my j Enter Qpcmm, 

learning. But ril do what I can to | Undone, ixndone, madam. Ah, 

please you. Let me see. All out of my ! Mr. Jarvis, you said right enough. As 
own head, I suppose! i sure as death, Mr. Honey wood’s rogue of a 

0/zV. Whatever you please. drunken butler dropped the letter before he 

, Gar, {Writing.) Muster Croaker— went ten yards from the door. There’s old 

Twenty guineas, madam? Croaker has just picked it up, and is this 

' Oliv, Ay, twenty will do. moment reading it to himself in the hall 

Gar. At the bar of the Talbot till Oliv. Unfortunate ! We shall be dis- 
called fox*. Expedition — Will be blown covered. 

up— All of a flame— Quick dispatch— Gar. No, madam; don’t be uneasy; 

! Cupid, the little god of love. — I conclude he can make neither head nor tail of it. 

' it, madam, with Cupid: I love to see a To be sure he looks as if he was broke 

love-letter end like poetry. loose from Bedlam about it, but he can’t 

Oliv. Well, well, what you please, any- find what it means for all that. 0 lud, 
thing. But how shall we send it? I can he is coming this way all in the horrors, 
trust none of the ser\mits of this family, Oliv. Then let iis leave the house this 
' Gar. Odso, madam, Mr. Honeywood’s instant, for fear he shouhi ask further 

butler is in the next room: he’s a dear, questions. In the meantime, Garnet, do 
sweet man ; he’ll do anything for me. you write and send off just such another. 
ya7\ He 1 the dog, he’ll certainly com- [Exetmt. 

i mit some blunder. He’s drunk and sober Enter CRt>.\iCER. 

■: ten times a day. Cro. Death and destruction! Are all 

Oliv, No matter. Fly, Garnet; any- the horrors of air, fire, and water, to be 
body we can trust will do. G.-vrnet.) levelled only at me ? Am I only to be 
; Well, Jarvis, now we can have nothing i singled out for gunpowder-plots, corn- 
more to interrupt us; you may take up ; bustibles, and conflagration? Here it is 
; the things, and carry them on to the inn. | —an incendiary letter dropped at my 

I Have you no hands, Jarvis? door. “To Muster Croaker, these with 

Ja7\ Soft and fair, young lady. You, speed.” Ay, ay, plain enough the direc- 

^ that are going to be married, think things tion : all in the genuine incendiary spelling, 

can never be done too fast ; but we, that and as cramp as the devil. “ With speed.” 

are old, and know what we are about, O, confound your speed. But let me read 

, must elope methodically, madam. it once more. {Reads.) “ Muster Croaker, 

Oliv. Well, sure, if my indiscretions as sone as yow see this, leve twenty 

were to be done over again gunnes at the bar of the Talboot tell 

yar. My life for it, you would do them caled for, or yowe and yower experetion 
' ten times over. "will be al blown up.” Ah, but too plain. 

Oliv. Why will you talk so? If you Blood and gunpowder in every line of it. 

knew how unhappy they make me Blown up! murderous dog! all blown 

* Jar. Very unhappy, no doubt; I was up! Heavens! what have 1 and my poor 

once just as unhappy when I was going family done, to be all blown up? [Reads.) 

to be married myself. I’ll tell you a “ Our pockets are low, and money we 

: story about that must have.’’ Ay, there’s the reason; they’ll 

I Oliv. A story ! when I’m all impatience blow us up, becaixse they have got low 

to be away. Was there ever such a dila- pockets. [Reads.) “It is but a short 

tory creature ! time you have to consider ; for if this takes 

yar. Well, madam, if we must march, wind, the house will quickly be all of a 

why, we will march, that’s all. Though, flame.” Inhuman monsters! blow us up, 

! odds bobs, we have still forgot one thing ; and then burn us! The earthquake at 

i we should never travel without — a case j Lisbon was but a bonfire to it. {Reads.) 

j of good razors, and a box of shaving- | “ Make quick dispatch, and so no more 
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at' present. But may Gupid, the little 
god of love, go with you wherever you 
go.” The little god of love! Cupid, the 
little god of love, go with me ! Go you 
to the devil, you and your little Cupid 
together. I’m so frightened, I scarce 
know whether I sit, stand, or go. Per- 
haps this moment I’m treading on lighted 
matches, blazing brimstone, and barrels 
of gunpowder. They are preparing to 
blow me up into the douds. Murder! 
we shall be all burnt in our beds; we 
shall be all burnt in our beds ! 

Enter Miss Richland. 

Miss Rich. Lord, sir, what’s the matter? 

Cro. Murder’s the matter! We shall 
all be blown up in our beds before morning. 

Miss Rich. I hope not, sir. 

Cro. What signifies what you hope, 
madam, when I have a certificate of , it 
here in my hand ? Will nothing alarm ray 
fam ily ? Sleeping and eating, sleeping and 
eating, is the only work from morning till 
night in my house. My insensible crew 
could sleep, though rocked by an earth- 
quake, and fry beef-steaks at a volcano. 

Miss Rick. But, sir, you have alarmed 
them so often already ; we have nothing 
but earthquakes, famines, plagues, and 
mad dogs, from 3^ear‘s end to year’s end. 
You remember, sir, it is not above a month 
ago, you assured us of a conspiracy among 
the bakers, to poison us in our bread ; and 
so kept the whole family a week upon 
potatoes. 

Cro. And potatoes were too good for 
them. But why do I stand talking here 
with a girl, when I should be facing the 
enemy without ? Plere, J ohn, Nicodem'us, 
search the house. Look into the cellars, 
to see if there be any combustibles below ; 
and above, in the apartments, that no 
matches be thrown in at the windows. 
Let all the fires be put out, and let the 
engine be drawn out in the yard, to play 
upon the house in case of necessity. [Exit. 

Miss Rich. {Alofze.) What can he mean 
by all this? Yet, why should I inquire, 
when he alarms us in this manner almost 
every day? But Honeywood has desired 
an interview with me in private. What 
can he mean? or, rather, what means this 
|)alpitation at his approach ? It }s t}ie first 



time he ever showed anything in his con- ■ 
duct that seemed particular. Sure he 
cannot mean to — but he’s here. 

Enter Honeywood. i 

» Hon. I presumed to solicit this inter- 
view, madam, belbre I left town, to be ^ 
permitted 

Indeed ! Leaving town, sir? 

Hon. Yes, madam; perhaps the king- 
dom. I have presumecl, I say, to desire 
the favour of this interview,— in order to 
disclose something which our long friend- ; 
ship prompts. And yet my fears 

Miss Rich. His fears! What are his 
fears to mine! [Aside.) We have indeed 
been long acquainted, sir ; very long. If 
I remember, our first meeting was at the 
French ambassador’s. — Do you recollect 
how you were pleased to rally me upon 
my complexion there? 

Hon. Perfectly, madam : 1 presumed to 
reprove you for painting ; but your wanner 
blushes soon convinced the company that 
the colouring was all from nature. 

Miss Rich. And yet you only meant it 
in your good-natured way, to make me pay 
a compliment to myself. In the same 
manner you danced that night with the 
most awkward woman in company, be- 
cause you saw nobody else would take 
her out. 

Hon. Yes; and was rewarded the next 
night, by dancing with the finest woman 
in company, whom everybody wished to 
take out. *!■' 

Miss Rich. Well, sir, if you thought so 
then, I fear your judgment has since cor- 
rected the errors of a first impression. We 
generally show to most advantage at first. 
Our sex are like poor tradesmen, that put 
all their best goods to be seen at the 
windows. 

Hon. The first impression, madam, did 
I indeed deceive me. I expected to find a ^ 

I woman with all the faults of conscious - " 
1 flattered beauty ; I expected to find her ; 
j vain and insolent. But every day has since 
: taught me that it is possible to possess sense 
; without pride, and beauty without affec- 
i tation. 

j Miss Rich. This, sir, is a style very 
I unusual with Mr. Honeywood; and I 
' should be glad to know why he thus 
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attempts to increase that vanity, which his Miss Rich, Mr. Honeywood, let me 
own lessons have taught me to despise. tell you, that you wrong my sentiments, 
Hon. I ask pardon, madam. Yet, from and yourself. When I first applied to 
our long friendship, I presumed I might your friendship, I expected advice and 
have some right to offer, without offence, assistance ; but now, sir, I see that it is 
what you may refuse without offending. in vain to expect happiness from him, 
Miss Rich,Hm\ 1 beg you’d reflect: who has been so bad an economist of 
though, I fear, I shall scarce have any Hiis own; and that I must disclaim his 
power to refuse a request of yours, yet friendship who ceases to be a friend to 
you may be precipitate : consider,- sir. himself. \Exit 

I own my rashness; but as I plead Hon. How is this ! she has confessed 

she loved him, and yet she seemed to 
part in displeasure. Gan I have done any^ 
thing to reproach myself with? Ko ; I 
believe not ; yet, after all, these things 
should not be done by a third person : I 
should have spared her confusion. My 
friendship carried me a little too far. 

Hon. Ah, madam, it but too plainly 

points him out ; though he should be too Enter Croaker, toUh the Letter m his 
humble himself to urge his pretensions, or ha7tdy Mrs. Croaker, 
you too modest to understand them. 3Lrs. Cro. Ha I ha ! ha ! And so, my 

Miss Rich, Well; it would be affecta- dear, it’s your supreme wish that I should 
tion any longer to pretend ignorance ; and be quite wretched upon this occasion ? 

I will own, sir, I have long been preju- Ha ! ha ! 

diced in his favour. It was but natural to Cro. {Mimiching. ) Ha ! ha ! ha 1 
i wish to make his heart mine, as beseemed And so, my dear, it’s your supreme plea- 

himself ignorant of its value. sure to give me no better consolation ? 

. Hon. I see she always loved him. Mrs. C7v. Positively, my dear; what 
i {Aside.) I find, madam, you’re already is this incendiary stuff and trumpery to 

I sensible of his worth, his passion. Plow me ? Our house may travel through the 

I happy is my friend, to be the favourite of air like the house of Loretto, for aught I 

I one with such sense to distinguish merit, care, if I am to be miserable in it. 

! and such beauty to reward it ! C7'o. Would to Heaven it were con- 

r Miss Rich. Your friend, sir! What verted into a house of correction for your 

I' friend? benefit ! Have we not everything to 

Hon. My best friend — my friend Mr, alarm us? Perhaps this veiy moment the 

Lofty, madam. tragedy is beginning. 

Miss Rich. He, sir! JlHs. Cro. Then let us reserve our dis- 

Ho7t. Yes, he, madam. He is, indeed, tress till the rising of the curtain, or give 
what your warmest wishes might have ’ 
formed him ; and to his other qualities 
he adds that of the most, passionate regard 
for you. 

Miss Rich. Amazement! — No more of 

S this, I beg you, sir. 

Ho71. I see your confusion, madam, 
and know how to interpret it. And, since 
I so plainly read the language of your 
heai't, shall I make my friend happy, by 
communicating your sentiments ? 
i Miss Rich. By no means. 

I Lon. Excuse me, I must ; I know you | this incendiary letter, dropped at my door, 
j desire it. ’ [ It will freeze you with terror ; and yet. 




tnem tiie money tney want, ana nave done 
with them. 

Give them my money !r— And 
pray, what right have they to my money? 

Mrs. Cro. And pray, w-hat right then 
have you to my good humour ? 

Cm And so your good humour advises 
me to part with my money ? Why then, 
to tell your good humour a piece of my 
mind, I’d sooner part with my wife, 
Here’s Mr, Honeywood ; see what he’ll 
sav to it. Mv dear Honevwood. look at 


the cause of friendship, of one who loves 
—don’t be alarmed, madam— who loves 
you with the most ardent passion, whose 
whole happiness is placed in you— 
Miss Rich. I fear, sir, I shall never find 
whom you mean, by this description of 
him. 
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lovey here can read it— can read it, and 
laugh ! 

Mrs. Cro. Y es, and so will Mr. Honey- 
wood. 

Cro. If he does, I’ll suffer to be hanged 
the next minute in the rogue’s place, that’s 
all. 

Mrs. Cro. Speak, Mr. Honeywood ; 
is there anytliing more foolish than my 
husband’s fright upon this occasion ? 

Hoii. It would not become me to decide, 
madam ; but, doubtless, the greatness of 
his terrors now will but invite them to 
renew their villany another time. 

Mrs. Cro. I told you he’d be of my 
opinion. 

Cro. How, sir ! do you maintain that 
I should lie down under such an injury, 
and show neither by my tears, nor com- 
plaints, that I have something of the spirit 
of a man in me ? 

Hon. Pardon me, sir. You ought to 
make the loudest complaints, if you desire 
redress. The surest way to have redi*ess 
is to be earnest in the pursuit of it. 

Cro. Ay, whose opinion is he of now? 
Mrs. Cro. But don’t you think that 
laughing off our fears is the best way ? 

Hon. What is the best, madam, few 
can say; but I’ll maintain it to be a very 
wise way. 

Cro. But we’re talking of the best. 
Surely the best way is to face the enemy 
in the field, and not wait till he plunders 
us in our very bed-chamber. 

Hon. Why, sir, as to the best, that — 
that’s a very wise way too. 

Mrs. Cro. But can anything be more 
absurd than to double our distresses by 
our apprehensions, and put it in the power 
of every low fellow, that can scrawl ten 
words of wretched spelling, to torment us ? 

Hon. Without doubt, nothing more 
absurd. I 

Cro. How ! would it not be more absurd 
to despise the rattle till we are bit by the 
snake ? 

Hon. Without doubt, perfectly absurd. 
Cro. Then you are of my opinion? 

Hon. Entirely. 

Mrs. Cro. And you reject mine ? 

Hon. Heavens forbid, madam ! No, 
sure, no reasoning can be more just than 
yours. We ought certainly to despise 


malice if we cannot oppose it, and not 
make the incendiary’s pen as fatal to our 
repose as the highwayman’s pistol. 

Mrs. Cro, Oh! then you think I’m quite 
right? 

Hon. Perfectly right. 

Cro. A plague of plagues, we can’t be 
both right! I ought to be sorry, or I 
ought to be glad. My hat must be on my 
head, or my hat must be off. 

Mrs. Cro. Certainly, in two opposite 
opinions, if one be perfectly reasonable, 
the other can’t be perfectly right. 

Hon. And why may not both be right, 
madam? Mr. Croaker in earnestly seek- 
ing redress, and you in waiting the event 
with good humour? Pray, let me see the 
letter again. I have it. This letter re- 
quires twenty guineas to be left at the bar 
of the Talbot inn. If it be indeed an in- 
cendiary letter, what if you and I, sir, go 
there ; and, when the writer comes to be 
paid for his expected booty, seize him ? 

Cro. My dear friend, it’s the very thing ; 
the very thing. While I walk by the 
door, you shall plant yourself in ambush 
near the bar ; burst out upon the miscreant 
like a masked battery ; extort a confession 
at once, and so hang him up by surprise* 

Hon. Yes, but I would not choose to 
exercise too much severity. It is my 
maxim, sir, that crimes generally punish 
themselves, 

C7'o. Well, but we may upbraid him a 
little, I suppose ? {Ironically. 

Hon. Ay, but not punish him too 
rigidly. 

Cro. Well, well, leave that to my own 
benevolence. 

Hon. Well, I do ; but remember that 
universal benevolence is the first law of 
nature. 

{Exeunt Honeywood «7?^Mrs. Croaker. 

C7'0. Yes ; and my universal benevolence 
will hang the dog, if he had as many 
necks as a hydra. 

i ACT THE FIFTH. 

Scene — an Inn. 

Enter Olivia and Jarvis. 

Oliv. Well, we have got safe to the 
inn, however. Now, if the post-chaise 
were ready 
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yar. The horses are just finishing their 
oat's j and, as they are not going to be mar- 
ried, they choose to take their own time. 

Oliv. Hqm are for ever giving wrong 
motives to my impatience. 

Jar. Be as impatient as you will, the 
horses must take their o'wn time ; besides, 
you don’t consider, we have got no answer 
from our fellow-traveller yet. If we hear 
nothing from Mr. Leon tine, we have only ' 
one way left us. 

Oiiv. What way ? 

Jar. The way home again. 

Oliv. Not so. I have made a resolution 
to go, and nothing shall induce me to 
break it. 

Jar. Ay ; resolutions are well kept, 
when they jump with inclination. How- 
ever, I’ll go hasten things without. And 
I’ll call, too, at the bar, to see if anything 
should be left for us there. Don’t be in 
such a plaguy hurry, madam, and we shall 
go the faster, I promise you. [Exit. 

Enter Landlady. 

Land. What! Solomon, why don’t you 
move? Pipes and tobacco for the Lamb 
there. — ^Will nobody answer? To the 
Dolphin: quick. The Angel has been 
outrageous this half-hour. Did your lady- 
ship call, madam? 

OUv. No, madam. 

Land. I find, as you’re for Scotland, 
madam — But that’s no business of mine ; 
married, or not married, I ask no questions. 
To be sure we had a sweet little couple 
set off from this two days ago for tlie same 
place. The gentleman, for a tailor, was, 
to be sure, as fine a spoken tailor as ever 
blew froth from a full pot. And the young 
lady so bashful, it was near half an hour 
before we could get her to finish a pint of 


Leontine. 

Leon. My dear Olivia, my anxiety, till 
you were out of danger, was too great to 
be resisted. I could not help coming to 
see you set out, though it exposes us to a 
discovery. 

Oliv. May everything you do prove as 
fortunate. Indeed, Leontine, we have 
been most cmelly disappointed. Mr. 
Honeywood’s bill upon the city has, it 
seems, been protested, and we have been 
utterly at a loss how to proceed. 

Leon. How ! an offer of his own too. 
Sure, he could not mean to deceive us ? 

Oliv. Depend upon his sincerity j he 
only mistook the desire for the power of 
serving us. But let us think no more of it. 

I believe the post-chaise is ready by this. 

Land. Not quite yet : and, begging your 
ladyship’s pardon, I don’t think your lady- 
ship quite ready for the post-chaise. The 
north road is a cold place, madam. I 
have a drop in the house of as pretty rasp- 
berry as ever was tipt over tongue. Just 
a thimble-full to keep the wind off your 
stomach. To be sure, the last couples we 
had here, they said it was a perfect nose- 
gay. Ecod, I sent them both away as 
good-natured — Up went the blinds, round 
went the wheels, and drive away post-boy, 
was the word. 

Croaker. 

Cro. W ell, while my friend Honeywood 
is upon the post of danger at the bar, it 
, must be my business to have an eye about 
I me here. I think I know an incendiary’s 
look ; for wherever the devil makes a pur- 
chase, he never fails to set his mark. Ila ! 
Avho have we here ? M y son and daughter ! 
What can they be doing here? 


raspberry between us. Land. I tell yon, madam, it will do you 

Oliv. But this gentleman and I are not good ; I think I know by this time what’s 
going to be married, I assure you. good for the north road. It’s a raw night, 

Land. May be not. That’s no business madam. — Sir 


of mine; for certain, Scotch marriages 
seldom turn out. — There was, of my own 
knowledge, Miss Macfag, that married her 
father’s .footman — Alack-a-day, she and 
her husband soon parted, and now keep 
separate cellars in Hedge-lane. 

Oliv. A very pretty picture of what lies 
before me, [Aside. 


Leon. Not a drop more, good madam, 
I should now take it as a greater favour, 
if you hasten the horses, for I am afraid 
to be seen myself. 

Land. That shall be done. Wha, 

, Solomon! are you all dead there? Wha, 
Solomon, I say ! [Exit., bawl mg. 

' Oliv. Well, I dread lest an expedition 
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begun in feai*, shouid end in repentance. 
— Eveiy moment we stay increases our 
danger, and adds to my apprehensions. 

Leon, There’s no danger, trust me, iny 
dear; there can be none. If Honey wood 
has acted with honour, and Icept my father, 
as he promised, in employment till we are 
out of danger, nothing can interrupt our 
journey. . 

Oliv, I have no doubt of Mr. Honey- 
wood’s sincerity, and even his desire to 
serve us. My fears are from your father’s 
suspicions. A mind so disposed to be 
alarmed without a cause, will be but too 
ready when there’s a reason. 

Leo?z, Why, let him, when we are out of 
his power. But believe me, Olivia, you 
have no great reason to dread his resent- 
ment. His repining temper, as it does no 
manner of injury to himself, so will it never 
do harm to others. He only frets to keep 
himself employed, and scolds for his pri- 
vate amusement. 

Oliv, I don’t know that ; but, I’m sure, 
on some occasions, it makes him look most 
shockingly. 

Cro, {Discovering himself .') How does 
he look now? — How does he look now? 

Oliv, Ah ! 

Leon, Undone! 

. Cro. How do I look now? Sir, I am 
your very humble servant. Madam, I am 
yours. What, you are going off, are you? 
Then, first, if you please, take a word or 
two from me with you before you go. Tell 
me first where you are going ; and when 
you have told me that, perhaps I shall 
know as little as I did before. 

Leon, If that be so, our answer might 
but increase your displeasure, without 
adding to your information. 

Cro. I want no information from you, 
puppy : and you too, good madam, what 
answer have you got ? Eh ! {A cry ‘without^ 
Stop him!) I think I heard a noise. My 
friend Honeywood without — ^h^ he seized 
the incendiary? Ah, no ; for now I hear 
no more on’t. 

Leon, Honeywood without ! Then, sir, 
it was Mr. Honeywood that directed you 
hither? 

Cro. No, sir, it was Mr. Honeywood 
conducted me hither. 

. Leon. Is it possible? 


Cro. Possible I Why, he’s in the house 
now, sir ; more anxious about me than my 
own son, sir. 

Leon. Then, sir, he’s a villain. 

Cro. How, sirrah ! a villain, because he 
takes most care of your father? I’ll not 
bear it. I tell you I’ll not bear it. Honey*^ 
wood is a friend to the family, and I’ll have 
him treated as such. 

. Leon. I shall study to repay his friend* 
ship as it deserves. 

: Cro. Ahy rogue,- if you Knew hov/ 
earnestly he entered into my griefs, and 
pointed out the means to detect them, you 
would love him as I do. {A cry without. 
Stop him I) Fire and fury ! they have seized 
the incendiary : they have the villain, the 
incendiary in view. Stop him! stop an 
incendiary! a murderer ! stop him I [Exit. 

Oliv. Oh, my terrors ! What can this 
tumult mean ? 

I^eon. Some new mark, I suppose, of 
Mr. Hollywood’s sincerity. But we shall 
have' satisfaction : he shall give me instant 
satisfaction. 

Oliv. It must not be, my Leon tine, if 
you value my esteem or my happiness. 

! Whatever be our fate, let us not add guilt 
to our misfortunes — Consider that our 
innocence will shortly be all that we have 
left us. Y ou must forgive him. 

Leon. Forgive him! Has he not in 
every instance betrayed us? Forced me to 
borrow money from him, which appears a 
mere trick to delay us ; promised to keep 
my father engaged till we were out of 
danger, and here brought him to the very 
scene of our escape? 

Oliv. Don’t he precipitate. We may 
yet be mistaken. 

Enter Postboy, dragging in Jarvis; 

Honeywood entering soon cfter. 

Post. Ay, master, we have him safe 
enough. Here is the incendiary dog. 
I’m entitled to the reward : I’ll take my 
oath I saw him ask for the money at the 
bar, and then run for it. 

Hon, Come, bring him along. Let us 
see him. Let him learn to blush for his 
crimes. [Discovering his mistake.) Death! 
what’s here? Jarvis, I.eontine, Olivia! 
What can all this mean ? 

Jar, Why, I’ll tell you whv^t it means ; 
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that I was an old fool, and that you are ! 
my master — that’s all. ' ! 

lion. Confusion I 

Leon. Yes, sir, I find you have kept 
your word with me. After such baseness, 

I wonder how you can venture to see the 
man you have injured? 

Hon. Vlj dear Leontine, by my life, 
my honour— 

Peace, peace, for shame; and 
do not continue to aggravate baseness by ; 
hypocrisy. I know you, sir, I know you. | 

Hon. Why, won’t you hear me? By i 
all that’s just I knew not— — j 

Leon. Hear you, sir ! to what purpose? 

I now see through all your low arts; your 
ever complying with every opinion ; your 
never refusing any request : your friend- 
ship as common as a prostitute’s favours, 
and as fallacious ; all these, sir, have long 
been contemptible to the world, and are 
now perfectly so to me. 

Hon. Ha ! contemptible to the world ! 
that reaches me. \Aside. 

Leon. All the seeming sincerity of your 
professions, I now find, were only allure- 
ments to betray; and all your seeming 
regret for their consequences, only calcu- 
lated to cover the cowardice of your heart. 
Draw, villain I 

Enter otti of breath. 

Cro. Where is the villain? Where is 
the incendiary? {Seizing the Postboy.) 
Hold him fast, the dog : he has the gallows 
in his face. Come, you dog, confess; 
confess all, and hang yourself. 

Post. Zounds! master, what do you 
throttle me for? 

Ov. (Beating him.) Dog, do you resist? 
do you resist? 

Zounds ! master, I’m not he; 
there’s the man that we thought was the 
rogue, and turns out to be one of the 
company. 

Cro. Plow ! 

Hon. Mr. Croaker, we have all been 
under a strange mistake here ; I find there 
is nobody guilty ; it was all an error ; en- 
tirely an error of our own. 

Cro. And I say, sir, that you’re in an 
error ; for there’s guilt and double guilt, 
a plot, a damned Jesuitical, pestilential 
plot, and I must have proof of it. 


Hon. Do but hear me. 

Cro. What, you intend to bring ’em 
off, I suppose? I’ll hear nothing. 

Ma:dam, yon seem at least calm 
enough to hear reason. 

Oliv. Excuse me. 

Ho7i. GooA Jarvis, let me then explain 
it to you. 

ydr. What signifies explanations vnien 
the thing is, done ? 

Hoit. Will nobody hear me? ' Was 
there ever such a set so blinded by 
passion and prejudice? ( To the Postboy. ) 
My good friend, I believe you’ll be sur- 
prised, when I assure you 

Post. Sure me nothing— I’m sure of 
nothing but a good beating. 

Cro. Come then you, madam, if you 
; ever hope for any favour or forgiveness, 
tell me sincerely all you know of this affair, 
i Oliv. Unhappily, sir, I’m but too much 
the cause of your suspicions ; you see 
before you, sir, one that with false pre- 
’ tences has stepped into your family to 
betray it ; not your daughter — — 

Cro. Not my daughter? 

I Oliv. Not your daughter— but a mean 
deceiver— who —support me, I cannot— 

Hon. Help, she’s going ; give her air. 

C7'o. Ay, ay, take the young woman to 
the air; I would not hurt a hair of her 
head, whose ever daughter she may be — 

I not so bad as that neither. 

I \Exetmt all but Croaker, 

i Cro. Yes, yes, all’s out ; I now see the 
whole affair ; my son is either married, or 
I going to be so, to this lady, whom he 
I imposed upon me as his sister. Ay, cer- 
j tainly so ; and yet I don’t find it afflicts 
I me so much as one might think. There’s 
the advantage of fretting away our misfor- 
tunes beforehand; we never feel them 
when they come, 

Enteryi\%'s Richland and SirWilliam. 

Sb^Wil. But how do you know, madam, 
that my nephew intends setting off from 
this place? 

Miss Rich. My maid assured me he 
w^ come to this inn ; and my own know- 
ledge of his intending to leave the king- 
dom, suggested the rest But what do I 
see! my guardian here before us! Who, 
my dear sir, could have expected meeting 
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you here? to what accident do we owe 
this pleasure ? 

Cro. To a fool, I believe. 

Miss Rich. But to what purpose did 
you come ? 

Cro. To play the fool. 

Miss Rich. But with whom ? 

Cro. With greater fools than myself. 

Miss Rich. Explain. 

Cro. Why, Ml*. Honeywood brought 
me here, to do iiothing now I am here ; 
and my son is going to be married to I 
don’t Icnow who, that is here: so now 
you are as wise as I am. 

Miss Rich. Married ! to whom, sir? 

Cro. To Olivia, my daughter, as I took 
her to be ; l:)ut who the devil she is, or 
whose daughter she is, I know no more 
than the man in tlie moon. 

Sir Wil. Then, sir, I can inform you; 
and, though a stranger, yet you shall find 
me a friend to your family. It will be 
enough at present to assure you, that 
both in point of birth and fortune, the 
young lady is at least your son’s equal. 
Being left by her father, Sir James Wood- 
ville- 

Cro. Sir James Woodville! What, of 
the west ? 

Sir JVil. Being left by him, I say, to 
the care of a mercenary wretch, whose 
only aim was to secure her fortune to him- 
self, she was sent to France, under pre- 
tence of education; and there every art 
was tried to fix her for life in a convent, 
contrary to her inclinations. Of this I 
was informed upon my arrival at Paris; 
and, as I had been once her father’s friend, 
I did all in my power to fmstrate her 
guardian’s base intentions. I had even 
meditated to rescue her from his authority, 
when your son stept in with more pleasing 
violence, gave her liberty, and you a 
daughter. 

Cro. But I intend to have a daughter 
of my own choosing, sir. A young lady, 
sir, whose fortune, by my interest with 
those who have interest, will be double 
what my son has a right to expect. Do 
you know Mr. Lofty, sir? 

Sir Wil, Y es, sir ; and know that you 
are deceived in him. But step this way, 
and I’ll convince you. 

[Croaker Sir William seem to confer. 


Honeywood. 

Hon. Obstinate man, still to persist in his 
outrage ! insulted by him, despised by all, 
I how begin to grow contemptible, even 
to myself How have I sunk by too great 
an assiduity to please ! How have I over- 
taxed all my abilities, lest the approbation 
of a single fool should escape me ! But 
ail is now over ; I have survived my re- 
putation, my fortune, my friendships, and 
nothing remains henceforward for me but 
solitude and repentance. 

Miss Rich. Is it true, Mr. Hone3rwood, 
that you are setting off, without taking 
leave of your friends ? The report is, that 
you are quitting England. Can it be? 

Hon. Yes, madam ; and though I am 
so unhappy as to have fallen under your 
displeasure, yet, thank Heaven, I leave 
you to happiness ; to one who loves you, 
and deserves your love ; to one who has 
power to procure you affluence, and gene- 
rosity to improve your enjoyment of it. 

Miss Rich. And are you sure, six*, that 
the gentleman, you mean is what you 
describe him? 

Hon. I have the best assurances of it — 
his serving me. He does indeed deserve 
the highest happiness, and that is in your 
power to confer. As for me, weak and 
wavering as I have been, obliged by all, 
and incapable of serving any, what happi- 
ness can I find but in solitude? What 
hope, but in being forgotten ? 

Miss Rich. A thousand ! to live among 
friends that esteem you, whose happiness 
it will be to be permitted to oblige you. 

I Hon. No, madam, my resolution is 
i fixed. Inferiority among strangers is easy ; 
but among those that once were equals, 
insupportable. Nay, to show you how 
far my resolution can go, I can now speak 
with calmness of my former follies, my 
vanity, my dissipation, my weakness. I 
will even confess, that, among the number 
of my other presumptions, I had the in- 
solence to think of loving you. Yes, 
madam, while I was pleading the passion 
of another, my heart was tortured with its 
own. But it is over ; it was unworthy our 
friendship, and let it be forgotten. 

Miss Rich. You amaze me ! 

Hon, But you’ll forgive it, I know you 
will ; since the confession should not have 
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come from me even now, ]>ut to convince 
you of the sincerity of my intention of— 
never mentioning it more. [Going, 

Miss Rich, Stay, sir, one moment — 
Ha l he here— 

■ : Enter Lofty. 

Is the coast clear? None but 
friends. I have followed you here with a 
trifling piece of intelligence; but it goes 
no farther ; things are not yet ripe for a 
discovery. I have spirits working at a 
certain board ; your affair at theTreasiuy 
will be done in less than — a thousand 
years. Mum I 

Miss Rich. Sooner, sir, I should hope. 

Lof. Why, yes, I believe it may, if it 
falls into proper hands, that know where 
to push and where to parry ; that know 
how the land lies — eh, Honeywood I 

Miss Rich. It has fallen into yours. 

Lof. Well, to keep you no longer in 
suspense, your thing is done. It is done, 

I say —that’s all. I have just had assiu- 
ances from Lord Neverout, that the claim 
has been examined, and found admissible. 
Quietus is the word, madam. 

ffon. But how ? his lordship has been 
at Newmarket these ten days. 

Lof. Indeed ! Then Sir Gilbert Goose 
must have been most damnably mistaken. 

I had it of him. 

Miss Rich. He ! why Sir Gilbert and his 
family have been in the country this month. 

Lof This month ! it must certainly be 
so — Sir Gilbert’s letter did come to me 
from Newmarket, so that he must have 
met his lordship there; and so it came 
about. I have his letter about me ; I’ll 
read it to you. [Taking out a large 
bundle. ) That’s from Paoli of Corsica ; 
that from the Marquis of Squilachi. — 
Have you a mind to see a letter from 
Count Poniatowski, now King of Poland ? 
— Honest Pon — [Searching f Oh, sir, 
what, are you here, too ? I’ll tell you 
what, honest friend, if you have not ab- 
solutely delivered my letter to Sir Wdlliam 
Ploneywoqd, you may return it. The 
thing will do without him. 

Sir VVil. Sir, I have delivered it ; and 
must inform you, it was received with the 
most mortifying contempt. 

Cro. Contempt I Mr. Lofty, what can 
that mean ? 


Lof. Let him go' on, let him go on, I 
say. You’ll find it came to something 
presently. 

Sir UGL Yes, sir ; I believe you’ll be 
amazed, if after waiting some time in 
the ante-chamber, after being surveyed 
with insolent curiosity by the passing- 
servants, I was at last assured, that SiV 
Whlliam Honeywood knew no such per- 
son, and I must certainly have been im- 
posed upon. 

Lof Good ! let me die ; veiw good, 
Ha ! ha ! ha! 

Ci'o. Now, for my life I can’t find out 
half the goodness of it. 

Lof. You can’t. Ha ! ha ! 

Cr<?. No, for the soul of me ! I think 
it was as confounded a bad answer as ever 
was sent from one private gentleman to 
another. 

Lof And so you can’t And out the 
force of the message? Why, I was in 
the house at that very time* Ha! ha! 
It was I that sent that very answer to my 
own letter. Ha ! ha 1 

Cro. Indeed! How? why? 

Lof In one word, things between Sir 
William and me must be behind the 
curtain. A party has many eyes. Pie 
sides with Lord Buzzard, I side with Sir 
Gilbert Goose. So that unriddles the 
mystery. 

Cro. And so it does, indeed ; and all 
my suspicions are over. 

Lof Your suspicions ! What, then, you 
have been suspecting, you have been sus- 
pecting, have you? Mr. Croaker, you 
and I were friends; we arc friends no 
longer. Never talk to me. It’s over; I 
say, it’s over. 

Cro. As I hope for your favour I did 
not mean to offend. It escaped me. 
Don’t be discomposed. 

Lof. Zounds! sir, but I am discom- 
posed, and will be discomposed. To be 
treated thus! Who am 1? Was it for 
this I have been dreaded both by ins 
and outs ? Have I been libelled in the 
Gazetteer., and praised in the St. james'^s ? 
Have I been chaired at Wildman’s, and 
a speaker at Merchant Tailors’ Hall? 
Have I had my hand to addresses, and 
my head in the print-shops; and talk to 
me of suspects ? 
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Cro. My dear sir, be pacified. What 
can you have but asking pardon? 

Zo/. Sir, I will not be pacified— Sus- 
pects! Who am I? To be used thus! 
Have I paid court to men in favour 
to serve my friends ; the Lords of the 
Treasury, Sir William Honey wood, and 
the rest of the gang, and talk to me of 
suspects? WTo am I, I say ; who am I? 

Sir IVil, Since, sir, you are so pressing 
for an answer, ril tell you who you are, 
A gentleman, as well acquainted with 
politics as with men in power; as well 
acquainted with persons of fashion as 
with modesty ; with Lords of the Treasury 
as with truth; and with all, as you are 
with Sir William Honeywood. I am Sir 
William Honeywood. 

[Discovermg fits ensigns of ike Bath. 

Cro. Sir William Honeywood! 

Hon. Astonishment ! my uncle! [Aside. 

Lof. So then, my confounded genius 
has been all this time only leading me up 
to the garret, in order to fling me out of 
the window. 

Cro. What, Mr, Importance, and are 
these your works ? Suspect you! You, 
who have been dreaded by the ins and 
outs; you, who have had your hand to 
addresses, and your head stuck up iu 
print-shops. If you were served right, 
you should have your head stuck up in a 
pillory. 

Lof. Ay, stick it wdiere you will ; for, 
by the Lord, it cuts but a very poor 
figure where it sticks at present. 

Sir Wil. Well, Mr. Croaker, I hope 
you now see how incapable this gentleman 
is of serving you, and how little Miss 
Richland has to expect from his influence, 

Cro. Ay, sh*, too well I see.it; and I 
can’t but say I have had some boding of 
it these ten days. .So, I’m resolved, since 
my son has placed his affections on a lady 
of moderate fortune, to be satisfied with his 
choice, and not run the hazard of another 
Mr. Lofty in helping him to a better. 

Sir Wil. I approve your resolution ; 
and here they come to receive a confirma- 
tion of your pardon and consent 

Enter Mrs. Croaker, Jarvis, Leon- 
TiNE, and Olivia. 

Mrs, Cro. Where’s my husband? 


Come, come, lovey, you must forgive 
I them. Jarvis here has been to teirme 
the whole affair ; and I say, you must 
, forgive them. Our own was a stolen 
I match, you know, my dear ; and we 
' never had any reason to repent of it 

Cro. I wish we could both say so. 
However, this gentleman, Sir William 
Honeywood, has been beforehand witli 
you in obtaining their pardon. So, if 
the tw'O poor fools have a mind to marry, 
I think we can tack them together with- 
out crossing the Tweed for it. 

[Joining their hands. 

Leon. How blest and unexpected ! 
What, what can we say to such goodness? 
But our future obedience shall be the 
best reply. And as for this gentleman, 
to whom we owe — 

Sir Wil Excuse me, sir, if I interrupt 
your thanks, as I have here an interest 
: that calls me. ( Turning to HoneYWOOD.) 
i Yes, sir, you are surprised to see me; 

, and I own that a desire of correcting 
i your follies led me hither. I saw with 
' indignation the errors of a mind that only 
I sought applause from others ; that easiness 
I of disposition, which, though inclined to 
; the right, had not courage to condemn 
I the wrong. I saw with regret those 
I splendid errors, that still took name from 
' some neighbouring duty; your charity, 

I that was but injustice ; your benevolence, 

I that was but weakness ; and your friend- 
ship, but credulity. I saw with regret 
i great talents and extensive learning only 
employed to add sprightliness to error, 
and increase your perplexities. I saw 
‘ your ‘mind with a thousand natural charms ; 

: but the greatness of its beauty served 
only^ to heighten my pity for its prosti- 
I tution. 

! Hon. Cease to upbraid me, sir : I 
I have for some time but too strongly felt 
j the justice of your reproaches. But 
there is one way still left me. Yes, sir, 

; I have determined this very hour to quit 
I for ever a place where I have made my- 
I self the voluntary slave of all, and to 
I seek among strangers that fortitude which 
; give strength to the mind, and mar- 
shal all its dissipated virtues. Yet ere I 
depart, permit me to solicit favour for 
j this gentleman ; w*ho, notwithstanding 
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’ what has happened, has laid me under the 
1 most signal obligations. Mr. Lofty-— 

I Lof, Mr. Honey wood, I’m resolved 
upon a reformation as well as you. I 
I now begin to find that the man who first 

I' invented the art of speahing truth, was a 

I much cimiiinger 'fellow than I thought 

|i him. And to prove that I design to 

[ speak truth for the future, I must now 

s assure you, that you owe your late en- 

I largement to another ; as, upon my soul, 

I I had no hand in the matter. So now, 

I if any of the company has a mind for 

I preferment, he may take my place, Fm 

J, determined to resign. [A'a*//. 

f How have I been deceived ! 

I Sir iVu, No, sir, you have been 
I obliged to a kinder, fairer friend, for that 

I favour. To Miss Richland. Would she 

• complete our joy, and make the man she 

; has honoured by her friendship happy in 

her love, I shall then forget all, and be 
I as blest as the welfare of my dearest 
kinsman can make me. 

I Miss Rich, After what is past it would 
I be but affectation to pretend to indiffer- 

i 


642.; 

ence. Yes, I will own an attachment, 
which I find was more than friendship. 
And if 'my entreaties cannot alter his 
resolution to quit the country, I will even 
try if my hand has not power to detain 
him. \Gimng her hand. 

Hon. Heavens 1 how can I have 
deseiwed all this? How express iny 
happiness, my gratitude? A moment 
like this overpays an age of apprehension. 

Cro. Well, now I see content in every 
face ; but Heaven send we be all better 
this day three months ! 

Sir WiL Henceforth, nephew, learn 
to respect yourself. He who seeks only 
for applause from without, has all his 
happiness in another’s keeping. 

Hon. Yes, sir, I now too plainly per- 
ceive my errors ; my vanity, in attempting 
to please all by fearing to offend any ; my 
meanness, in approving folly lest fools 
should disapprove. Henceforth, there- 
fore, it shall be my study to reserve my 
pity for real distress ; my friendship for 
true merit ; and my love for her, who 
first taught me what it is to be happy, 
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EPILOGUE.^ 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLEY. 

As puffing quacks some caitiff wretch procure 
To swear the pill, or drop, has wrought a cure ; 

Thus, on the stage, our playwrights .still depend 
For Epilogues and Prologues on some friend, 

Who knows each art of coaxing up the town, 

And make full many a bitter pill go down. 

Conscious of this, our bard has gone about, 

And teased each rhyming friend to help him out. 

An Epilogue, things can’t go on without it ; 

It could not fail, would you but set about it. 

Young man, cries one (a bard laid up in clover), 

Alas ! young man, my writing days are over ; 

Let boys play tricks, and kick the straw, not I ; 

Your brother doctor there, perhaps, may try. 

What I ! dear sir, the doctor intei*poses ; 

What, plant my thistle, sir, among his roses ! 

^ The author, in expectation of an Epilogue from a friend at Oxford, deferred writing one himself 
till the veiy last hour. What is here offered, owes all its success to the graceful manner of the 
actiess who spoke it. — Goldsmith. 
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No, no, I’ve other contests to maintain ; i 

To-night I head our troops at Warwick-lane. _ j 

Go ask your manager — Who, me ! Your pardon; ^ 

Those things are not our forte at Covent -garden. | 

Our author’s friends, thus placed at happy distance, ^ 

Give him good words indeed, but no assistance. 

As some unhappy wight at some new play, | 

At the pit door stands elbowing away ; ^ j 

While oft, with many a smile, and many a shrug, ; 

He eyes the centre, where his friends sit snug ; 

His simpering friends, with pleasure in their eyes, 

Sink as he sinks, and as he rises rise : 

He nods, they nod ; he cringes, they grimace ; 

But not a soul will budge to give him place. 

Since then, unhelped, our bard must now conform 
To ’bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

Blame where you must, be candid where you can, 

And be each critic the Good-natured iWau, 


FNP OF THE GOOD-NATURED MAR 




SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER; 

''OR, 

THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 


A COMEDY. 


1 71? SAMUEL JOHNSON, ^ ^ 

Dear Sir, — By inscribing this slight performance to you, I do not mean so much 
to compliment you as myself. It may do me some honour to inform the public, that 
I have lived many years in intimacy with you. It may serve the interests of mankind 
also to inform them, that the greatest wit maybe found in a character, without 
impairing the most unaffected piety. 

I I have, particularly, reason to thank you for your partiality to this performance, 

t The undertaking a comedy not merely sentimental was very dangerous ; and Mr. 
Colman, who saw this piece in its various stages, always thought it so. However, 
I ventured to trust it to the public; and, though it was necessarily delayed till late 
• in the season, 1 have every reason to be grateful. 

I I am, dear Sir, your most sincere friend and admirer, 

Oliver Goldsmith. 

PROLOGUE, 

BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 

Enter Mr. Woodward, in blacky and holding a handkerchief io his eyes. 

Excuse me, sirs, I pray — I caif t yet speak— 

I’m crying now — and have been all the week. 

“’Tis not alone this mourning suit,” good masters: 

“ I’ve that within ” — for which there are no plasters ! 

Pray, would you know the reason why I ’m crying? 

The Comic Muse, long sick, is now a-dying ! 

And if she goes, my tears will never stop ; 

Pdi' as a player, I can’t scpieeze out one drop : 

I am undone, that ’s all— shall lose my bread— 

I ’cl rather, but that ’s nothing — lose my head. 

When the sweet maid is laid upon the bier, 

Bhuter and I shall be chief mourners here. 

To her a mawkish drab of spurious breed, 

Who deals in sentimentals, will succeed I 
Poor Ned and I are dead to all intents ; 

We can as soon speak Greek as sentiments I 
Both nervous grown, to keep our spirits up. 

We now and then take down a hearty cup. 
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What shall we do ? If Comedy forsake us, 

They’ll turn us out, and no one else will take us. 

But why can’t I be moral?— Let me tiy— 

My heart thus pressing — fixed my face and eye— 
With a sententious look, that nothing means, 

(Faces are blocks in sentimental scenes) ■ 

Thus I begin ; “ All is not gold that glitters, 

“ Pleasure seems sweet, but proves a glass of bitters, 
“ When Ignorance enters, Folly is at hand : 

Learning is better far than house and land. 

“ Let not your virtue trip ; who trips may stumble, 

“ And virtue is not virtue, if she tumble.” 


I give it up— morals woii!t do for me ; 

To make you laugh, I must play tragedy. ^ 

One hope remains — hearing the maid was ill, 

A Doctor comes this night to show his skill. 

To cheer her heart, and give your muscles motion, 
He, in Five Draughts prepar’d, presents a potion : 
A kind of magic charm— for be assur’d, 

If you will swalio\v it, the maid is cur’d : 

But desperate the Doctiffi^.and her case is, 

If you reject the dose, ah%nake wry faces ! 

This truth he boasts, will bqgst it while he lives, 
No poisonous drugs are mixed in what he gives. 
Should he succeed, you ’ll give him Iris degree ; 

If not, within he will receive no fee ! 

The College jiw/, must his pretensions back, 
Ih'onounce him Regular, or dub him Quack. 


DRAMATIS personal:. 

WOMEN. 

Mr. Gardner, Mrs. Hardcastic .... Mrs. Green. 

Mr. Lee Lewe.s, Miss Hardcastic .... Mrs. Bi'lklev. 

R'fr. Shuter. Miss Neville Mr.s. Kniveton. 

Mr. Dubellamy. Maid . Miss Williams. 

Mr. Quick. 

Mr. Saunders. LnwUord, Servants, <5-v. &f>c. 


ACT THE FIRST. ‘ . 

Scene — A Chamber in an old-fashioned 
House. 

Enter Mrs, Hardcastle and Mr. 
Hardcastle. 

■ Mrs. Hard, I vow, Mr. Hardcastle, 
you’ re very particular. Is there a creature 
in the whole country but ourselves, that 
does not take a trip to town now and then, 
to mb' off the rust a little? There’s the 
two Miss Hoggs, and our neighbour Mrs. 
Grigsby, go to take a month’s polishing 
every winter. 


Hard. Ay, and bring back vanity and 
affectation to last them the whole yeai". I 
wonder why London cannot keep its own 
fools at home ! In my time, the follies of 
the town crept slowdy among us, but now 
they travel faster than a stage-coach. Its 
fopperies come down not only as inside 
passengers, but in the very basket. 

Mrs. Hard, Ay, your timesNvere fine 
times indeed ; you liave been telling us of 
them for many a long year. Flere we live 
in an old nmibling mansion, that looks for 
all the world like an inn, but that we 
never see company. Our best visitors 
are old Mrs. Oddfish, the curate’s wife, 
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and little Cripplcgate, the lame dancing- 
master ; and all our entertainment your 
old stories of Prince Eugene and the Duke 
of Marlborough. I hate such old-fashioned 
trumpery. 

Hard. And I love it. I love everything 
that’s old : old friends, old times, old 
manners, old books, old wine; and I 
believe, Dorothy {taking herhand)^ you’ll 
own I have been pretty fond of an old 
wife. 

Mrs. Hard. Lord, Mr. Plardcastle, 
you’re for ever at your Dorothys and your 
old wifes. You may be a Darby, but I’ll 
be no Joan, I promise you. I’m not so 
old as you’d make me, by more than one 
good year. Add twenty to twenty, and 
make money of that. | 

Hard. Let me see; twenty added to 
twenty makes just fifty and seven. 

Mrs. HQ.rd. It’s false, Mr. Ilardcastle ; 

I was but twenty when I was brought to 
bed of Tony, that I had by Mr. Lumpkin, 
my first husband ; and he’s not come to 
years of discretion yet. 

Hard. Nor ever will, I dare answer for 
him. Ay, you have taught him finely. 

Mrs, Hard. No matter. Tony Lump- 
kin has a good fortune. My son is not 
to live by his learning, I don’t think a 
boy wants much learning to spend fifteen 
hundred a year. 

Hard. Learning, quotha ! a mere com- 
position of tricks and mischief. 

Mrs. Hard. Hitmour, my dear; no- 
thing but humour. Come, Mr. Ilardcastle, 
you must allow the boy a little humour. 

Hard. I’d sooner allow him a horse- | 
pond. If burning the footmen’s shoes, 
frightening the maids, and worrying the 
kittens be humour, he has it. It was but 
yesterday he fastened my wig to the back 
of my chaii', and when I went to make 
a bow, I popt my bald head in Mrs. 
Frizzle’s face. 

Mrs. Hard. And am I to blame? The 
poor boy was always too sickly to do any 
good. A school would be his death. 
When he comes to be a little stronger, 
who knows what a year or two’s Latin 
may do for him ? 

Hard. Latin for him! A cat and 
fiddle. No, no ; the alehouse and the 
stable are the only schools he’ll ever go to. 


Mrs. Hard. Well, we must not snub 
the poor boy now, for I believe we shan’t 
have him long among us. Anybody that 
looks in his face may see he’s consumptive. 

Hard. Ay, if growing too fat be one of 
the symptoms. 

Mrs, Hard. He coughs sometimes. 
Hard. Yes, when his liquor goes the 
wrong way. 

Mrs. Hard. I’m actually afraid of his 
lungs. 

Hard. And truly so am I ; for he some- 
times whoops like a speaking trumpet — 

{ Tony hallooingbehind thcsccnes') — O, there 
he goes— -a very consumptive figure, truly. 

Enter Tony, crossing the stage. 

Mrs. Hard. Tony, where are you going, 
my charmer? Won’t you give papa and 
I a little of your company, lovee? 

7'ony. I’m in haste, mother ; I cannot 
stay. 

Mrs. Hard. You shan’t venture out 
this raw evening, my dear; you look 
most shockingly. 

Tony. I can’t stay, I tell you. The 
Three Pigeons expects me down every 
moment. There’s some fun going forward. 

Hard. Ay ; the alehouse, the old place : 

I thought so. 

Mrs. Hard. Alow, paltry set of fell ow.s. 
Tony. Not so low, neither. There’s 
Dick Muggins the exciseman, Jack Slang 
the horse doctor, little Aminadab that 
grinds the music box, and Tom Twist 
that spins the pewter platter. 

Mrs. Hard. Pray, my dear, disappoint 
them for one night at least. 

Tony. As for disappointing * them, I 
should not so much mind; but I can’t 
abide to disappoint myself. 

Mrs. Hard, [detaining hm.) You shan't 
go. 

Tony. I will, I tell you. 

Mrs. Hard. I say you shan’t. 

Tony. We’ll see which is strongest, you 
or 1. [Exit, hauling her out. 

Hard, (solus.) Ay, there goes a pair that 
only spoil each other. But is not the 
whole age in a combination to drive sense 
and discretion out of doors? There’s my 
I f>retty darling Kate ! the fashions of the 
j times have almost infected her too. By 
I living a year or two in town, she is as 
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fond of gauze and French frippery as the j 
best of them. j 

Hard. Blessings on my pretty inno- 
cence I drest out* as usual, my Kate. 
Goodness ! What a cpiantity of superfluous 
silk hast thou got about thee, girl ! I could 
never teach the fools of this age, that the 
indigent world could be clothed out of the 
trimmings of the vain. 

Miss hard. You know our agreement, 
sir, Y oil allow me the morning to receive 
and pay visits, and to dress in my own 
manner ; and in the evening I put on my 
housewife’s dross to please you. 

Hard. Well, remember, I insist on the 
terms of our agreement ; and, by the by, 

I believe I shall have occasion to try your 
obedience this very evening. 

Miss Hard, I protest, sir, I don’t com- 
prehend your meaning. 

Hard. Then to be plain with 5 ^ 11 , Kate, 

I. expect the young gentleman I have 
chosen to be your husband from town this 
very day. I have his father’s letter, in 
which he informs me his son is set out, 
and that he intends to follow himself 
shortly after. 

Miss Hard. Indeed! I wish I had 
known something of this before. Bless 
me, how shall I behave? It’s a thousand 
to one I shan’t like him; our meeting 
will be so formal, and so like a thing of 
l)usiness, that I shall find no room for 
friendship or esteem. 

Hard. Depend upon it, child, I’ll never 
control your choice; but Mr. Marlow, 
whom I have pitched upon, is the son of 
my old friend, Sir Charles Marlow, of 
whom you have heard me talk so often. 
The young gentleman has been bred a 
scholar, and is designed for an employ- 
ment in the service of his country. 1 am 
told he’s a man of aii excellent under- 
standing. 

Miss Hard. Is he? 

Ham. Very generous. 

«. Miss Hard. I believe I shall like him. 

Hit‘d. Young and brave. 

Miss Hard. I’m sure I shall like him. . 

Ha7'd. And very handsome. 

Afiss Hard. My dear papa, sayno more, 
(kissing his hana\ he’s mine; I’ll have him. 


Hard. And, to crown all, Kate, he’s 
one of the most bashful and reserved young 
fellows in all the world. 

Afiss Hard. Eh ! you have frozen me 
to death again. That w'ord has 

imdone'all the rest of his accomplishments, 
A reserved lover, it is said, ahvays makes 
a suspicious husband. 

Hard. On the contrary, modesty seldom 
I resides in a breast that is not enriched 
I with nobler virtues. It was the very fea- 
i ture in his character that first struck me. 

I Afiss Hard. He must have more strik- 
; ing features to catch me, I promise you. 
However, if he be so young, so handsome, 
and so everything as you mention, I be- 
lieve he’ll do still. I think I’ll have liim. 

Hard, ■ Ay, Kate, but there is still an 
i obstacle. It’s more than an even uaiger 
i he may not have you. 
j Afiss Hard. My dear papa, why will 
I you mortify one so ? Well, if he refuses, 

I instead of breaking my heart at his indif- 
! fercncc, I’ll only break my glass for its 
i flattery, set my cap to some newer 
: fashion, and look out for some less diffi- 
; cult admirer. 

I Hard. Bravely resolved ! In the mean 
I time I’ll go prepare the servants for his 
I reception: as we seldom see company, 

I they want as much training as a company 
i of recruits the first day’s muster. [Exit. 

I Afiss Hard. {Alone). Lud, this news of 
papa’s puts me all in a flutter. Young, 

I handsome: these he put last; Imt I put 
j them foremost. vSensible, good-iialurcd ; 

I I like all that. But then reserved and 
i sheepish ; that’s much against him. Yet 
j can’t he be cured of his timidity, by being 
taught to be proud of his wife? Yes, and 
I can’t I — But I vow I’m disposing of the 
1 husband before I have secured the lover. 

ErJer Miss N KV i lle. 

Afiss Hard. I’m glad you’re come, 
Neville, my dear. Tell me, Constance, 
how do I look this evening? Is there 
anything whimsical about me ? Is it one 
of my well-looking days, child ? Am I in 
face to-day ? 

Afiss Ahv. Perfectly, my dear. Yet now 
I look again — bless me ! — sure no acci- 
dent has happened among the canary 
birds or the gold fishes. Has your 
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brother or the cat been meddling ? or has 
the last novel been too moving ? 

No ; nothing of all this. 

I have been threatened"--! can scarce get 
it out— I have been threatened, with a 
lover. 

Miss jViv, And his name — 

Miss Hard, Is Marlow. 

Miss Mev, Indeed ! 

Miss Hard, The son of Sir Charles 
Marlow. 

Miss N'ev. As I live, the most intimate 
friend of Mr. Hastings, my admirer. They | 
are never asunder. I believe you must 
have seen him when we lived in town. 

Miss Hard, Never. 

Miss Hev, He’s a very singular charac- 
ter, I assure you. Among women of repu- 
tation and virtue he is the modestest man 
alive; but his acquaintance give him a 
very different character among creatures 
of another stamp ; you understand me. 

Miss Hard, An odd character indeed. 

I shall never be able to manage him. 
What shall I do? Pshaw, think no more 
of him, but trust to occurrences for success. 
But how goes on your own affair, my 
dear? has my mother been courting you 
for my brother Tony as usual ? 

Miss Nez\ I have just come from one 
of our agreeable ti’te-dHtes. She has 
been saying a hundred tender things, and 
setting off lier pretty monster as the very 
pink of perfection. 

Miss Hard. And her partiality is such, 
that she actually thinks him so. A fortune 
like yours is no small temptation. Be- 
sides, as she has the sole management of 
it, I’m not surprised to see her unwillmg 
to let it go out of the family. 

Miss N'ev, A fortune like mine, which j 
chiefly consists in jewels, is no such 
mighty temptation. But at any rate, if 
my dear Hastings be but constant, I make 
no doubt to be too hard for her at last 
However, I let her suppose that I am in 
love with her son ; and she never once 
dreams that my affections are fixed upon 
another. 

Miss Hard, hly good brother holds 
out stoutly. I could almost love him for 
hating you so. 

Miss Nev, It is a good-natured creature 
at bottom, and I’m sure wmuld wish to 


see me married to anybody but himself. 
But my aunt’s bell rings for our after- 
noon’s walk ' round the improvements. 
Allans I Courage is necessary, as our 
affairs are critical. 

Miss Hard. “* Would it were bed-time, 
and all rvere well.” \Excuni. 

Scene — A nA lehouse Room, Several shabby 
Felknvs with pnneh and tobacco. TONY 
at the head of the table, a. little higher than 
the rest, a mallet in his hand, 

Omnes. Hurrea ! hurrea ! hurrea I 
bravo ! 

First Fel. Now, gentlemen, silence for 
a song. The ’squire is going to knock 
himself down for a song. 

Omnes. Ay, a song, a song I 
Tony. Then I’ll sing you, gentlemen, a 
song I made upon this alehouse, the 
Three Pigeons. 

SONG. 

Let syhoolnmsters puzzle their brain 
With grammar, and nonsense, and learning, 
Good liquor, 1 .stoutly maintain, 

Give.s^z’w/rj a better discerning. 

Let them brag of their heathenish gods,^ 

'rheir Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians, 
Their Qtiis, and their Quais, and their Quods, 
They’re all but a parcel of Pigeons. 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroIL 

When methodist preachers come down, 
A-preaching that drinking is sinful, 

I’ll wager the rascals a crown. 

They always preach best with a skinful. 

But when you come down with your pence, 

F or a slice of their scurvy religion, 

I’ll leave it to all men of sense, 

But you, my good friend, are the Pigeon. 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll, 

Then come, put the jorum about, 

And let us be merry and clever, 

Out hearts and our liquors arc stout, 

Here’s the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 

Let some cry up woodcock or har«‘, [geons; 

Your bustards, your clucks, and your wid- 
But of all the\^z?v birds in the air, 

Here’s a healtfi to the Three Jolly Pigeon.s, 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 

Omnes. Bravo, l:>ravo ! 

First Fel, The ’squire has got spunk in; 
him. 

Second Fel, I loves to hear him singj 
bekeays he never gives us nothing that’s 
low. 

V Third FeL O damn anything that’s 
low, 1 cannot bear it. 

Fourth Fel. The genteel thing is the 
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genteel tiling any time : if so be that 
a gentleman bees in a concatenation 
accordingly. 

Third Fel l likes the maxuni of it, 
Master Muggins. What, though I am 
obligated to dance a bear, a man may be 
a gentleman for all that. May this be my 
poison, if my bear ever dances but to the 
very genteelest of tunes ; “ Water Parted,” 
or “ The minuet in Ariadne.” 

Second Fcl. What a pity it is the 'squire 
is not come to his own. It would be well 
for all the publicans within ten miles round 
of him. 

Tony.. Ecod, and so it would, Master 
S lang. I ’d then show what it was to keep 
choice of company. 

Second Fd. O lie takes after his own 
father for that. To be sure old ’Squire 
Lumpkin was the finest gentleman I ever 
set my eyes on. For winding the straight 
horn, or beating a thicket for a hare, or a 
wench, he never had his fellow. It was a 
saying in the place, that he kept the best 
horses, dogs, and girls, in the whole county. 

Tony. Ecod, and when I’m of age. I’ll 
be no bastard, I promise you. I have been 
thinking of Bet Bouncer and the miller’s 
grey mare to begin with. But come, my 
boys, drink about and be merry, for you 
pay no reckoning. W ell, Stingo, what’s 
the matter? 

Enter Landlord. 

Land. There be two gentlemen in a 
post-chaise at the door. They have lost 
their way upo’ the forest; and they are 
talking something about Mr. Hardcastle. 

Tony. As sure a.s can be, one of them 
must be the gentleman that’s coming down 
to court my sister. Do they seem to be 
Londoners? 

Land. I believe they may. They look 
woiindily like Frenchmen. 

Tony. Then desire them to step this 
way, and I’ll set them right in a twinkling. 
i^Exit Landlord.) Gentlemen, as they 
mayn’t be good enough company for you, 
step down for a moment, and I’ll be with 
you in the squeezing of a lemon. 

[Exeunt mob. 

Tony {solus). Father-in-law has been 
calling me whelp and hound this half year. 
Now, if I pleased, I could be so revenged 


upon the old grumbletoiiian. But then 
I’m afraid-afraid of what? I shall soon 
be worth fifteen hundred a yem*, and let 
him frighten me out of* that if he can. 

Enter Landlord, conducting- Marlow 
Hastings. 

Alar. What -a tedious uncomfortable 
day have we had of it ! We were told it 
was but forty miles across the country, and 
we have come above threescore. 

Bast. And all, Marlow, from that unac- 
countable reserve of youns, that would not 
let us inquire more frequently on the way. 

Mar. I own, Hastings, I am unwilling 
to lay myself under an obligation to every 
one I meet, and often stand the chance of 
an unmannerly answer. 

Bast. At present, however, we are not 
likely to receive any answer. 

7lmy. No offence, gentlemen. But I ’m 
told you have been inquiring for one Mr. 
Flarcf castle in these parts. Do you know 
what part of the country you are in ? 

Bast. Not in the least, sir, but should 
thank you for information. 

Tony. Nor the way you came? 

■ Bast. No, sir; but if you can inform 
us 

Tony. Why, gentlemen, if you know 
neither the road you are going, nor where 
you are, nor the road you came, the first 
thing I have to inform you is, that~you 
have lost your way. 

Afar. We wanted no ghost to tell us that. 

Tony. Pray, gentlemen, may I be so 
bold so as to ask the place* from whence 
you came? 

Mar. That’s not necessary towards 
I directing us where we are to go. 

7ony. No offence; but question for 
question is all fair, you know. Pray, gen- 
tlemen, is not this same Hardcastle a cross- 
grained, old-fashioned, wliimiscal fellow, 
with an ugly face, a daughter, and a pretty 
son? 

Bast. We have not seen the gentleman ; 
but he has the family you mention. 

Tony. The daughter, a tall, trapesing, 
trolloping, talkative maypole; the son, a 
pretty, well-bred, agreeable youth, that 
everybody is fond of. 

AFrr. Our information differs in this. 
The daughter is said to be well-bred and 
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beautiful; the son an awkward booby, ; 
reared up and spoiled at liis mother’s 
apron- stiring. 

Tony. Hedie-hem !— Then, gentlemen, 
all I have to tell you is, that you won’t 
reach Mr. Hardcastle’s house this night, 

I believe. 

Unfortunate ! 

It’s a damn’d long, dark, boggy, 
dirty, dangerous way. Stingo, tell the 
gentlemen the \vay to Mr. Hardcastle’s ! 

( Winking upon the Landlord. ) Mr. Hard- 
castle’s, of Quagmire Marsh, you under- 
stand me. 

Land. Master Hardcastle’s I Lock-a- 
daisy, my masters, you’re come a deadly 
deal wrong! When you came to the 
bottom of the hill, you should have 
crossed down Sc|uash Lane. 

Cross down Squash Lane! 

Land. Then you were to keep straight 
forward, till you came to four roads. 

Mar. Come to where four roads meet ? 

Tony. Ay; but you must be sure to 
take only one of them. 

Mar. O, sir, you’re facetious. 

Then keeping to the right, you 
are to go sideways till you come upon 
Crackskull Common : there you must look 
sharp for the track of the wheel, and go 
forward till you come to farmer IMurrain’s 
barn. Coming to the farmer’s barn, you are 
to turn to the right, and then to the left, 
and then to the right about again, till you 
find out the old mill — 

Mar. Zounds, man ! w'e could as soon 
find out the longitude ! 

Hast. What’s to be done, Marlow? 

Mar. This house promises but a poor 
reception; though perhaps the landlord 
can accommodate us. i 

Land. Alack, master, we have but one 
spare bed in the \vhole house. 

Tony. And to my knowledge, that’s 
taken up by three lodgers already. {After 
a pause, in ivhkh the rest seem disconcerted.) 

I have hit it. Don’t you think, .Stingo, our 
landlady could accommodate the gentle- 
men by the fire-side, with three chairs 

and a bolster? 

Hast. I hate sleeqring by the fire-side. 

Afar. And I detest your three chairs 
and a bolster. 

Tony. You do, do you? then, let me. 


see— what if you go on a mile further, to 
the Buck’s Head; the old Buck’s Head on 
the hill, one of the best inns in the wdiole 
county? 

Hast. O ho ! so we have escaped an 
adventure for this night, however. 

Land, {apart to To'^y). Sure, you ben’t 
sending them to your father’s as an inn, ].)e 
you? 

Tony. Mum, you fool you. 'Let them 
find that out. ( To them. ) You have only 
to keep on straight forward, till you come 
to a large old house by the road side. 
You’ll see a pair of large horns over the 
door. That’s the sign. Drive up the 
yard, and call stoutly about you. 

Hast. Sir, we are obliged to yo\j. The 
servants can’t miss the way? 

Tony, No, no ; but I tell you, Ihungl), 
the landlord is rich, and going to leave off 
business ; so he wants to be thought a 
gentleman, saving your presence, he ! he ! 
he ! He’ll be for giving you his company ; 
and, ecod, if you mind him, he’ll persuade 
you that his mother was an alderman, and 
his aunt a justice of peace. 

Land. A troublesome old blade, to V)e 
sure ; but a keeps as good wines and beds 
as any in the whole country. 

Mar. Well, if he supplies us with these, 
we shall want no farther connection. We 
are to turn to the right, did you say? 

Tony. No, no; straight forward. I'll 
just step myself, and show you a piece of 
the way. ( To the Landlord. ) hlmn ! 

Land, Ah, bless your heart, for a sweet, 
pleasant— damn’d mischievous son of a 
whore. {Exeunt. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

Scene — Jin old fash toned House. 

Enter Hardgastle, folloioed by three or 
four awlrward Servants. 

Hard. Well, I hope you are perfect in 
the table exercise I have been teaching 
you these three days. You all know your 
posts and your places, and can show that 
you have been used to good company, 
without ever stirring from home. 

Omnes. Ay, ay. 

Hard. When company comes you are 
not to pop out and stare, and then run in 
, again, like frighted rabbits in a waiTcn. 
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Omiics. No, no. 

Hard. You, Diggory, whom I have 
taken from the barn, are to make a show 
at the side-table ; and you, Roger, whom 
I have advanced from the plough, are to 
place yourself behind my chair. But 
you’re not to stand so, with your hands in 
your pockets. Take your hands from your 
pockets, Roger; and from your head, you 
blockhead you. See how Biggory carries 
his hands. They’re a little too stiff, in- 
deed, but that’s no great matter. 

Dig. Ay, mind how I hold them. I 
learned to hold my hands this way when 
I was upon drill for the militia. And so 
being upon drill 

Nani. You must not be so talkative, 
Diggory. You must be all attention to 
the guests. You must hear us talk, and 
not think of talking ; you must see us 
drink, and not think of drinking; you 
must see us eat, and not think of eating. 

Dig. By tire laws, your worship, that’s 
parfectly impossible. Whenever Diggory 
sees yeating going forward, ecod, he’s 
always wishing for a mouthful himself. 

Hard. Blockhead ! Is not a belly-full 
in the kitchen as good as a belly-full in 
the parlour? Stay your stomach with 
that reflection. 

Dig. Ecod, I thank your worship, I’ll 
make a shift to stay my stomach with a 
slice of cold beef in the pantry. 

Hard. Diggory, you are too talkative. 
— Then, if I happen to say a good thing, 
or tell a good story at table, you must not 
all burst out a-Iaughi ng, as if you made 
part of the company. 

Dig. Then ecod your worship must 
not tell the story of Ould Grouse in the 
gun-room: I can’t help laughing at that 
— ^lic ! hel he ! — for the soul of me. We 
have laughed at that these twenty years 
— ha! ha! ha! 

Hard. Ila! ha! ha! The story is a 
good one. Well, honest Diggory, you 
may laugh at that — but still remember to 
be attentive. Suppose one of the company 
should call for a glass ot wine, how will 
you behave? A glass of wine, sir, if you 
please {to Diggory). — Eh, why don’t 
you move? 

Dig. Ecod, your worship, I never have 
courage till I see the eatables and drink- 


ables brought upo’ the table, and then I’m 
as bauld as a lion. 

What, will nobody move? 

First Serv. I’m not to leave this pleace. 

Second Serv. I’m sure it’s no pleace of 
mine. 

Third Sew. Nor mine, for sartain. 

Dig. Wauns, and I’m sure it canna be 
mine. 

Hard. You numskulls! and so while, 
like your betters, you are quarrelling for 
places, the guests must be starved. O 
you dunces ! I find I must begin all over 

again But don’t I hear a coach drive 

into the yard ? To your posts, you block- 
heads. I’ll go in the mean time and give 
my old friend’s son a hearty reception at 
the gate. \Exit Hardcastle. 

Dig. By the elevens, my pleace is gone 
quite out of my head. 

Rog. I know that my pleace is to be 
everywhere. 

First Serv. Where the devil is mine ? 

Second Sew. hly pleace is to be nowhere 
i at all ; and so I’ze go about my business. 

\_Excunt vServants, rnmting about as if 
frighted^ different imys. 

Enter Servant with candles, showing 
in Marlow and Hastings. 

Serv. Welcome, gentlemen, very wel- 
come! This way. 

Hast. After the disappointments of the 
day, welcome once more, Charles, to the 
comforts of a clean room and a good fire. 
Upon my word, a very well-looking house ; 
antique but creditable. 

Mar. The usual fate of a large mansio]i. 
Having first ruined the master by good 
I housekeeping, it at last comes to levy 
I contributions as an inn. 

Hast. As you say, we passengers are to 
be taxed to pay all these fineries. I have 
I often seen a good sideboard, or a marble 
I chimney-piece, though not actually put 
; in the bill, inflame a reckoning con- 
' foimdedly. 

; Mar. Travellers, George, must pay in 
all places: tlie only difference is, that in 
' good inns you pay dearly for luxuries ; in 
I bad inns you are fleeced and starved. 

Hast You have lived very much 
among them. In truth, I have, been 
.often surprised, that who have seen 
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so much of the u^orld, with your natyral 
good sense, and .your many opportunities, 
could never yet acquire a requisite share 
of assurance. 

The. Englishman’s malady. But 
tell me, George, where could I have learned 
that assurance you talk ofV My life has 
been chiefly spent in a college or an inn, 
in seclusion from that lovely part of the 
creation that chiefly teach men confidence. 
I don’t know that I was ever familiarly 
acquainted with a single modest woman — 
except my mother — But among females of 

another class, you know 

Has/. Ay, among them you are impu- 
dent enough of all conscience. 

J/ar. They are of as, you know. 

Has/. But in the company of women 
of reputation I never saw such an idiot, 
such a trembler ; you look for all the world 
as if you wanted an opportunity of stealing 
out of the room. 

jJ/ar. Why, man, that’s because I do 
want to steal out of the room. Faith, I 
liave often formed a resolution to break 
the ice, and rattle away at any rate. But I 
don’t know how, a single glance from a pair 
of fine eyes has totally overset my resolu- 
tion. An impudent fellow may counter- 
feit modesty ; but I’ll be hanged if a mo- 
dest man can ever counterfeit impudence. 
//as/. If you could but say half the fine 


that’s a strain much above me, I assure 
you. 

Has/. I pity you. But bow do you in- 
tend behaving to the lady you arc come 
down to visit at the request of }'our father? 

J/ar. As I behave to all other ladies. 
Bow very low, answer yes or no to all 
her demands — But for (he rest, I don’t 
think I shall venture to look in lier face 
till I see my father’s again. 

Has/. I’m surprised that one who is so 
warm a friend can be so cool a lover. 

J/ar. To be explicit, my dear Hastings, 
my chief inducement down was to be in- 
strumental in forwarding your happiness, 
not my own. iMiss Neville loves you, the 
family don’t know you ; as my friend you 
are sure of a reception, and let honour do 
the rest. 

Has/. My dear Marlow ! But I’ll sup- 
press the emotion. Were I a wretch, 
meanly seeking to carry off a fortime, you 
shoulcl be the last man in the world I 
would apply to for assistance. But Miss 
Neville’s person is all I ask, and that is 
mine, both from her deceased fatlicr’s 
consent, and her own incrmation. 

J/ar. Happy man I You have talents 
and art to captivate any woman. I’m 
doom’d to adore the sex, and yet to con- 
verse with the only part of it I despise. 
Tliis stammer in my address, and this 


things to them that I have heard you 
lavish upon the bar-maid of an inn, or 

even a college bed-maker- 

f J/ar. Why, George, I can’t say fine 

things to them; they freeze, they petrify 
me. They may talk of a comet, or a 
burning mountain, or some such bagatelle; 
but, to me, a modest woman, drest out in 
all her finery, is the most tremendous 
object of the whole creation. 

'//as/. Ha! ha! ha! At this rate, man, 
how can you ever expect to marry? 

J/ar. Never ; unless, as among kings 
I and princes, my bride were to be courted 
* by proxy. If, indeed, like an Eastern bride- 
groom, one were to be introduced to a wife 
he never saw before, it might be endured. 
But to go through all the terrors of a 
I formal courtship, together with the episode 
j of aunts, grandmothers, and cousins, and at 
' last to blurt out the broad staring question 
j of, Madam, will you marry me? No, no, 


awkivard prepossessing visage of mine, 
can never permit me to soar above the 
reach of a milliner’s ’prentice, or one of 
the duchesses of Driiry-lane. Pshaw! 
this fellow here to interrupt us. 

En/Cr IlARDC.tSl'LE. 

Hard. Gentlemen, once more you are 
heartily welcome. Which is Mr. hlarlow ? 
Sir, you are heartily welcome. It’s not 
my way, you see, to receive my friends 
with my back to the fire. I like to give 
them a hearty reception in the old style 
at my gate. I like to see tlieir horses 
and trunks taken care of. 

J/ar. {Aside.) He has got our names 
i from the servants already. ( To him . ) W e 
approve your caution and hospitality, sir. 
{To //astings.) I have been thinking, 
George, of changing our travelling dresses 
in the morning. I am grown confoundedly 
ashamed of mine. 
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Hard. I beg, Mr. Marlow, you’ll use 
no ceremony in this house. 

Hast I fancy, George, you’re right; 
the first blow is half the battle. I intend 
opening the campaign with the white and 
gold. 

Hard. Mr. Marlow— Mr. Hastings— 
gentlemen — pray be under no constraint in 
this house. This is Liberty-hall, gentlemen. 
You may do just as you please here. 

Mar. Yet, George, if we open the 
campaign too fiercely at first, we may 
want ammunition before it is oyer. I 
think to reserve the embroidery to secure 
a retreat. 

Hard. Your talking of a retreat, Mr. 
Marlow, puts me in mind of the Duke of 
Marlborough, when we went to besiege 
Denain. He first summoned the garri- 
son — 

Mar. Don’t you think the venirt d^or 
waistcoat wall do with the plain brown? 

Hard. He first summoned the garrison, 
which might consist of about five thou- 
sand men 

Hast. I think not: browm and yellow 
mix but very poorly. 

Hard. I say, gentlemen, as I was telling 
you, he summoned the garrison, which 
might consist of about five thousand 
men 

Ahir. The girls like finery. 

Hard. Which might consist of about 
five thousand men, well appointed with 
stores, ammunition, and other implements 
of war. Now, says the Duke of Marl- 
borough to George Brooks, that stood 
next to him — you must have heard of 
George Brooks- -I’ll pawn my dukedom, 
says he, but I take that garrison without 
spilling a drop of blood. So 

Mar. What, my good friend, if you 
gave us a glass of punch in the mean 
time; it w^ould help us to carry on the 
siege with vigour. 

Hard. Punch, sir! {Astded) This is 
the most unaccountable kind of modesty 
I ever met with. 

Mar. Yes, sir, punch, A glass of 
warm punch, after our journey, will be 
comfortable. This is Liberty-hall, you 
know. 

Hard, Here’s a cup, sir. 

Mar, {Aside.) So this fellow, in his 


Liberty -hall, will only let us have just 
what he pleases. 

Hard, {Taking the cup.) I hope you’ll 
find it to your mind. I have prepared it 
with my own hands, and 1 believe you’ll 
own the ingredients are tolerable. Will 
you be so good as to pledge me, sir? 
Here, Mr. Marlow, here is to our better 
acquaintance. \Drinks. • 

Mar. {Aside.) A very impudent fellow 
this ! but he’s a character, and I’ll humour 
him a little. Sir, my service to you. 

[Driuks. 

Hast {Aside.) I see this fellow wants 
to give us his company, and forgets that 
he’s an innkeeper, before he has learned 
; to be a gentleman. 

: Afar. From the excellence of your cup, 

! my old friend, I suppose you have a good 
I deal of business in this part of the country. 

I Warm work, now and then, at elections, 
i I suppose. 

I Hard. No, sirj I have long given that 
work over. Since our betters have hit 
upon the expedient of electing each other, 
there is no business “for us that sell ale.” 

Hast So, then, you have no turn for 
politics, I find. , 

Hard. Not in the least. There was a 
time, indeed, I fretted myself about the 
mistakes of government, like other people ; 
but finding myself every day grow more 
angry, and the government gro\\dng no 
better, I left it to mend itself. Since 
that, I no more trouble my head about 
Hyder Ally, or Ally Cawn, than about 
Ally Croker. Sir, my service to you. 

Hast So that "with eating above stairs, 
and drinking below, with receiving your 
friends within, and amusing them without, 
you lead a good pleasant bustling life of it. 

Hard. I do stir about a great deal, 
that’s certain. Ha] f the differences of the 
parish are adjusted in this very parlour. 

Alar, {After drinking.) And you have 
an argument in your cup, old gentleman, 
better than any in Westminster-hall. 

Hard. Ay, young gentleman, that, and 
a little philosophy. 

A/ar. {Aside.) Well, this is the first 
time I ever heard of an innkeeper’s 
I philosophy. 

I Hast So then, like an experienced genc- 
! ral, you attack them on every quarter. 
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If you find their reason manageable, you 
attack it with your philosophy; if you 
find they have no reason, you attack them 
with this, . Here’s your health, my philo- 
sopher. IJDrinks, 

Hard. Good, very good, thank you ; 
ha! ha! Your generalship puts me in 
mind of Prince Eugene, when he fought 
the T urks at the battle of Belgrade. Y ou 
shall hear. 

Mm\ Instead of the battle of Belgrade, 

I believe it’s almost time to talk about 
supper. What has your philosophy got 
in the house for supper? 

Hard. For supper, sir! {Aside.) TNts 
ever such a request to a man in his own 
house? j 

Mar, Y es, sir, supper, sir ; I begin to 
feel an appetite. I shall make devilish 
work to-night in the larder, I promise you. 

Hard. {Aside.) Such a brazen dog sure 
never my eyes beheld. { 7 h /ihn.) Why, 
really, sir, as for supper I can’t well tell. 
My Dorothy and the cook>maid settle 
these things between them. I leave these 
kind of things entirely to them. 

Mar. You do, do you? 

Hard. Entirely. By the bye, I believe 
they are in actual consultation upon what’s 
for supper this moment in the kitchen. 

3 far. Then I beg they’ll admit me as 
one of their privy council. It’s a way I 
have got. When I travel, I always choose 
to regulate my own supper. I.et the 
cook be called. No offence I hope, sir. 

Hard. O no, sir, none in the least ; yet 
I don’t knowhow ; our Bridget, the cook- 
maid, is not very communicative upon 
these occasions. Should we send for her, 
she might scold us all out of the house. 

Hast. Let’s see your list of the larder 
then. I ask it as a favour. I always 
match my appetite to my bill of fare. 
Afar. {I'o Hardcastle, who looks at 
them 'loith sitrprise. ) Sir, he’s very right, 
and it’s my way too. 

Hard. Sir, you have a right to com- 
mand here. Here, Rogeiy bring us the 
bill of fare for to-night’s supper ; I be- 
lieve it’s drawn out — Yqur manner, Mr. 
Hastings, puts me in mind of my uncle, 
Colonel Wallop. It was a saying of his, 
that no man was sure of his supper till he 
had eaten it. 


Hast {Aside. ) All upon the high rope ! 
His uncle a colonel ! we shall soon hear 
of his mother being a justice of the peace. 
But let’s hear the bill of fare. 

Ma?'. {Pernsmg.) What’s here? For the 
first course ; for the second course ; for 
the desert. The devil, sir, do you tliink 
we have brought down a whole Joiners’ 
Company, or the corporation of Iledford, 
to eat up such a supper ? Two or three 
little things, clean and comfortable, will do. 

Hast. But let’s hear it. 

Mar. {Reading.) For the first course, at 
the top, a pig and prune sauce. 

Hast. Dairm your pig, I say. 

Mar. And damn your prune sauce, say I. 

Hard. And yet, gentlemen, to men 
that are hungry, pig udth prune sauce is 
very good eating. 

Mar. At the bottom, a calf’s tongue 
andbrnins. 

Hast. Let your brains be knocked out, 
my good sir, I don’t like them. 

Mar. Or you may clap them on a plate 
by themselves. I do. 

Hard. {Aside.) Their impudence con- 
founds me. { To tlmn. ) Gentlemen, you 
are my guests, make what alterations you 
please. Is there anything else you wish 
to retrench or alter, gentlemen? 

Mar. Item, a pork pie, a boiled rabbit 
and sausages, a Florentine, a shaking 
pudding, and a dish of tiff— taff—taffety 
cream. 

Hast. Confound your made dishes ; I 
shall be as much at a loss in this house as 
ata green and yellow dinner at the French 
ambassador’s table. I’m for plain eating, 

Hard. I’m sorry, gentlemen, that I 
have nothing you like, but if there be any- 

I thing you have a particular fancy to 

I Mar. Why, really, sir, your bill of fare 
is so exquisite, that any one part of it is 
full as good as another. Send us wFat 
you please. So much for supper. And 
now to see that our beds are aired, and 
properly taken care of. 

Hard. I entreat you’ll leave that to 
me. You shall not stir a step. 

to you! I protest, 
sir, you must excuse me, I always look 
to these things myself. 

Hard. I must insist, sir, you’ll make 
yourself easy on that head. 
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Mar. You see I’m resolved on it. {Aside.) 
A very troublesome fellow this, as I ever 
met with. 

Hard. WelVsir, I’m resolved at least to 
attend you. {Aside.) This may be modern 
modesty, but I never saw anything look 
so like old-fashioned impudence. \Exeimt 
Marlow and H^rdcastle. 

Hast {Alone.) So I find this fellow’s 
civilities begin to grow troublesome. But 
who can be angry at those assiduities 
which are meant to please him ? Ha ! 
what do I see ? hliss N eville, by all that’s 
happy 1 

Enter Miss Neville. 

Miss Nev. My dear Hastings ! To what 
unexpected good fortune, to what acci- 
dent, am I to ascribe this happy meeting? 

Hast. Rather let me ask the same ques- 
tion, as I could never have hoped to meet 
my dearest Constance at an inn. 

Miss Nev. An inn ! sure you mistake : 
my aunt, my guardian, lives here. What 
could induce you to think this house an inn ? 

Hast. My friend, Mr. Marlow, with 
whom I came down, and I, have been 
sent here as to an inn, I assure you. A 
young fellow, whom we accidentally met 
at a house hard by, directed us hither. 

Miss Nev. Certainly it must be one of 
my hopeful cousin’s tricks, of whom you 
have heard me talk so often ; ha ! ha! ha ! 

Hast. He whom your aunt intends for 
you ? he of whom -I have such just appre- 
■■ hensions? 

Aliss A^ev. You have notning to fear 
from him, I assure you. You’d adore him, 
if you knew how heartily he despises me. 
My aunt knows it too, and has undertaken 
to court me for him, and actually begins 
to think she has made a conquest. 

Hast. Thou dear dissembler! You 
must know, my Constance, I have just 
seized this happy opportunity of my 
friend’s visit here to get admittance into 
the family. The horses that carried us 
tlown are now fatigued with their journey, 
but they’ll soon be refreshed ; and then, 
if my dearest girl will trust in her faithful 
Hastings, we shall soon be landed in 
France, where even among slaves the laws 
of marriage are respected. 

Miss A^ev. I have often told you, that 


though ready to obey you, I yet should 
leave my little fortune behind with reluct- 
ance. The greatest part of it was left me 
by my uncle, the India director, and chiefly 
consists in jewels. I have been for some 
time persuading my aunt to let me wear 
them. I fancy I’m very near succeeding. 
The instant they are put into my posses- 
sion, you shall find me ready to make 
them and myself yours. 

Hast. Perish the baubles ! Your person 
is all I desire. In the mean time, my friend 
Marlow must not be let into his mistake. 
I know the strange reserve of his temper 
is such, that if abruptly informed of it, 
he would instantly quit the house before 
our plan was ripe for execution. 

Miss A^ev. But how shall we Iceep him 
in the deception? Miss Hardcastle is 
just returned from waalking ; what if we 
.still continue to deceive him ?- — This, 
this w’ay {7 liey confer. 

Enter hlARLOW, 

Ma7\ The assiduities of these good 
people teaze me beyond bearing. My 
host seems to '■hink it ill manners to leave 
me alone, and so he claps not only him- 
self, but his old-fashioned wife, on my 
back. They talk of coming to sup with 
us too ; and then, I suppose, we are to 
run the gauntlet through all tlie rest of 
the family. — What have we got here? 

Hast. *My dear Charles ! Let me con- 
gratulate you ! — Tlie most fortunate acci- 
dent ! — Wlio do you think is just alighted? 

Mar. Cannot guess. 

; Hast. Our mistresses, boy. Miss Hard- 
I castle and ]\Jiss Neville. Give me leave 
; to introduce Miss Constance Neville to 
' your acquaintance. Happening to dine 
I in the neighbourhood, they called on their 
I return to lake fresh horses here. Miss 
: Hardcastle has just slept into the next 
I room, gnd will lie back in an instant. 

, Wasn’t it luclc)' ? ch ! 

; Mar. {Aside.) I have been mortified 
I enough of all conscience, and here comes 
: something to complete my embarrassment, 

. Hast Well, but wasn’t it the most 
fortunate thing in the world ? 

Mar. Oh ! yes. \’’ery fortunate — a 
most joyful encounter — But our dresses, 
George, you know are in disorder— What 
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if we should postpone the happiness till 
to-morrow? — To-morrow at her own 
house— It will be e¥ery bit as convenient 
—and rather more respectful— To-morrow 
let it be. {.Offering to go. 

Miss Nev. By no means, sir. Your : 
ceremony will displease her. The disorder i 
of your dress will show the ardour of your ; 
impatience. Besides, she knows you are in 
the house, and will permit you to see her. 

Mar. O ! the devil ! how shall I sup- 
port it ? Hem ! hem ! Hastings, you 
must not go. You are to assist me, you 
know. I shall be confoundedly ridiculous. 
Yet, hang it! I’ll take courage. Hem! 

IJast. Pshaw, man ! it’s but the first 
plunge, and all’s over. She’s but a woman, 
you know. 

Mar. And, of all women, she that I 
dread most to encounter. 

Enter Miss Hardcastle, as returned 
from walkings a bonnet, 

Hast. [Introducing them.) Miss Hard- 
castle, Mr, Marlow. I’m proud of 
bringing two persons of such merit to- 
gether, that only want to know, to esteem 
each other. 

Miss Hard. [Aside.) Now for meeting 
my modest gentleman with a demure face, 
and quite in his own manner. [After a 
pause, in wh ich he appears very tmeasy and 
disconcerted . ) I’m glad of your safe arrival, 
sir. I’m told you had some accidents by 
the way. 

Mar. Only a few, madam. Y es, we 
had some. Yes, madam, a good many 
accidents, but should be sorry— madam— 
or rather glad of any accidents— that are 
so agreeably concluded. Hem ! 

Hast. [ To him.) You never spoke better 
in your whole life. Keep it up, and I’ll 
insure you the victory. 

hiss Hard. I’m afraid you flatter, sir. 
You that have seen so much of the finest 
company, can find little entertainment in 
an obscure corner of the country. 

Mar. [Gathering courage.) I have lived, 
indeed, in the world, madam ; but I have 
kept very little company. I have been 
but an observer upon life, madam, while 
othei‘3 were enjoying it. 

Miss Nev. But that, I am told, is the 
way to enjoy it at last. 


Hast. [To him.) Cicero never .spoke 
better. Once more, and you are confirmed 
in assurance for ever. 

Ma}\ {To him.) Hem! Stand by me. 
then, and when I’m down, throw in a 
word or two, to set me up again. 

Miss Hard. An observer, like you, upon 
life were, I fear, disagi*eeably employed, 
since you must have had much more to 
censure than to approve. 

Mar. Pardon me, madam. 1 was 
always willing to be amused. The folly 
of most people is rather an object of mirth 
than uneasiness, 

I Hast. {To him.) Bravo, bravo. Never 
spoke so well in your whole life. M' ell, 
Miss Hardcastle, I see that you and Mr. 
Marlow are going to be very good com- 
pany. I believe our being here will but 
embarrass the interview. 

Mar. Not in the least, INIr. Hastings. 
We like your company of all things. { 7 b 
him.) Zounds ! George, sure you w'on’t 
go ? how can you leave us ? 

Hast. Our presence will but spoil con- 
versation, so w’e’ll retire to the next room. 
[ 7 b him.) You don’t consider, man, that 
we are to manage a little tke.htPte of our 
owm. \Exetmt. 

Miss Hard, [after a pause). But you 
have not been wholly an observer, I pre- 
sume, sir : tlie ladies, I should hope, have 
employed some part of your addresses. 

Mar. [Relapsing into timidity.) Pardon 
me, madam, I — I — I — as yet have studied 
—only — to — deserve them. 

Miss Hard. And that, some say, is the 
: very w^orst wmy to obtain them. 

I Mar. Perhaps so, madam. But I love 
I to converse only with the more grave 
: and sensible part of the sex. But I’m 
afraid I grow tiresome. 

Miss Hard. Not at all, sir ; there is 
nothing I like .so much as grave conver- 
sation myself ; I could hear it for ever. 
Indeed, I have often been surprised how' a 
man of sentiment could ever admire those 
light airy pleasures, where nothing reaches 
the heart. 

Mar. It’s— — a disease of the mind, 

I madam. In the variety of tastes there 

j must be some who, w'anting a relish ; 

! for.^ — .-unr — a — um, 

\ Miss Hard. I understand you, sir. 
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There must be some, who, wanting a 
relish for refined pleasures, pretend to 
despise what they are incapable of tasting. 

Mar. My meaning, madam, but in- 
finitely better expressed. And I can’t 
lielp observing a 

Miss Hard, [Aside.) Who could ever 
suppose this fellow impudent ' upon some 
occasions ? [To him.) You were going to 
observe, sir 

Mar. I was observing, madam— I pro- 
test, madam, I forget what I was going 
to observe. 

Miss Hard. [Aside. ) I vow and so do I. 
[To him.) You were observing, sir, that 
in this age of hypocrisy— something about 
hypocrisy, sir. 

Mar. Yes, madam. In this age of 
hypocrisy there are few who upon strict 
inquiry clo not — a — a— -a — 

Miss Hard. I understand you ])erfectly, ■ 
sir. ■ 

Mar. [Aside.) Egad ! and that’s more 
than I do myself. 

Miss Hard. You mean that iti this 
hypocritical age there are few that do not 
condemn in public what they practise in 
private, and think they pay every debt to 
virtue when they praise it. 

Mar. True, madam ; those who have 
most virtue in their mouths, have least of 
it in their bosoms. But I’m sure I tire 
you, madam. 

Miss Hard. Not in the least, ^ sir ; 
there’s something so agreeable and spirited 
in your manner, such life and force — pray, 
sir, go on. 

Mar. Yes, madam. I was saying 

that there are some occasions, when a 
total want of courage, madam, destroys all 
the and puts us upon a — a — a — 

Miss Hard. I agree with you entirely ; 
a want of courage upon some occasions 
assumes the appearance of ignorance, and 
betrays us when we most want to excel. ; 
I beg you’ll proceed. 

Mar. Yes, madam. Morally speaking, 
madam — But I see Miss Neville expecting 
us in the next room. I would not intrude 
for the world. 

Miss Hard. I protest, sir, I never was 
more agreeably entertained in all my life. 
Pray go on. | 

Mar. Yes, madam, I was But she ' 


beckons us to join her. Madam, shall I 
do myself the honour to attend you ? 

Miss Hard. Well, then, I’ll follow. 

Mar. [Aside.) This pretty smooth dia- 
logue has done for me. [Exit, 

Miss Hard. [Alone.) lia ! ha ! ha I Was 
there ever such a sober, sentimental inler- 
yiew ? I’m certain he scarce looked in my 
face the whole time. Yet the fellow-, but 
for his unaccountable bashfulness, is pretty 
well too. He has good sense, but then 
so buried in his fears, that it fatigues one 
more than ignorance. If I could teach 
him a little confidence, it would be doing 
somebody that I know of a piece of service. 
But who is that somebody?— Tliat, faith, 
is a question 1 can scarce answer. [^Exit. 

Enter aiui Miss Neville, folhnoed 
by Mrs. Hardcastle and Hastings. 

Tony. What do you follow me for, 

' cousin Con ? I wonder you’re not ashanied 
' to 1)6 so veiy engaging. 

I Miss iVez>. I hope, cousin, one may ‘ 
' speak to one’s own relations, and not be 
to blame. 

i Tmy. Ay, but I know what sort of a 
, relation you want to make me, though ; 

I but it won’t do. I tell you, cousin Con, 

: it won’t do ; so I beg you’ll keep your 
j distance, I want no nearer relationship. 

\She follows^ coquetting him to the bach 
■ ' scene. . 

Mrs. Hard. Well ! I vow, IMr. Hast- 
ings, you are very entertaining. There’s 
nothing in the world I love to talk of so 
j mucli as London, and the fashions, though 
I was never there myself, 
j Hast. Never there I You amaze me! 

, From your air and manner, I concliitled 
I you had been ])red all your life either at 
Ranelagh, St. James’s, or Tower Wharf. 

Mrs. Hard. O ! sir, you’re only pleased 
to say so. We country persons can have 
no manner at all. I’m in love with the 
town, and that serves to raise me above 
some of our neighbouring rustics ; but 
who can have a manner, that has never 
seen the Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, 
the Borough, and such places where the 
nobility* chiefly resort? All I can do is 
to enjoy London at second-hand. I take 
care to know every Ele-a-tete from the 
Scandalous Magazine, and have all the 
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fashions, as they come out, in a letter from 
the two Miss Rickets of Crooked Lane.' 
Rray how do you like this head, Mr. 
■Hastings?' , , . . 

Plast, Extremely elegant and dt'gagk^ 
upon ttiy word, madam. Your friseur is 
a Frenchman, I suppose? 

Mrs, Hard. I protest, I dressed it my- 
self from a print in the Ladies’ Memoran- 
dum-book for the last year. 

Hast, Indeed! Such a head in a side-box 
at the play-house would draw as many 
gazers as my Lady Mayoress at a City Ball. 

Mrs. Hard. I vow, since inoculation 
began, there is no such thing to be seen as 
a plain woman ; so one must dress a little 
particular, or one may escape in the crowd. 

Hast. But that can never be your case, 
madam, in any dress. {Bowi/ig.) 

Afrs. Hard. Yet, what signifies my 
dressing when I have such a piece of an- 
tiquity by my side as hlr. Hardcastle: all 
I can say will never argue down a single 
button from his clothes. I have often 
wanted him to throw off his great flaxen 
wig, and where he was bald, to plaster it 
over, like my Lord Pately, with powder. 

Hast, You are right, madam ; for, as 
among the ladies there are none ugly, so 
among the men there are none old. 

Mrs, Hard, But what do you thiiik 
his answer was? Why, with his usual 
Gothic vivacity, he said I only wanted him 
to throw off his wig, to convert it into a 
tik for my own wearing. 

Hast. Intolerable ! At your age you 
may wear wdiat you please, and it must 
become you. 

Mrs. Hard, Pray, Mr, Hastings, what 
do you take to be the most fashionable 
age about town? 

Hast. Some time ago, forty -was all the 
mode ; but I’m told the ladies intend to 
bring up fifty for the ensuing winter. 

Mrs. Hard. Seriously, Then I shall 
be too young for the fashion. 

Hast. No lady begins now to put on 
jewels till she’s past forty. For instance, 
Miss there, in a polite circle, \vould be 
considered as a child, as a mere maker of 
samplers. 

Mrs. Hard. And yet Mrs. Niece thinks 
herself as much a woman, and is as fond 
of jewels, as the oldest of us all 


Hast. Your niece, is she? And that 
young gentleman, a brother of yours, I 
should presume? 

/lAx My son, sir. They are 

contracted to each other. Observe their 
little sports. They fall in and out ten 
times a day, as if they were man and wife 
alread3q {To them.) Well, Tony, child, 
what soft things are you saying to your 
cousin Constance this evening? 

Tony. I have been saying no soft 
things ; but that it’s very hard to be fol- 
lowed about so. Ecod ! I’ve not a place 
in the house now that’s left to myself, but 
the stable. , 

Mrs. Hard. Never mind him, Con, my 
dear. lie’s in another story behind your 
.back. 

Miss Nev, There’s something generous 
in my, cousin’s manner. He falls out be- 
fore faces to be forgiven in private. 

Tony. That’s a damned confounded — 
crack. 

Mrs. Hard. Ah ! he’s a sly one. Don’t 
you think they are like each otlier about 
the mouth, hlr. blastings? The BlenlVm- 
sop mouth to a T. They’re of a size too. 
Back to back, my pretties, that Mr. Hast- 
ings may see you. Come, Tony. 

Tony. You had as good not make me, 

I tell you. {Measuring.) 

Miss. Netf. O lud ! he has almost 
cracked my head. 

Mrs. Hard. O, the monster! For 
shame, Tony. You a man, and behave so! 

Tony. If I’m a man, let me have my 
fortin, Ecod ! I’ll not be made a fool of 
no longer. 

Mrs. Hard. Is this, ungrateful boy, all 
that I’m to get for the pains I have taken 
in your education? 1 that have rocked 
you in your cradle, and fed that pretty 
mouth with a spoon ! Did not I work 
thaCwaistcoat to make you genteel? Did 
not I prescribe for you every day, and 
weep while the receipt was operating? 

7h;y'. Ecod ! you had reason to weep,: 
for you have been dosing me ever since I 
was born. I have gone through every 
receipt in the Complete Huswife ten 
times over ; and you have thoughts of 
coursing me through Quincy next spring. 
But, ecod ! I tell you. I’ll not be made a 
fool of no longer. 


I 


U U 
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Mrs. Hard. W asn’ t it all for your good, 
viper? Wasn’t it all for your good? 

Tony. I wish you’d let me and my good 
alone, then. Snubbing this way when I’m 
in spirits. If I’m to have any good, let 
it come of itself; not to keep dinging it, 
dinging it into one so. 

Mrs. Hard. That’s false; I never see 
you when you’re in spirits. No, Tony, 
you then go to the alehouse or kennel. 
I’m never to be delighted with your agree- 
able wild notes, unfeeling monster ! 

Tony. Ecod ! mamma, your own notes 
are the wildest of the two. 

Mrs. Hard. Was ever the like? But I 
sec he wants to Ijreak my heart, I see he 
does. 

Hast. Dear madam, permit me to lec- 
ture the young gentleman a little. I’ in 
certain I can persuade him todiis duty. 

Mrs. Hard. Well, I must retire. 
Come, Constance, my love. You see, Mr. 
Hastings, the wretchedness of my situation: 
was ever poor woman so plagued with a dear 
sweet, pretty, provoking, undutiful boy ? 

{Exeunt Mrs. Ilardcastle and Miss 
• Neville. 

I'ony. {Singing.) “There was a young 
man riding by, and fain would hare his 

will. Rang do didlo dee.” Don’t 

mind her. Let her cry. It’s the comfort 
of her heart. I have seen her and sister 
cry over a book for an hour together ; and 
they said they liked the book the better 
the more it made them cry. 

Hast. Then you’re no friend to the 
ladies, I hud, my pretty young gentleman? 

d'^any. That’s as I find ’uin. 

Hast. Not to her of your mother’s 
choosing, I dare answer? And yet she 
appears to me a pretty well-tempered girl. 

Tony. That’s because you don’t know 
her as" well as I. Ecod ! I know every 
inch about her; and there’s not a more 
bitter cantankerous toad in all Christen- 
dom. 

Hast. {Aside.) Pretty encouragement 
this for a lover ! 

Tony, I have seen her since the height 
of that. She has as many tricks as a 
hare in a thicket, or a colt the first day’s 
breaking. 

Hast To me she appears sensible and 
silent. 


Ay, before company, ButwLen 
she’s with her playmate, she’s as loud as 
a hog in a gate. 

Hast. But there is a meek modesty 
about her that charms me. 

7'ony. Yes, but curb her never so little, 
she kicks up, and you’re flung in a ditch. 

Hast, Well, but you must allo^v her a 
little beauty.— Yes, you must allow her 
some beauty, 

7'ony. Bandbox She’s all a made-up 
thing, mun. Ah ! could you but see Bet 
Bouncer of these parts, you might then 
talk of beauty. Ecod, she has two eyes as 
black as sloes, and cheeks as broad and 
red as a pulpit cushion. She’d make two 
of she. 

Hast. Well, what say you to a friend, 
that would take this bitter bargain off 
your hands? 

Tony. Anon. 

77ak. Would you thank him that would 
take Miss Neville, and leave you to hap- 
piness and your dear Betsy ? 

Tony. Ay ; but where is there such a 
friend, for who would take her ? 

77ast. I am he. If you but assist me, 
I’ll engage to whip her off to France, and 
you shall never hear more of her. 

Tony. Assist you I Ecod I wall, to the 
last drop of my blood. I’ll clap a pair 
of horses to your chaise that shall trundle 
you off in a twinkling, and may be get you 
a part of her fortin beside, in jewels, that 
you little dream of. 

77ast. My dear ’squire, this looks like 
a lad of spirit. 

Tony. Come along, then, and you shall 
see more of my spirit before you have 
done with me. ( Singing , ) 


“ We are the boys 
That fears no noise 
Where the thundering cannons roar,” 

{Exeunt. 


THE THIRD. 


Enter liARDCAS'rLE, alone. 

Hard. What could my old friend .Sir 
Charles mean by recommending his son 
as the modestest young man in town ? To 
me he appears the most impudent piece 
of brass that ever spoke with a tongue. 
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He has taken possession of the easy chair 
by the fire-side already. He took off his 
boots in the parlour, and desired me to see 
them taken care of. I’m desirous to know 
how his impudence affects my daughter. 
She will certainly be shocked at it. 

Miss Hardcastle, plainly dressed. 

Hard. Well, my Kate, I see you have ! 
changed your dress, as I bade you ; and ’ 
yet, I believe, there was no great occasion, ; 

Miss Hard. I find such a pleasure, sir, | 
in obeying your commands, that I take | 
care to observe them without ever debat- ! 
ing their propriety. | 

. Hard. And yet, Kate, I sometimes give ’ 
you some cause, particularly when I re- 
commended my modest gentleman to you ' 
as a lover to-day. 

Miss Hard. You taught me to expect 
something extraordinary, and I find the 
original exceeds the description. 

7 /ard. I was never so surprised in my 
life ! He has quite confounded all my 
iaciilties I 

Miss Hard. I never saw anything like 
it: and a man of the world too ! 

Hard. Ay, he learned it all abroad — 
what a fool was T, to think a young man 
could learn modesty by travelling. He 
might as soon learn wit at a masquerade. 
IMiss Hard. It seems all natural to him. | 
Hard, A good deal assisted by bad | 
company and a French dancing-master. | 
Miss Hard, Sure you mistake, papa! 
A French dancing-master could never ; 
have taught him that timid look — that 
awkward address — that bashful manner — 
Hard, Whose look? wdiose manner, 
child? 

Miss Hard. Mr. l\rarlow'’s: his man- 
raise honle^ his timidity, struck me at the 
first sight. 

Hard. Then your first sight deceived 
f you; for I think him one of the most 
f lirazen first sights that ever astonished my 
i . , ■ senses. , . • • 

I Miss Hard. Sm*e, sir, you rally! I 

■ never saw any one so modest. 

Hard. And can you be serious?^ I 
never saw- such a bouncing, swaggering 
puppy since I wms born. Bully Dawson 
was Tnit a fool to him. 

I Aliss Hard. Surprising ! He met me 


with a respectful bow, a stammering voice, 
and a look fixed on the ground. 

Hard. He met me, with a loud voice, 
a lordly air, and a familiarity that made 
my blood freeze again. ' 

Miss Hard. Fie treated me with diffi- 
dence and respect; censured the maimers 
of the age; admired the prudence of girls 
that never laughed ; tired me with apolo- 
gies for being tiresome ; then left the room 
with a bow, and “Madam, I would not 
for the w^orld detain you.” 

Hard. He spoke to me as if he knew 
me all his life before; asked twenty ques- 
tions, and never waited for an answer; in- 
terrupted my best remarks with some silly 
pun ; and when I was in my best story of 
the Duke of Marlborough and Prince 
Eugene, he asked if I had not a good hand 
at making punch. Yes, Kate, he asked 
your father if he was a maker of punch ! 

A fiss Hard. One of us must certainly 
be mistaken. 

Hard. If he be \vhat lie lias showm 
himself, I’m determined he shall never 
have my consent. 

Miss Hard. And if he be the sullen 
thing I take him, he shall never have mine. 

Hard. In one thing then we are agreed 
— to reject him. 

Aliss Hard. Yes : but upon conditions. 
For if you should find him less impudent, 
and I more presuming — if you find him 
more respectful, and 1 more imporUmatc 
— I don’t know — the fellow is well 
enough for a man — Certainly, wc don’t 
meet many such at a horse-race in the 
country. 

Hard, If wc should find him so -But 

that’s impossible. The first appearance 
has done my business. I’m seldom dc- 
ceived in that. 

AHss Hard. And yet there may be 
many good qualities under that first ap- 
pearance. 

Hard. Ay, when a girl finds a fellow’s 
outside to her taste, she then sets about 
guessing the rest of his furniture. With 
her, a smooth face stands for good sense, 
and a genteel figure for every virtue. 

Miss Hard, i hope, sir, a conversation 
begun with a compliment to my good sense, 
won’t end with a sneer at my under« 
standing? 



SITE sroops TO COIPQUEk. 


Hard. Pardon me, Kate. But if young 
Mr. Brazen can find the art of reconciling 
contradictions, he may please us both, 
perhaps. 

Miss Hard. And as one of us must be 
mistaken, what if we go to make further 
discoveries ? 

Hard. Agreed. But depend on’t I’m 
in tlie fight. 

Miss Hard. And depend on’t I’m not 
much in the wrong. {Exmni. 

Elder Tony, ? itnnin^ in with a casket. 

Tony, Ecod.l I have got them. Here 
they are. My cousin Con’s necklaces, 
hobs and all. My mother shan’t cheat 
the poor souls out of their fortin neither. 

0 ! my genus, is that you ? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. My dear friend, how have you i 
managed with your mother ? I hope you 
have amused her with pretending love for 
your cousin, and that you are willing to 
be reconciled at last? Our horses will be 
refreshed in a short time, and we shall 
soon be ready to set off. | 

Tony. And here’s something to bear i 
your charges by the way {giving the 
casket) \ your sweetheart’s jewels. Keep 
them ; and hang those, I say, that would 
rob yon of one of them. 

Hast But how have you procured them 
from your mother? 

Tony. Ask me no questions, and I’ll tell 
you no fibs. I procured them by the rule 
of thumb. If I had not a key to every 
drawer in mother’s bureau, how could I 
go to the alehouse so often as I do ? An 
honest man may rob himself of his own at 
any time. ^ 

Hast. Thousands do it every day. But i 
to be plain with you; Miss Neville is 
endeavouring to procure them from her 
aunt this very instant. If she succeeds, 
it will be the most delicate way at least of 
obtaining them. 

Tony. Well, keep them, till you know 
how it will be. But I know how it will 
be well enongh ; she’d as soon part with 
the only sound tooth in her bead. 

.Hast. But I dread the effects of her 
resentment, when she finds she has lost 
them. '! 


Tony. Never you mind her resentment, 
leave m" to manage that. I don’t value 
her resentment the bounce of a cracker. 
Zounds! here they are. Morrice! Prance! 

[A'av'/ H astings. 

Enter Mardcastle Miss 
Neviixf.. 

Mrs, Hard. Indeed, Constance, you 
amaze me. Such a girl as you want 
jewels ! It will be time enough for jewels, 
my dear, twenty years hence, when your 
beauty begins to want repairs. 

3diss Ahv. But what will repair beauty 
at forty, will certainly improve it at 
twenty, madam. 

Mrs. Hard. Yours, my dear, can admit 
of none. That natural blush is beyond 
a thousand ornaments. Besides, cliild, 
jewels are quite out at present. Don’t you 
see half the ladies of our acquaintance, my 
Lady Kill-daylight, and Mrs. Crump, and 
the rest of them, carry their jewels to 
town, and bring nothing but paste and 
marcasites back. 

Miss N'ev, But who knows, madam, 
but somebody that shall be nameless 
would like me best with all my little 
finery about me? 

Mrs. Hard. Consult your glass, my 
dear, and then see if, with such a pair of 
eyes, you want any better sparklers. 
AVhat do you think, Tony, my dear? 
does your cousin Con. want any jewels in 
your eyes to set off her beauty? 

Tony. That’s as thereafter may be. 

Miss Nev. My dear aunt, if you knew 
how it would oblige me. 

Mrs. Plard. A parcel of old-fashioned 
rose and table-cut things. T’hcy would 
make you look like the court of King 
Solomon at a puppet-show. Besides, I 
believe, I can’t readily come at them. 
They may be missing, for aught I know to 
the contrary. 

Tony. {Apart to Mrs, Hardcastle.) 
Then why don’t you tell her so at once, as 
she’s so longing for them ? Tell her tlmy’re 
lost. It’s the only way to quiet her. Say 
they’re lost, and call me to bear witness. 

Mrs. Hard. {A paid to Tony.) You 
know, my dear, I’m only keeping them for 
you. So if I say they’re gone, you’ll bear 
me witness, will you ? He 1 he ! he I 
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Tony. Never fear me. Ecocl ! I’ll say ' Nevillk.] Zounds! how she fidgets and 
I saw them taken out with my own eyes. ; spits about like a Catherine wheel. 

Miss NevW desire them but for a day,.! ' 
madam. Just to be permitted to show j Enter Mrs. Hardcastle. 
them as relics, and then they may be ^ Mt'S. Hard. Confusion! thieves! rob- 
iocked up again. , ;bers! we are cheated, plundered, broke 

Mrs. Hard. To be plain with you, my open, undone, 
dear Constance, if I tould find them you , Tony. What’s the matter, what’s the 
should have them. They’re missing, I matter, mamma? I hope nothing has 
assure you. Lost, for aiiglit I know ; but happened to any of the good family ! 
we must have patience wherever they are. I Airs. Hard. We are rol^bed. My bureau 
MissNcif. I’ll not believe it ! this is but ' has been broken open, the jewels taken 
a shallow pretence to deny me. I know ' out, and rmiuidone. 
they are too valuable to be so slightly I Tony. Oh! is that all? Ila ! ha! ha! 
kept, and as you are to answer for the By the laws, I never saw it acted better in 
loss— my life. Ecod, I thought you was ruined 

Mrs. Hard. Don’t be alarmed, Con- in earnest, ha ! ha ! ha ! 
stance. If they be lost, I must restore an Mrs. //nn/. Why, boy, I am ruined in 
equivalent. But my son knows they are earnest. My bureau has been broken 
missing, and not to be found. open, and all taken away. 

To7iy. That I can bear witness to. Tony. Stick to that : ha ! lia ! ha ! 
They are missing, and not to be found; stick to that. I’ll bear witness, you know; 
I’ll take my oath on’t. call me to bear witness. 

Mrs. Hard. You must learn resigna- Airs. Hard. I tell you, Ton v, by all 
tion, my dear; for though we lose our for- that’s precious, the jewels are gone, and 
time, yet we shoiikl not lose our patience. I shall be ruined for ever. 

See me, how calm I am. Tony. Sure I know they are gone, and 

Miss Nev. Ay, people are generally I’m to’ say so. 
calm at the misfortunes of others. | Mrs. Hard. My dearest Tony, but hear 

Airs. Hard. Now I wonder a girl of , me. They’re gone, I say. 
your good sense should waste a thought Tony. By the laws, mamma, you make 
upon such trumpery. We shall soon find me for to laugh, ha! ha! 1 know who 
them; and in the mean time you shall took them well enough, ha! ha! ha! 
make use of my garnets till your jewels be Mrs. Hard. Was there ever such a 
found. blockhead, that can’t tell the difference 

Aliss Nev. I detest garnets. between jest and earnest? I tell you I’m 

Airs, Hard. Tlie most becoming things not in jest, booby, 
in the world to set off a clear complexion. 7 any. That’s right, that’s right ; you 

You have often seen how well they look must be in a bitter passion, and then no- 
upon me. You s/ia/I huve them. [Exit. ! body will suspect either of us. I’ll bear 
Aliss iVe7\ I dislike them of all things. ' witness that they are gone. 

You shan’t stir. — Was ever anything so ’ Airs. Hard. Was there ever such a 
provoking, to mislay my own jewels, and | cross-grained brute, that won’t hear me? 
force me to wear her trumpery ? i Can you bear witness that you’re no better 

Tojiy. Don’t be a fool. If she gives I than a fool? Was ever poor woman so 
you the garnets, take what you can get. I beset with fools on one hand, and thieves 
The jewels are your own already. I have ’ on the other? 
stolen them out of her bureau, and she ! Tony. I can bear witness to that, 

does not know it. Pfiy to your spark, he’ll j AHs. Hard. Bear witness again, you 

tell you more of the matter. Leave me to ; blockhead you, and I’ll turn you out ,of 
manage her. | the room direedy. My poor niece, what 

Afiss Nev. My dear cousin ! I will become of lier? Do you laugh, you 

lany. Vanish. She’s here, and has | unfeeling brute, as if you enjoyed my 

missed them already. [Exit Miss | distress? 
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Tony. I can bear witness to that. 

Airs. Hard. Do you insult me, monster? 
ril teach you to vex your mother, I will. 

Tony. I can bear witness to that. 

{^Hc runs she follorvs him. 

Enter Miss Hardcastle and Maid. 

Atiss Hard. What an unaccountable 
cieature is that brother of mine> to send 
them to the house as an inn ! ha ! ha ! 
1 don’t wonder at his impudence. 

Maid. But what is more, madam, the 
young gentleman, as you passed by in your 
present dress, asked me if you were the 
bar-maid. He mistook you -for the bar- 
maid, madam. 

Miss Hard. Did he? Then as I live, 
I’m resolved to keep up the delusion. 
Tell me, Pimple, how do you like my 
present dress? Don’t you think I look 
something like Cherry in the Beaux 
Stratagem? 

Maid. It’s the dress, madam, that every 
lady wears in the country, but when she 
visits or receives company. 

Miss Hard. And are you sure he does 
not remember my face or person? 

Maid. Certain of it. 

Miss Hard. I vow, I thought so; for, 
though we spoke for some time together, 
yet his fears were such, that lie never once 
looked up during the interview. Indeed, 
if he had, my bonnet would have kept 
him from seeing me. 

Maid. But what do you hope from keep- 
ing him in his mistake? 

Aliss Hard. In the first place I shall be 
seen, and that is no small advantage to a 
girl who brings her face to market. Then 
i shall perhaps make an acquaintance, and 
that’s no small victoiy gained over one 
who never addresses any but the wildest 
of her sex. But my chief aim is, to take 
my gentleman off his guard, and, like an 
invisible champion of romance, examine 
the giant’s force before I offer to combat. 

Maid. But are you sure you can act 
your part, and disguise your voice so that 
he may mistake that, as he has already 
mistaken your person? 

Aliss Hard. Never fear me. I think I 
have got die true bar cant-— Did your 
honour call? - Attend the Lion there— 
Pipes and tobacco for the Angel-^he 


Lamb has been outrageous this half-hour. 

Maid. It will do, madam. But he’s 
here. [^a:/?Maid. 

Enter Marlow. 

Alar. What a bawling in every part of 
the house ! I have scarce a moment’s 
repose. If I go to the best room, there I 
find my host and his story : if I lly to the 
gallery, there we have my hostess with 
her curtsey down to the ground. I have 
at last got a moment to myself, and now 
for recollection. \Walks and muses. 

! Aliss Hard. Did you call, sir? Did 

■ your honour call? 

I Alar. { jWusin^. ) As for Miss Hardcastle, 
j she’s too grave and sentimental for me. 

\ Aliss Hard. Did your honour call? 
I {She Stitt _ptaees hersetf before him, he 
I tierning away.) 

\ . Aldr. No, child, Besides, 

I from the glimpse I had of her, I think she 
I squints. 

I Aliss Hard. I’m sure, sir, I heard the 
bell ring. 

Alar. No, no. {A I using.) I have pleased 
my father, how^ever, by coining down, and 
I’ll to-morrow please myself by returning. 
{Taking out his tablets, and perusing, 
Aliss Hard. Perliaps the other gentle- 
man called, sir? 

Afar. I tell you, no. 

Aliss Hard. I should be glad to know, 
sir. We have such a parcel of servants ! 

Afar. No, no, I tell you. {Looks full in 
her face.) Yes, child, I think I did call. 

: I wanted — I wanted — I vow, child, you 
are vastly handsome. 

Aliss Hard. O la, sir, you’ll make one 
: ashamed. 

I Afar. Never saw a more sprightly 
: malicious eye. Yes, yes, my dear, I did 
: call. Plave you got any of your — a — 

■ what d’ye call it in the house ? 

! Af/ss Hard. No, sir, we have been out 
of that these ten days. 

I Afar. One may call in this hon.se, I 
' find, to very little purpose. Suppose I 
; should call for a taste, ju.st by way of a 
, trial, of the nectar of your lips ; perhaps 
' I might be disappointed in that too. 

; Afiss Hard. Nectar! nectar! That’s 
a liquor there’s no call for in these parts, 
i French, I suppose. We sell no P'rench 
! wines here, sir. 
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Mar. Of true English growthj I assure dudng me to your club, not to yourself. 

And you^re so great a favourite there, you 
yl/Aj* Then it’s odd I should not say? ' 

know it. We brew all sorts of wines in Yes, mydear. There’s Mrs. Man- 

this house, and I have lived here these trap, Lady Betty Blackleg, the Countess 
eighteen years.^^^ ^ ^ of Sligo, te. Langhorns, old Miss Biddy 

Mar. Eighteen years I Why, one would Buckskin, and your humble servant, keep 
think, child, you kept the bar before you up the spirit of the place, 
were born. Id ow old are you? Miss Hard. Then it’s a very merry 

Miss Hard. 0\ sir, I must not tell my place, I suppose? 
age. They say women and music should Mar. Yes, as merry as cards, supper, 
never be dated. wine, and old women can make us. 

Mar. To guess at this distance, you Miss Hard. And their agreeable Rattle, 
can’t be much above forty ha! ha! ha! 

Yet, nearer, I don’t think so much Mar, [Aside.) 'Egiidl I don’t quite like 

proaching). By coming close to some this chit. She looks knowing, methinks. 
women they look younger still ; but when You laugh, child? 
we come very close im\etdi—[atiemptmg Miss Hard. I can’t but laugh, to think 
to kiss her). what time they all have for minding their 

Miss Hard. Pray, sir, keep your dis- work or their family, 
tance. One would think you wanted to Mar. [Aside.) All’s well; she don’t 
know one’s age, as they do horses, by laugh at me. [7o her.) Do you ever 
mark of mouth. work, child ? 

Mar. I protest, child, yon use me ex- Miss Hard. Ay, sure. There’s not a 
tremely ill If you keep meat this dis- screen or quilt in the whole house but 
tance, how is it possible you and I can what can bear witness to that 
ever be acquainted? • Mar. Od.so ! then you must show me 

Miss Hard. And who wants to be your embroidery. I embroider and draw 
acquainted with you ? I want no such patterns myself a little. If you want a 
acquaintance, not 1. I’m sure you did judge of your work, you must apply to 
not treat Miss Hardcastle, that was here me. [Seizing Aier hand.) 
awhile ago, in this obstropalous manner. Miss Hard, Ay, but the colours do not 
I’ll warrant me, before her you looked look well by candlelight. You shall see 
dashed, and kept bowing to the ground, all in the morning. [Struggling.) 
andtalked, for allthe world, as if you was Mar. And why not now, my angel? 
before a justice of peace. Such beauty fires beyond the power of re- 

IWar. [Aside.) Egad, she has hit it, sistance.— Pshaw ! the father here! My 
sure enough ! ( To her. ) In awe of her, old luck : I never nicked seven that I did 
child? Ha ! ha! ha ! A mere awkward not throw ames ace three times following, 
squinting thmg ; no, no, I find you don’t [A'jr// Marlow, 

know me. I laughed and rallied her a _ . 

little; but I was unwilling to be too severe. Efder Hardcastle, who stands tn 
No, I could not be too severe, curse me ! surprise. 

Miss Hai^d. O I then, sir, you are a Hard. So, madam. So, I find this is 
favourite, I find, among the ladies ? your modest lover. This is your humble 

Mar. Yes, my dear, a great favourite, admirer, that kept his eyes fixed on the 
And yet hang me, I don’t see what they ground, and only adored at humble disr 
find in me to follow. At the Ladies’ Club tance. Kate, Kate, art thou not ashamed 
in town I’m called their agreeable Rattle, to deceive your father so? 

Rattle, child, is not my real iiame, but one Miss Hard. Never trust me, dear papa, 
I’m known by. My naine is Solomons; | but he’s still the modest man I first took 
Mr. Solomoirs, my dear, at your service, j him for; you’ll ]:?e convinced of it as ^^eil 
[Offering to salute her.) Iasi. 

Miss Hard. Hold, sir ; you are intrq- | Hard. By the hand of my body, I 
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"believe his impudence is infectious! Didn’t the ’squire’s promise of a fresh pair of 
1 see him seize your hand? Didn’t I see horses ; and if I should not see him again, 
nim haul you about like a milkmaid? will write him further directions. lExH. 
And now you talk of his respect and his Miss Nev. Well ! success attend you. 
modesty, forsooth ! In the mean time 1 11 go and amuse my 

Miss Hard. But if I shortly convince : aunt with the old pretence of a violent 
you of his modesty, that he has only the ' passion for my cousin. [E.siL 

faults that will pass off with time, and the Marlow, / o/Zuii'iv/ hv a Servant. 

virtues that will improve with age, I hope , i , tt .• ,, 

you’ll forgive him. AAr. I wonder what Has mgs coid^^ 

Hard The girl would actually make . mean by sending me so valuable a thing 
onerun’mad! I tell you, I’ll not be eon- as a casket to keep for him, when he 
vinced. I am convinced. He has scarce ; knows the only place 1 have is the sent of 
been three hours in the house, and he has ' a post-coach at an mn-door. Have you 
already encroached on all my prerogatives. ; depositee the casket with the andlady, as 
Vou iiiay like his impudence, and call it ; I ordered you? Have you put it into her 
modesty; but my son-in-law', madam, own hands . 
must have very different qualifications. j -S"'- ^ os, your honour. 

Miss Hard. Sir, I ask but this night 

*°Afonf"Yo5all not have half the time, ! ' Ssr. Yes, she said she’d keep it safe 
for I have thoughts of turning him out : enough ; she asked me how I came by it ; 

this very hour i ^ 

Missd/ard! Give me that hour then, ; me give an account of myself , 

and I hope to satisfy you. ^ 1 rr , , , , , ^f«^Servant. 

I/an/ Well, an hour let it be then. ! Mar. Ha! ha! ha! Ihey’re safe, 
But I’ll have no trifling with your father, i however. What an unaccountable set 
All fair and open, do you mind me. i of beings have we got amongst! This 
Miss I hope, sir, you have ever i little bar-maid though runs m my head 

found that I considered your commands most strangely, and drives out the absur- 
as my pride j for your kindness is such, ' dities of all the rest of the family. She’s 
that my duty as yet has been inclination, mine, she must be mine, or I m greatly 
[ExetinL mistaken. 

Hastings. 

ACT THE FOURTH. Basf. Bless me! I quite forgot to tell 

her that I intended to prepare at the 
E/iisr Hastings and Miss Neville. bottom of the garden. Marlow here, and 
I/asi. You surprise me; Sir Charles in spirits too ! 

Marlow expected here this night ! Where Mar. Give me joy, George. Crown 

have you had your information? me, shadow me with laurels! Well, 

Miss You may depend upon it. George, after all, we modest fellows don’t 
I just saw his letter to Mr. Hardcastle, in want for success among the women, 
which he tells him he intends setting out Hast. Some women, you mean. But 

a few hours after his son. what success has your honour’s modesty 

Hast. Then, my Constance, all must been crowned with now, that it grows so 
be completed before he arrives. He knows insolent upon us ? 

me; and should he find me here, would Mar. Didn’t you see the tempting, 
discover my name, and perhaps my de- brisk,lovely little thing, that runs about the 


signs, to the rest of the family,. 
uMiss tVrz). The jewels, I hope, are safe? 
Hast. Yes, yes, I have sent them to 
Marlow, who keeps the keys of our bag- 
gage. In the mean time, I’ll go to prepare 
matters for our elopement I have had 


house with a bunch of keys to its girdle? 

Hast. Well, and what then? 

Ma?’. She’s mine, you rogue you. Such 
fire, such motion, such eyes, such lips ; 
but, egad ! she would not let me kiss them 
thoiigli. 
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Hast But are you so sure, so very sure 
of tier? 

Mar. Why, man, slie talked of showing ■ 
me her work above stairs, and I am to ' 
improve the pattern. 

Hast. But how can you, Charles, go 
about to rob a woman of her honour? 

Mar. Pshaw! phsaw! We all know ! 
the honour of the bar-maid of an inn. 1 ; 
don’t intend to rob her, take my word 
for it; there’s nothing in this house I shan’t 
honestly pay for. 

Hast 1 believe the girl has virtue. 

Mar. And if she has, I should be the 
last man in the world that would attempt 
to corrupt it. 

You have taken care, I hope, of 
the casket I sent you to lock up? Is it in 
safety ? 

Mar, Yes, yes. It’s safe enough. I 
have taken care of it. But how could you 
think the seat of a post-coach at an inn- 
door a place of safety? Ah ! numskull ! j 
I have taken better precautions for you 

than you did for yourself 1 have 

Hast. What ? 

Mar. I have sent it to the landlady to 
keep for you. 

Hast. To the landlady ! 

Mar. The landlady. 

Hast You did? 

Mar. I did. She’s to be answerable 
for its forthcoming, you know. 

Hast. Yes, she’ll bring it forth with a 
witness. 

Mar. Wasn’t I right? 1 believe you’ll 
allow that I acted prudently upon this 
occasion. 

Hast {Aside.) lie must not see my 
uneasiness. 

Mar. You seem a little disconcerted 
though, methinks. Sure nothing has 
happened? 

Hist No, nothing. Never \vas in 
better spirits in all my life. And so you 
left it with the landlady, who, no doubt, 
very readily undertook the charge. 

Mar. Rather too readily. For she not 
only kept the casket, but, through her 
great precaution, was going to keep the 
messenger too. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hast. He ! he ! he ! They’re safe, how- 
ever. , " . ■ . ■ ■ ■ , 

Mar. As a guinea in a miser’s purse. 


Hast {Aside.) So now all hopes of for- 
tune are at an end, and we must set off 
without it. {To him) Well, Charles, I’ll; 
leave you to your meditations on the pretty 
bar-maid, and, he 1 he ! he ! may you be; 
as successful for yourself, as you have been 
for me ! 

Mar. Thank ye, George : I ask no 
more. Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Enter H ARDCASTI.E. 

Hard. I no longer know my own house. 
It’s turned all topsy-turvy. liis servants 
have got drunk already. I’ll bear it no 
longer ; and yet, from my respect for his 
father, I’ll be calm. {To him.) Mr. 
Marlow, your servant. I’m your very 
humble servant. {jBotmng ioio. ) 

Mir. Sh*, your humble servant, {.d.f/t/t'.} 
What’s to be the wonder now? 
j Hard. I believe, sir, you must be sen- 
I sible, sir, that no man alive ought to be 
j more welcome than your father’s son, sir. 

I hope you think so? 

Mar. I do from my soul, sir. I don’t 
want much entreaty. I generally make 
my father’s son welcome wherever he goes. 

Hard. I believe you do, from my soul, 
sir. But though 1 say nothing to your 
own conduct, that of your servants is in- 
sufferable. Their manner of drinking is 
setting a very bad example in this house, 
i I assure you. 

I Mar. I protest, my very good sir, that 
I is no fault of mine. If they don’t drink 
as they ought, they are to blame. 1 
ordered them not to spare the cellar. 
I did, I assure you. ( To the side scene, ) 
Here, let one of my servants come iip^ 
{7b him.) My ’positive directions w^ere, 
that as I did not drink myself, they should 
make up for my deficiencies below. 

Hard. Then they had your orders for 
what they do? I’m satisfied ! 

Mar. They had, I assure you. Yon 
shall hear from one of tliemsclves. 

Enter Servant, drunk. 

Mar. You, Jeremy! Come forward, 
sirrah! What were my orders? Were you 
not told to drink freely, and call for what 
you thought fit, for the good of the house? 

Hard. (Aside.) I begin to lose my 
patience. 
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yer. Please your honour, liberty and 
Fleet-street for ever ! Though I’m but a 
servant, I’m as good as another man. I’ll 
drink for no man before supper, sir, dam- 
me ! Good liquor will sit upon a good 
supper, but a good supper will not sit upon 
hiccup on my conscience, sir. 

Mar, You see, my old friend, the 
fellow is as drunk as he can possibly be. 
I don’t know what you’d have more, 
unless you’d have the poor devil soused in 
a beer-barrel. 

Bard. Zounds! he’ll drive me dis- 
tracted, if I contain myself any longer. 
Mr, Marlow — Sir; I have submitted to 
your insolence for more than four hours, 
and I see no likelihood of its coming to 
an end. Pin now resolved to be master 
here, sir; and I desire that you and 
your drunken pack may leave my house 
directly. 

Mar. Leave your house ! Sure you 

jest, my good friend I What? when I’m 
doing what I can to please you. 

Hard. I tell you, sir, you don’t please 
me ; so I desire you’ll leave my house. 

Mar. Sure you cannot be serious? At 
this time o’ night, and such a night? You 
only mean to Iianter me. 

Hard. I tell you, sir, I’m serious ! and 
now that my passions are roused, I say 
this house is mine, sir ; this house is mine, 
and I command you to leave it directly. 

Mar. Ha! ha! ha! A puddle in a 
stoi*m. I shan’t stir a step, I assure you. 
(/;/. a se7‘mts toae.) This your house, 
fellow ! It’s my house. This is my house. 
Mine, while I choose to stay. What right 
have y’'ou to bid me leave this house, sir? 
I never met with such impudence, curse 
me ; never in my whole life before. 

Haj'd. Nor I, confound me if ever I 
did. To come to my house, to call for 
what he likes, to turn me out of my own 
chair, to insult the family, to order his 
servants to get drunk, and then to tell me, 
“ This, house is mine, sir.” By all that’s 
impudent, it makes me laugh. Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! Pray, ^\x \ba71tering)., as you take the 
house, what think you of taking the rest 
of the furniture ? There’s a pair of silver 
candlesticks, and there’s a fire-screen, 
and here’s a pair of brazen-nozed bellows ; 
perhaps you may take a fmicy to them? 


Mar. Bring me your bill, sir ; bring me 
your bill, and let’s make no more words 
about it. 

Ha7'd. There are a set of prints, too. 
What think you of the Rake’s Progress, for 
your own apartment ? 

Mar. ‘ Bring me your bill, I say; and 
I’ll leave you and your infernal house 
directly. 

Hard. Then there’s a mahogany table 
that you may see your own face in. 

Ma7\ My bill, Isay. 

Hard. \ had forgot the great chair for 
your own particular slumbers, after a hearty 
meal. 

Mar. Zounds ! bring me my bill, I say, 
and let’s hear no more on’t. 

/Am/. Young man, young man, from 
your father’s letter to me, 1 was taught 
to expect a well-bred modest man as a 
visitor here, but now I find him no better 
than a coxcomb and a bully ; Imt he will 
be down here presently, and shall hear 
more of it. [ExiX 

Afar. How’s this? Siire I have not 
mistaken the house. Everything looks 
like an inn. The servants cry, coming; 
the attendance is awkward ; the bar-maid, 
too, to attend us. But she’s here, and will 
further inform me. Whither so fast, child ? 
A word with you. 

EjiLt Miss Hardcastle. 

Afiss Hard, Let it be short, then. I’m 
in a hurry. {Aside.) I believe he begins 
to find out his mistake. But it's too soon . 
quite to undeceive him. 

Afa)\ Pray, child, answer me one ques- 
tion. What are you, and what may your 
business in this house be? 

Miss Hard. A relation of the family, 
.sir. 

Afa?\ What, a poor relation. 

Afiss Ha7‘d. Y es, sir. A poor relation, 
appointed to keep the keys, and to see 
that the guests want nothing in my power 
to give them. 

Mar. That is, you act as the bar-maid 
of this inn. 

Afiss Hard. Inn! O law what 

brought that in your head? One of the 
best families in the country keep an inn— 
Pla ! ha ! ha ! old hlr. Hardcastle’s house 
an inn ! 
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Afar. Mr. Hardcastle’s l) 0 use ! Is this 
Mr. Hardcastle’s house, child? 

APss Hard. Ay, sure ! Whose else 
should it be? 

Mar. So then, all’s out, and I have been 
damnably imposed on. O, confound my 
stupid head, I shall be laughed at over 
the whole town. I shall be stuck up in 
caricatura in all the print-shops. The 
DuUisshna Maccarojti. To mistake this 
house of all others for an inn, and my 
father’s old friend for an innkeeper ! 
What a swaggering puppy must he take 
me for ! What a silly puppy do I find my- 
self ! There again, may 1 be hanged, my 
dear, but I mistook you for the bar-maid. 

Miss Hard. Dear me ! dearme ! I’m 
sure there’s nothing in my behaumir to 
put me on a level with one of that stamp. 

Mar. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But 
I was in for a list of blunders, and could 
not help making you a subscriber. My 
stupidity saw everything the wrong way. 

I mistook your assiduity for assurance, 
and your simplicity for allurement. But 
it’s over. This house I no more show my 
face in. 

Aliss Hard. I hope, sir, I have done 
nothing to disoblige you. I’m sure I 
should be sorry to affront any gentleman 
who has been so polite, and said so many 
civil things to me. I’m sure I should be 
mx'C'j {pretending to cry) if he left the family 
upon my account. I’m sure I should be 
sorry if people said anything amiss, since 
I have no fortune but my character. 

Afar. {Aside.) By Heaven! she weeps. 
This is the first mark of tenderness I ever 
had from a modest woman, and it touches 
me. {To her.) Excuse me, my lovely 
girl ; you are the only part of the family I 
leave Vith reluctance. But to be plain 
with you, the difference of our birth, for- 
tune, and education, makes an honourable 
connexion impossible; and I can never 
harbour a thought of seducing simplicity 
that trusted in my honour, of bringing ruin 
upon one whose only fault was being too 
lovely. 

Afiss Hard. {Aside.) Generous man! 
I now begin to admire him. {To him.) 
But I am sure my family is as good as 
Miss Hardcastle’s ; and though I’m poor, 
that’s no great misfortune to a contented 


mind; and, until this moment, I never 
thought that it was bad to want a fortune. 

• Mar. And why now, my pretty sim- 
plicity? 

Aliss Hard. Because it puts me at a 
distance from one that, if I had a thousand 
pounds, I would give it all to. 

Afar. {Aside.) This simplicity bewitches 
me, so that if I stay, I’m undone. I must 
make one bold effort, and leave her. ( To 
her.) Your partiality in my favour, my 
dear, touches me most sensibly : and were 
I to live for myself alone, I could easily 
fix my choice. But I owe too much to 
the opinion of the world, too much to 
the authority of a father; so that— I can 
scarcely speak it — it affects me. Fare- 
well. \Exit. 

Afiss Hard. I never knew half his m erit 
till now. He shall not go, if I have power 
or art to detain him. I’ll still preserve 
the character in which \ stooped to conquer; 

' but will undeceive my papa, who perhaps 
may laugh him out of his resolution. 

{Exit. 

Enter Tony and Miss Neville. 

Tony. Ay, you may steal for yourselves 
the next time. I have done my duty. 
She has got the jewels again, that’s a sure 
thing ; biit she believes it was all a mistake 
of the servants. 

Miss Na>. But, my dear cousin, sure 
you won’t forsake us in this distress? If 
she in the least suspects that I am going 
off, I shall certainly be locked up, or sent 
to my aimt Pedigree’s, wbicli is ten times 
worse. 

Tony. To be sure, aunts of all kinds 
are damned bad things. But what can I 
do ? I have got you a pair of horses that 
will fly like Whistle -jacket; and I’m sure 
you can’t say but I have courted you nicely 
before her face. Here she comes, we must 
court a bit or two more, for fear she should 
suspect us. 

[ They retire^ and seem to fondle. 

Enter Mrs. Hardcastle. 

Mrs. Hard. Well, I was greatly flut- 
tered, to be sure. But my son tells me it 
was all a mistake of the servants, I shan’t 
be easy, however, till they are fairly mar- 
ried, and then let her keep her own fortune. 
But what do I see? fondling together, as 
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I’m alive. I never saw Tony so sprightly 
before. All! have I caught you, my 
pretty doves? What, billing, exchanging 
stolen glances and broken murmurs? Ah ! 

To?iy, As for murmurs, mother, we 
grumble a little now and then, to be sure, 
but there’s no love lost between us. 

Mrs, Hard. A mere sprinkling, Tony, 
ripon the flame, only to make it burn 
brighter. 

Miss Ncv. Coiisin Tony promises to 
give us more of his company at home. 
Indeed, he shan’t leave us any more. It 
won’t leave us, cousin Tony, will it? 

Tony, O ! it’s a pretty creature. No, 
I’d sooner leave my horse in a pound, than 
leave you when you smile upon one so. 
Your laugh makes you so becoming. 

Miss Nev. Agreeable cousin ! Who can 
help admiring that natural humour, that 
pleasant, broad, red, thoughtless [patting 
his cheek) — ah ! it’s a bold face. 

Mrs. Hard. Pretty innocence ! 

Tony. Tin sure I always loved cousin 
Con.’s hazle eyes, and her pretty long fin- 
gers, that she twists this way and that over 
the haspicholls, like a parcel of bobbins. 

M 7 ‘s. Hard. Ah ! he would charm the 
bird from the tree. 1 was never so happy 
before. My boy takes after his father, 
poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The jewels, 
my dear Con., shall be yours incontinently. 
You .shall have them. Isn’t he a sweet 
boy, my dear? You shall be married to- 
morrow, and we’ll put off the rest of his 
education, like Dr. Drowsy’s sermons, to 
a fitter opportunity. 

Enter Diggory. 

Dig, Where’s the ’squire ? I have got 
a letter for your worship. 

Tony. Give it to my mamma. She reads 
all my letters first. 

Dig, I had orders to deliver it into your 
own hands. 

Tony. Who does it come from? 

Dig. Your worship niun ask that o’ the 
letter itself. 

Tony. I could wash to know though 
[turning the Iette)\ and gazing on it). 

Miss Nev. [Aside.) Undone! undone! 
A letter to him from Hastings. I kno%v 
the hand. If my aunt sees it, we are ruined 
for ever. I’ll keep her employed a little if 


lean. (7h Mrs. Hardcastle. ) But I have 
not told you, madam, of my cousin’s smart 
answer just now to Mr. Marlow, We so 
laughed. —You mustkno\v, madam.— This 
way a little, for he must not hear us. 

[ They confer. 

Tony. [Still gazing.) A damned cramp 
piece of penmanship, as ever I saw in iny 
life. I can read your print hand very well; 
But here are such handles, and shanks, 
and dashes, that one can scarce tell the 
head froni the tail — “ To Anthony Lump, 
kin, Esquire.” It’s very odd, I can read 
the outside of my letters, where my own 
name is, well enough ; but when I come 

to open it, it’s all buzz. That’s hard, 

I very hard \ for the inside of the letter is 
I always the cream of the correspomlence. 
i Mi'S, Hard. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Very well, 

I very well. And so my son w'as too hard 
I for the philosopher. 

j Miss Ncz\ Yes, madam ; but you must 
I hear the rest, madam. A little more this 
■ way, or he may hear us. You’ll hear how 
! he puzzled him again, 

Mrs. Hard. H e seems strangely puzzled 
now himself, methinks. 

Tony. [Still gazing) A damned up and 
down hand, as if it was disguised in liquor. 
— [Reading.) Dear sir, — ay, that’s” that. 
Then there’s an M, and a T, and an S, 
but whether the next be an izzard, or an 
R, confound me, I cannot tell. 

Mrs. Hard. What’s that, my dear? 
Can I give you any assistance? 

Miss Nev. Pray, aunt, let me read it. 

: Nobody reads a cramp hand better than I. 
i ( Twitching the letter from him. ) Do you 
I know who it is from? 

I Tony. Can’t tell, except from Dick 
I Ginger, the feeder. 

jlliss Akv. Ay, so it is. ( Pretending to 
read) Dear ’Squire, hoping that you’re in 
health, as I am at this present. The 
gentlemen of the Shake-bag club has cut 
the gentlemen of Goose-green quite out 
of feather. The odds — um — odd battle 
I — urn — long fighting— um — here, here, 

I it’s all about cocks and fighting ; it’s of no 
j consequence; here, put it up, put it up. 
i ( Thrusdng the criunfled letter up07i him . ) 

! Tony. But I tell you, miss, it’s of all 
I the consequence in the world. I would 
j not lose the rest of it for a guinea. Here, 
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imutber, do jou make it out. Of no con- j you have shown my letter, and betrayed 
sequence! \Giving Mrs. Hardcastle ; us. Was this well done, young gentleman? 


ihe letter.) ' ^ | 7'ony. Here’s ano 

Mrs, Hard. How’s this ?— {70fV7/fj\) who betrayed you. 
“ Dear ’Squire, I’m now waiting for INIiss doing, not mine. 
Neville, with a post-chaise and pair, at ^ 

the bottom of the garden, but I find my Enter i 

horses yet unable to perform the journey. Mar. So I have 


7 any. Hei*e’s another. Ask miss there, 
10 betrayed you. Ecod, it was her 


Euler Marlow. 


horses yet unable to perform the journey. Mar. So I have been ifnely used here 
I expect you 11 assist us with a pair of fresh | among you. Rendered contemptible,, 

horses, as you promised. Dispatch is ne- ' driven into ill manners, despised, insulted,, 

cessary, as the hag (ay, the hag), your ; lano-hed at. 

motliei', will otherwise suspect us 1 \ ours, | 'Jany. Here’s another. We shall have 

Hastings.” Grant me patience. I shall old Bedlam broke loose presently. 

run distracted 1 IVIy rage chokes me. jWss Ncv. And there, sir, is the genlle- 


Miss A7v. I hope, madam, you’ll sus- man to whom we all owe every obligation. 


pend your resentment for a few moments, 
and not impute to me any impertinence, 
or sinister design, that belongs to another. 

Mrs. dlard. {Citrtscying very loiv.) 
Fine spoken, madam, you are most mira- 
culously polite and engaging, and quite 
the very pink of courtesy and circumspec- 
tion, madam. [Changing her tone.) And 
you, you great ill-fashioned oaf, with scarce 
sense enough to keejD your mouth shut : 
were you, too, joined against me? But I'll 
defeat all your plots in a moment. As for 
you, madam, since you have got a pair of 
fresh horses ready, it would be cruel to 
disappoint them. vSo, if you please, in- 
stead of running away with your spark, 
prepare, this very moment, to run off wdth 


Mar. What can I say to him, a mere 
boy, an idiot, whose ignorance and age- 
are a protection ? 

Hast. A poor contemptible booby, that 
would but disgrace correction. 

Miss Nev. Yet with cunning and malice- 
enough to make himself merry with all 
our embarrassments. 

Hast. An insensible cub. 

Alar. Replete with tricks and mischief. 

Tony. BavG damme, but I’ll fight you 
both, one after the other with baskets.. 

Mar. As for him, he’s below resent- 
ment. But your conduct, Mr. Hastings,, 
requires an explanation. Y ou knew of my 
mistakes, yet w'ould not undeceive me. 

1-Iasi. Tortured as I am with my own' 


me. Your old aunt Pedigree will keep disappointments, is this a lime for expla- 
you secure, I’ll warrant me. You too, nations? It is not friendly, Mr. IMarlow.. 

sir, may mount your horse, and guard us Mar. But, sir 

upon the way. Here, Thomas, Roger, Miss Nov. Mr. Marlow, we never kept 
Diggory ! I’ll show you, that I wish you on your mistake till it was too late to> 
better than you do yourselves. \_Ejcit. undeceive you. 

Miss Nev. So now I’m completely 
ruined. 

7ony. thnt’s a sure thing. 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. My mistress desires you’ll get 


Miss Nexh What better could be ex- | ready immediately, madam. The horses- 
pected from being connected with such a 1 are putting to. Your hat and things are 
stupid fool, — and after all the nods and in the next room. We are to go thirty 


sign s I m ad e h i m ? 

Tony. By the laws, miss, it was your 


own cleverness, and not my stupidity, that sently. 


miles before morning. \Exit Servant. 
Aliss A‘ev. Well, well: I’ll come pre- 


did your business. You were so nice and 
so busy with your Shake-bags and Goose- 


Alar. ( To Hastings. ) Was it well done, 
sir, to assist in rendering me ridiculous? 


greens, that I thought you could never be To hang me out for the scorn of all my 
making believe. acquaintance? Depend upon it, sir, I shall 

_ expect an explanation. 

Enter tiASimGS. Hast Was it well done, sir, if you’re 

7Iast. So, sir, I find by my servant, that upon that subject, _ to deliver what I en- 
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trusted to yourself, to the care of another 
sir ? 

Miss N'ev. Mr. Hastings ! Mr. Marlow ! 
Why will you increase my distress by this 
groundless dispute ? I implore, I entreat 
you 

Enter Servant.: 

Ser. Your cloak, madam. My mistress 
is impatient. vServant. 

Miss Nev, I come. Pray be pacified, 
if I leave you thus, I shall die with 
apprehension.' 

Enter' 

Ser. ’Y our fim, muff, and gloves, madam. 
The horses are Avaiting. 

Miss jVez'. O, Mr. Marlow ! if you 
knew what a scene of constraint and ill- 
nature lies before me, I’m sure it would 
convert your resentment into pity. 

Mar. I’m so distracted with a variety 
of passions, that I don’t know what I do. 
Forgive me, madam. George, forgive me. 
You know my hasty temper, and should 
not exasperate it. 

Hast. The torture of my situation is my 
only excuse. 

Miss Nev. Well, my dear Plastiiigs, if 
you have that esteem for me that I think, 
that I am sure you have, your constancy 
for three years will but increase the hap- 
piness of our future connexion. If 

Mrs. Hard. \ ( Within. ) Miss Neville. 
Constance, why Constance, I say. 

Miss iVea Pm coming. Well, con- 
stancy, remember, constancy is the word. 

[Exit. 

Hast. My heart! how can I support 
this ? To be so near happiness, and such 
happiness ! 

3far. (Ta Tony.) You see now, young 
gentleman, the effects of your folly. What 
might he amusement to you, is here dis- 
appointment, and even distress. 

7ou}'. {From a reverie.) Ecod, I have 
hit it. It’s here. Your hands. Yours 
and yotirs, my poor Sulky !— My boots 
there, ho! —Meet me two hours hence at 
the bottom of the garden; and if you 
don’t find Tony Lumpkin a more good- 
natured fellow than you thought for, I’ll 
give you leave to take my best horse, and 
Bet Bouncer into the bargain. Come 
along. My boots, ho ! [Exeunt 


ACT THE EIFTH. 
conthmed.) 

Hastings Servant, 

Hast. You saw the old lady and A I iss 
Neville drive off, you say? 

Ser. Yes, your honour. They went off 
in a j)ost-coach, and the young ’squire 
went on horseback. They’re thirty miles 
off by this time. 

Hast. Then all my hopes are over. 

Ser. Yes, sir. Old Sir Charles has 
arrived. He and the old gentleman of the 
house have been laughing at Mr. Marlow’s 
mistake this half hour. They are coming 
this way. 

Hast, Then I must not be seen. So 
now to my fruitless appointment at the 
bottom of the garden. Tliis is about 
the time. [Exit. 

Enter SiR Charles and IIardcastle. 

Hard. Ha! ha! ha! The peremptory 
tone in wliicli he sent forth his sublime 
commands! 

Sir Cha, And the reserve with which I 
suppose he treated all yotir advances. 

Hard. And yet he might have seen 
something in me above a common inn- 
keeper, too. 

Sir Cha. Yes, Dick, but he mistook you 
for an uncommon innkeeper, ha ! ha ! ha! 

Hard, Well, I’m in too good spirits 
to think of anything but joy. Yes, my 
dear friend, this union of our families 
will make our personal friendships lieredi- 
tary ; and though my daughter’s fortune is 
but small — 

Sir Cha. Why, Dick, will you talk of 
fortune to met My son is possessed of 
more than a competence already, and 
can want nothing but a good and virtuous 
girl to share his happiness and increase it. 
If they like each other, as you say they 
do — 

Hard. If, man! I tell you they do 
like each other. My daughter as good as 
told me so. 

Sir Cha. But girls are apt to flatter 
themselves, you know. 

Hard, I saw him grasp her hand in the 
warmest manner myself ; and here he 
comes to put you out of your //tr, I warrant 
him. 
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Enter Isl Am. ovi, Harclcastle the slightest mark of my attach- 

ment, or even the most distant hint to 
Mar. I come, sir, once more, to ask suspect me of affection. We had but one 
pardon for my strange conduct. I can interview, and that was formal, modest, 
scarce reflect on my insolence without and uninteresting, 
confusion.^ ^ Hard. {Aside.) This fellow’s formal 

Hard. Tut, boy, a trifle ! You take modest impudence is beyond bearing, 
it too gravely. An hour or two’s laughing Sir Cha. And you never grasped her 
with my daughter will set all to rights hand, or made any protestations? 
again. She’ll never like you the worse Mar. As Heaven is my witness, I came 
for it. down in obedience to your commands. I 

Mar. Sir, I shall be always proud of saw the lady without emotion, and parted 
her approbation. wdthout reluctance. 1 hope you’ll exact 

Hard. Approbation is but a cold word, no farther proofs of my duty, nor prevent 
Mr. Marlow; if I am not deceived, you me from leaving a house in which I sufl’er 
have something more than approbation so many mortifications. \Exit. 

thereabouts. You take me? Sir Cha. I’m astonished at the air of 

Mar. Really, sir, I have not that happi- sincerity with which he parted, 
ness. Hard. And I’m astonished at the deli- 

Hard. Come, boy, I’m an old fellow, berate intrepidity of his assurance, 
and know what’s what as well as you that Sir Cha. I dare pledge my life and 
are younger. I know what has passed honour upon his truth, 
between you; but mum. Hard. Here comes my daughter, and 

Mar, Sure, sir, nothing has passed I would stake my happiness upon her 
between us but the most profound respect veracity, 
on my side, and the most distant reserve „ 

on hers. You don’t think, sir, that my Enter HardCASTLE. 

impudence has been passed upon all the Hard. Kate, come hither, child. Answer 
rest of the family. us sincerely and without reserve : has Mr. 

Hard, Impudence ! No, I don’t say Marlow made you any professions of love 
that — not cpiite impudence —though girls and affection ? 

like to be played with, and rumpled a A/Ax /Am/. The question is very abrupt, 
little too, sometimes. But she has told sir. But since you require unreserved 
no tales, I assure you. sincerity, I think he has. 


Mar. I never gave her the slightest 
cause. 

Hard. AVell, wmll, I like modesty in its 
place well enough. But this is over-acting, 
young gentleman. You may be open. 
Your father and I will like you all the 
better for it. 

^ Mar. May I die, sir, if I ever 

* Hard, I tell you, she don’t dislike you ; 

and as I’m sure you like her 

Mar. Dear sir — I protest, sir — — 
Hard. I see no reason why you should 
not be joined as fast as the parson can tie 


you. 

Mar. But bear me, sir— 

Hard. Your father approves the match, 
I admire it ; eveiy moment’s delay will be 
doing mischief. So— 

Mar. But why won’t you hear me ? By 
all that’s just and true, I never gave Miss 


Hard. { To S I R CHAR LES. ) Y ou see. 

Sir Cha. And pray, madam, have you 
and my son had more than one interview? 

Miss Hard. Yes, sir, several. 

Hard. {To SiR CHARLES.) You see. 

Sir Cha. But did he profess any attach- 
ment ? 

Miss Hard. A lasting one. 

Sir Cha. Did he talk of love ? 

Miss Hard. Much, sir. 

Sir Cha. Amazing! And all this for- 
mally? 

Miss Hard, Formally. 

Hard, Now, my friend, I hope you are 
satisfied. 

Sir Cha. And how did he behave, 
madam? 

Miss Hard. As most profest admirers 
do ; said some civil things of my face, 
talked much of his want of merit, and 
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the greatness of mine; mentioned his 
heart, gave a short tragedy speech, and 
ended with pretended rapture. 

Sir Cha. Now I’m perfectly convinced, 
indeed. I know his conversation among 
women to be modest and submissive : 
•this forward canting ranting manner by 
no means describes him ; and, I am confi- 
\dent, he never sat for the picture. 

Mhs Hard. Then, what, sir, if I should 
convince you to your face of my sincerity? 
If you and my papa, in about half an 
hour, will place yourselves behind that 
screen, you shall hear him declare his 
. passion to me in person. 

Sir Cha. Agreed. And if I find him 
what you describe, all my happiness in 
him must have an end. \Exit. 

Miss Hard, And if you don’t find him 
what I describe— I fear my happiness 
must never have a beginning. [Exeunt 


Scene chaw^es to the back of the Garden. 


Hastings. 

Hast. What an idiot am I, to wait here 
for a fellow ^vho probably takes a delight 
in mortifying me. He never intended to 
l)e punctual, and I’ll wait no longer. 
What do I see? It is he! and perhaps 
with news of my Constance. 


that goes round the house, and round the 
house, and never touches the house 1 

Hast I’m still astray. 

Tony. Why, that’s it, mon. I have 
led them astray. By jingo, there’s not 
a pond or a slough within five miles of the 
place but they can tell the taste of. 

Hast I ha! ha ! I understand : you 
took them in a round, while they sup- 
posed themselves going forward, and so 
you have at last brought them home again. 

Tonju You shall hear. I first took 
them down Feather-bed Lane, where we 
stuck fast in the mud. I then rattled them 
crack over the stones of Up-and-down 
H ill. I then introduced them to the gibbet 
on Heavy-tree Heath ; and from that, with 
a circumbendibus, I fairly lodged them in 
the horse-pond at the bottom of the garden. 

Hast But no accident, I hope? 

Tonv. No, no. Only mother is con- 
foundedly frightened. vSlie thinks herself 
forty miles off. vShe’s sick of the journey; 
and the cattle can scarce crawl. So if 


your own horses be ready, you may whip 
off with cousin, and I’ll be bound that no 


Enter Tony, hooted and spattered. 

Hast. My honest ’squire ! I now find 
you a man of your word. This looks like 
friendship. 

Tony. Ay, Fm your friend, and the best 
friend you have in the world, if you knew 
Init all. This riding by night, by the bye, 
is cursedly tiresome. It has shook me 
worse than the basket of a stage-coach. 

Hast But how? where did you leave 
your fellow-travellers? Are they in safety? 
Are they housed ? 

Tony. P’ive and twenty miles in two 
hours and a half is no such bad driving. 
The poor beasts have smoked for it : rabbit 
me, but I’d rather ride forty miles after a 
fox than ten with such varment. 

Hast Well, but where have you left 
the ladies? I die with impatience. 

Tony. Left them ! Why where should 
I leave them but where I found them ? 

Hast. This is a riddle. 

To7iy. Riddle me this then. What’s 


soul here can budge a foot to follow you. 

Hast My dear friend, how can I be 
grateful? 

Tony. Ay, now it’s dear friend, noble 
’squire. Just now, it was all idiot, cub, 
and run me’ through the guts. Damn 
your way of fighting, I say. After we 
take a knock in this part of the country, 
we kiss a.nd be friends. But if you had 
run me through the guts, then I should 
be dead, and you might go kiss the hang- 


Hast. The rebuke is just. But I must 
hasten to relieve Miss Neville : if you keep 
the old lady employed, I promise to take 
care of the young one. {Exit Blastings. 

Tony. Never fear me. Here she comes. 
Vanish. .She’s got from the pond, and 
draggled up to the waist like a mermaid. 


Enter Mrs. Hardcastle. 


Mrs. IJaiE. Oh, Tony, I’m killed! 
Shook! Battered to death. I shall never 
survive it. That last jolt, that laid us 
against the quickset hedge, has done my 
business. 

Tony. Alack, mamma, it was all your 
own fault. You would be for running 
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away by nigbt, without knowing one inch 
of the w£ty. 

Mrs. Hard. 1 wish we were at home 
again. I never met so many accidents in 
so short a journey. Drenched in the inudj 

overturned in a ditch, stuck fast in a 
slough, jolted to a jelly, and at last to lose 
our way. Whereabouts do you think we 
are, Tony? 

Tony. By my guess we should come 
upon Crackskull common, about forty 
miles from home. 

Mrs. Hard. O lud ! O lud ! The most 
notorious spot in all the country. We 
only want a robbery to make a complete 
night on’t. | 

Tony. Doidt be afraid, mamma, don’t | 
be afraid. Two of the five that kept here 
are hanged, and the other three may not 
find us. Don’t be afraid. — Is that a man 
that’s galloping behind us? No ; it’s only 
a tree. — Don’t be afraid. 

Mrs. Hard. The fright will certainly 
kill me. 

Tony. Do you see anything like a black 
hat moving behind the thicket? 

Mrs. Hard. Oh, death I 

Tony. No ; it’s only a cow. Don’t be 
afraid, mamma ; don’t be afraid. 

Mrs. Hard. As I’m alive, Tony, I see 
a man coming towards us. Ah ! I’m sure 
on’t. If he perceives us, we are undone. 

Tony. [Aside.) Father-in-law, by all 
that’s unlucky, come to take one of his 
night walks.- ( To her . ) Ah, it’s a high- 
Avayman with pistols as long as my arm. 
A damned ill-looking fellow. 

Mrs. Hard. Good Heaven defend us ! 
He approaches. 

Tony. Do you hide yourself in that 
thicket, and leave me to manage him. 
If there be any danger, I ’ll cough, and cry 
hem. When I congh, be sure to keep 
close. (Mrs. hides behind 

a tree in the back scejie . ) 

Enter Hardcastle. 

Hard. I’m mistaken, or I heard voices 
of people in want of help. Oh, Tony! is 
that you ? I did not expect you so soon 
back. Are your mother and her charge 
in safety ? 

Tony. Very safe, sir, at my aunt Pedi- 
gree’s. Hem. 
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Mrs. Hard. [From behind,) Ah, death ! 

I find there’s danger. 

Hard. Forty miles in three hours ; sure 
that’s too much, my youngster. 

Tony. Stout horses and willing minds 
make short journey.?, as they say^ Hem, 
Mrs. Hard. [From behind.) Sure he’ll 
do the dear boy no harm. 

Hard. But I heard a voice here; I should 
be glad to know from whence it came. 

Tony. It was I, sir, talking to myself, 
sir. I was saying that forty miles in four 
hours was very good going. Hem. As 
to be sure it was. Hem. I have got a 
sort of cold by being out in the air. We’ll 
go in, if you please. Hem. 

Hard. But if you talked to yourself you 
did not answer yourself. I’m certain I 
heard two voices, and am resolved [7’atsin§ 
/w to find the other out. 

Mrs. Ha7'd. [F'roni behind.') OW he’s 
coming to find me out. Oh 1 

Tony. What need you go, sir, if I tell 
you? Hem. I’ll lay down my life for 
the tmth— hem — I’ll tell you all, sir. 

{Detaining him. 
Hard. I tell you I will not be detained. 
I insist on seeing. It’s in vain to expect 
I’ll believe you. 

Mrs. Hard. {Panning fo’zvard from 
behind.) O lud! he’ll murder my poor 
boy, my darling ! Here, good gentleman, 
whet your rage upon me. Take my 
money, my life, but spare that young 
gentleman; spare my child, if you have 
any mercy. 

Hard. My wife, as I’m a Christian. 
From whence can she come ? or what does 
she mean? 

M7's. Hard. [K^ieeling.) Take compa.s- 
sion on us, good Mr. Highwayman. Take 
our money, our watches, all we have, but 
spare our lives. We will never bring 
you to justice ; indeed we won’t, good Mr. 
Highwayman. 

Hard. I believe the woman’s out of her 
senses. What, Dorothy, don’t you know 

Mrs. Hard. Mr. Hardcastle, as I’m 
alive ! My fears blinded me. But who, 
my dear, could have expected to meet you 
here, in this frightful place, so far from 
home? What has brought you to follow 
us? 
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Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you have not 
lost your wits ? So far from home, when 
you are within forty yards of your own 
door ! ( To him.) This is one of your old 
tricks, you graceless rogue, you. (To her.) 
Don’t you know the gate, and tile mul- 
berry-tree ; and don’t you remember the i 
horse-pond, my dear? | 

Mrs. Hard. Yes, I shall remember the I 
horse-pond as long as I live ; I have caught ^ 
my death in it. ( To Tony. ) And is it to 
you, you graceless varlet, I owe all this? 
ril teach you to abuse your mother, I 
will. 

Tony. Ecod, mother, all the parish says 
you have spoiled me, and so you may take 
the fruits on’t. 

Mrs. Hard. I’ll spoil you, I will. 

[Follows him off the stage. Exit. 

Hard. There’s morality, however, in 
his reply. [Exit. 

Hastings andM.iss Neville. 

Hast. My dear Constance, why will ^ 
you deliberate thus? If we delay a mo- 
ment, all is lost for ever. Pluck up a ; 
little resolution, and we shall soon be out ^ 
of the reach of her malignity. 

Miss Nev. I find it impossible. My 
spirits are so sunk with the agitations I 
have suffered, that I am unable to face 
any new danger. Two or three years’ 
patience will at last crown us with happi- 
ness. 

Hast. Such a tedious delay is worse 
than inconstancy. Let us fly, my charmer. 
Let us date our happiness from this very 
moment. Perish fortune ! Love and content 
will increase what we possess beyond a 
monarch’s revenue. Let me prevail ! 

Miss Neoj. No, Mr. Hastings, no. Pm- 
dejice once more comes to my relief, and 
I will obey its dictates. In the moment 
of passion fortune may be despised, but 
it ever produces a lasting repentance. I’m 
resolved to apply to Mr. Plardcastle’s 
compassion and justice for redress. 

Hast. But though he had the will, he 
has not the power to relieve you. 

Aliss NetK But he has influence, and 
upon that I am resolved to rely. 

Hast. I have no hopes. But since you 
persist, I must reluctantly obey you. 

\_ExttmU 


changes. 

Enter SiR Charles and Miss Hard- 
castle. 

Sir Cka. What a situation am I in ! If 
what you say appears, I shall then find a 
guilty son. If what he says be true, I shall 
then lose one that, of all others, I most 
wished for a daughter. 

Miss Hard. I am proud of your appro- 
bation, and to show I merit it, if you place 
: yourselves as I directed, you shall hear 
: his explicit declaration. But he comes, 
i Sir Clia, I’ll to your father, and keep 
I him to the appointment. Sir Charles. 

Enter MarLOW. 

Mar. Though prepared for setting out, 
I come once more to take leave ; nor did I, 
till this moment, know the pain 1 feel in 
the separation. 

Miss Hard. (In her oivn natural 7nan^ 
ner . ) I believe these sufferings cannot he 
very great, sir, which you can so easily 
remove. A clay or two longer, perhaps, 
might lessen your uneasiness, by showing 
the little value of what you now think 
proper to regret. 

Mar. (Aside.) This girl every moment 
improves upon me. {7b her.) It must 
not be, madam. I have already trifled 
too long with my heart. My very pride 
begins to submit to my passion. The 
disparity of education and fortune, the 
anger of a parent, and the contempt of my 
equals, begin to lose their weight; and 
nothing can restore me to myself but this 
painful effort of resolution. 

Mhs Hard. Then go, sir: I’ll urge 
‘ nothing more to detain you. Though my 
family be as good as hers you came down 
to visit, and my education, I hope, not 
inferior, what are these advantages without 
equal affluence ? I must remain contented 
with the slight approbation of imputed 
merit ; I must have only the mockery of 
your addresses, while all your serious aims 
are fixed on fortune. 

E7tter Hardcastle and Sir Charles 
from behind. 

Sir Char. Here, behind this screen. 

Ha7-d. Ay, ay ; make no noise. I’ll 
engage my Kate covers him with confusion 
at last. 
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Mar. By heavens, madam ! fortune was 
ever my smallest consideration. Your 
beauty at first caught my eye ; for who 
could see that without emotion ? But 
every moment that I converse with you 
steals in some new grace, heightens the 
picture, and gives it stronger expression. 
What at first seemed rustic plainness, now 
appears refined simplicity. What seemed 
forward assurance, now strikes me as the 
result of courageous innocence and con- 
scious virtue. 

Sir Cha. What can it mean ? He 
amazes me ! 

Hard, I told you how it would be. 
Hush! 

Mar. I am now determined to stay, 
madam ; and I have too good an opinion 
of my fathers discernment, when he sees 
you, to doubt his approbation. 

Miss Hard. No, Mr. Marlow, I will 
not, cannot detain you. Do you think I 
could suffer a connexion in which there is 
the smallest room for repentance? Do 
you think I would take the mean advan- 
tage of a transient passion, to load you 
with confusion ? Do you think I could 
ever relish that happiness which was 
acquired by lessening yours ? 

Mar. By all that’s good, I can have no 
happiness but what’s in your power to 
grant me ! Nor shall I ever feel repent- 
ance but in not having seen your merits 
before. I will stay even contrary to your 
wishes ; and though you should persist to 
shun me, I will make my respectful assi- 
duities atone for the levity , of my past 
conduct. 

Efiss Hard. Sir, I must entreat you’ll 
desist. As our acquaintance began, so 
let it end, in indifference. I might have 
given an hour or two to levity; but 
seriously, Mr, Marlow, do you think I 
could ever submit to a connexion where 
I must appear mercenary, and you im- 
prudent? Do you think I could ever 
catch at the confident addresses of a secure 
admirer? 

Eiar. {Kneeling.) Does this look like 
security? Does this look like confidence? 
No, madam, every moment that shows 
me your merit, only serves to increase my 
diffidence and confusion. Here let me 
continue— 


Sir Cha. I can hold it no longer. 
Charles, Charles, how hast thou deceived 
me ! Is this your indifference, your unin- 
teresting conversation ? 

Hard. Your cold contempt ; your formal 
interview ! What have you to say now ? 

Mar. That I’m all amazement ! What 
can it mean ? 

Hard. It means that you can say and 
unsay things at pleasure : that you can 
address a lady in private, and deny it in 
public : that you have one story for us, 
and another for my daughter. 

Elar. Daughter ! — This lady your 
daughter ? 

Hard. Yes, sir, my only daughter; 
my Kate ; whose else should she be ? 

Mar. Oh, tlie devil ! 

I Miss Hard. Yes, sir, that very identical 
I tall squinting lady you were pleased to 
take me for {eourtesying) ; she that you 
addressed as the mild, modest, sentimental 
man of gravity, and the bold, forward, 
agreeable Rattle of the Ladies’ Club. 
Ha !• ha ! ha ! 

Efar. Zounds ! there’s no bearing this ; 
it’s worse than death ! 

Eliss Hard. In which of your characters, 
sir, will you give us leave to address you ? 
As the faltering gentleman, with looks on 
the ground, that speaks just to be heard, 
and hates hypocrisy ; or the loud confident 
creature, that keeps it up with Mrs. Man- 
trap, and old Miss Biddy Buckskin, till 
three in the morning ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mar. O, curse on my noisy head. I 
never attempted to be impudent yet, that 
I W'as not taken down. I must be gone. 

Hard. By the hand of my body, luit 
you shall not. I see it was all a mistake, 
and I am rejoiced to find it. You shall not, 
sir, I tell you. I know she’ll forgive you. 
Won’t you forgive him, .Kate ? We’ll all 
forgive you. Take courage, man. {'Theyt 
retire.^ she toi'mentmg hwiy to the back scene. ) 

Enter Mrs. Hardcastle and Tony. 

Mrs. Hard. So, so, they’re gone off. 
Let them go, I care not. 

Hard. Who gone? 

Mrs. Hard. My dutiful niece and her 
gentleman, Mr. Hastings, from town. He 
who came down with our modest visitor 
here. 
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Sir Cka. Who, my honest George 
Hastings? As worthy a fellow as lives, 
and the girl could not have made a more 
prudent choice. 

Hard. Then, by the hand of my body, 
Tm proud of the connexion. 

Mrs. Hard. Well, if he has taken away 
the lady, he has not taken her fortune ; 
that remains in this family to console us 
for her loss. 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you would not 
be so mercenary ? 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, that’s niy affair, not 
^ours. 

Hard. But you know if your son, 
when of age, refuses to marry his cousin, 
her whole fortune is then at her own 
disposal. 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, but he’s not of age, 
and she has not thought proper to wait 
for his refusal. 

Enter Hastings and Miss Neville. 

Mrs. Hard. {Aside.) What, returned 
so soon ! I begin not to like it. 

Hast. ( To Hardcastle. ) For my late 
attempt to dy off with your niece let my 
present confusion be my punishment. We 
are now come back, to appeal from your 
justice to your humanity. By her father’s 
consent, I first paid her my addresses, and 
our passions were first founded in duty. 

Miss Ncv. Since his death, I have been 
obliged to stoop to dissimulation to avoid 
oppression. In an hour of levity, I was 
ready to give up my fortune to secure 
my choice. But I am now recovered from 
the delusion, and hope from your tender- 
ness what is denied me from a nearer 
connexion, 

Mrs. Hard. Pshaw, pshaw I this is all 
but the whining end of a modern novel. 

Hard, Be it what it will, I’m glad 
they’re come back to reclaim their due. 
Come hither, "I’cny, boy. Do you refuse 
this lady’s hand whom I now offer you ? 


Tony. What signifies my refusing ? 
You know I can’t refuse her till I’m of 
age, father. 

Hard. While I thought concealing your 
age, boy, was likely to conduce to your 
improvement, I concurred with your 
mother’s desire to keep it secret. But 
since I find she turns it to a wrong use, I 
must now declare you have been of age 
these three months. 

Tony. Of age ! Am I of age, father ? 

Hard. Above three months. 

Tony. Then you’ll see the first use 
I’ll make of my liberty. {Taking Miss 
Neville’s hand.) Witness all men by 
these presents, that I, Anthony Lumpkin, 
Esquire, of BLANK place, refuse you, Con- 
stantia Neville, spinster, of no place at all, 
for my true and lawful wife. So Constance 
Neville may marry uliom she pleases, and 
Tony Lumpkin is his own man again. 

Sir Cha. O brave ’squire 1 

Hast. My worthy friend ! 

Mrs. Hard. My undutifiil offspring ! 

Mar, Joy, my dear George! 1 give 
you joy sincerely. And could I prevail 
upon my little tyrant here to be less arbi- 
trary, I should be the happiest man alive, 
if you would return me the favour. 

Hast. (7b Miss PIardcastle. ) Come, 
madam, you are now driven to the very 
last scene of all your contrivances. I 
know you like him, I’m sure he loves you, 
and you must and shall have him. 

Hard, {Joining their hands. ) And I say 
so too. And, Mr. Marlow, if she makes 
as good a wife as she has a daughter, I 
don’t believe you’ll ever repent your bar- 
gain, So now to supper. To-morrow 
we shall gather all the poor of the parish 
about us, and the mistakes of the night 
shall be crowned with a merry morning. 
So, boy, take her ; and as you have been 
mistaken in the mistress, my wish is, that 
you may never be mistaken in the wife. 

{Exeunt Omnes, 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written mid spoken by the Poet Laberius, a Roman Knight udiom C.a2SAR forced 
upon the Stage. — Preserved by Macrobius. 

What ! no way left to slum tli’ inglorious stage, 

And save from infamy my sinking age ! 

Scarce half alive, oppressed with many a yeai*, 

What, in the name of dotage, drives me here ? 

A time there was, when glory was my guide. 

No force nor fraud could turn my steps aside ; 

Unawed by power, and unappalled by fear, 

With honest thrift I held my honour dear ; 

But this vile hour disperses all my store, 

And all my hoard of honour is no more ; 

For ah ! too partial to my life’s decline, 

Ctesar persuades, submission must be mine ; 

Him I obey, whom Heaven itself obeys, 

Hopeless of pleasing, yet inclined to please. 

Here then at once I welcome every shame, 

And cancel at threescore a life of fame : 

No more my titles shall my children tell ; 

The old buffoon will fit my name as well : 

This day beyond its term my fate extends, 

For life is ended when our honour ends. 


THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. A TALE. 


p Secluded from domestic strife, 

f Jack Book- worm led a college life ; 

• A fellowship at twenty-five 

* Made him the happiest man alive ; 

; He drank his glass, and cracked his joke, 
And freshmen wondered as he spoke. 

: Such pleasures, unalloyed with care, 

] Could any accident impair ? 

TJ' Could Cupid’s shaft at length transfix 
I Our swain, arrived at thirty-six ? 

O ! had the archer ne’er come down . 
j To ravage in a country town I 

I Or Flavia been content to stop 

At triumphs in a Fleet-street shop, 
f O, had her eyes forgot to blaze ! 

Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze ; 

j. O ! But let exclamations cease, 

I Her presence banished all his peace. 


So with decorum all things carried ; 

Miss frowned and blushed, and then wa.s 
— married. 

Need we expose to vulgar sight 
The raptures of the bridal night ? 

Need we intrude on hallow^ed ground, 

Or draw the curtains closed around ? 

Let it suffice, that each had charms : 

He clasped a goddess in his arms j 
And, though she felt his usage rough, 

Yet in a man ’twas well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightning flew ; 
The second brought its transports too ; 

A third, a fourth, were not amiss ; 

The fifth was friend.ship mixed with bliss' 
But, when a twelvemonth passed away, 
Jack found his goddess made of clay ; 
Found half the charms that decked her face 
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Arose from powder, shreds, or lace : 

But still the worst remained behind, 

That very face had robbed her mind. 

Skilled in no other arts was she, 

But dressing, patching, repartee ; 

And, just as humour rose or fell, 

By turns a slattern or a belle. 

’Tis true she dressed with modern gi*ace, 
Half naked at a ball or i^ace; ^ 

But when at home, at board or bed, 

P'ive greasy night- caps wrapped her head. 
Could so much beauty condescend 
T o be a dull domestic friend t 
Could any curtain lectures bring 
To decency so fine a thing? 

In short, by night Twas fits or fretting; 
By day ’twas gadding or coquetting. 

Fond to be seen, she kept a bevy 
Of powdered coxcombs at her levy : 

The ’squire and captain took their stations. 
And twenty other near i*elations : 

Jack sucked his pipe and often broke 
A sigh in suffocating smoke ; 

While all their hours were passed between 
Insulting repartee or spleen. 

Thus as Irer faults each day were known, 
He thinks her features coarser grown ; 

He fancies every vice she shows 
Or thins her lip, or points her nose : 
Whenever rage or envy rise, — 

How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes 1 
He knows not how, but so it is. 

Her face is grown a knowing phiz ; 

And, though her fops are wondrous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 


Now to perplex the ravelled noose, 

As each a different way pursues, 

While sullen or loquacious strife 
Promised to hold them on for life, 

That dire disease, whose ruthless power 
Withers the beauty’s transient flower — 
Lo ! the small pox, whose horrid glare 
Levelled its terrors at the fair; 

And, rifling every youthful grace, 

Left but the remnant of a face. 

The glass, grown hateful to her sight, 
Reflected now a perfect fright ; 

Each former art she vainly tries 
To bring back lustre to her eyes ; 

In vain she tries her paste and creams. 
To smooth her skin or hide its seams ; 
Her country beaux and city cousins, 
I.overs no more, flew off by dozens ; 

The ’squire himself was seen to yield, 
And even the captain quit the field. 

Poor madam, now condemned to hack 
The rest of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flownj 
Attempted pleasing him alone. 

Jack soon was dazzled to behold 
Her present face surpass the old : 

With modesty her cheeks are dyed ; 
Humility displaces pride ; 

For tawdry finery is seen 
A person ever neatly clean : 

No more presuming on her sway, 

She learns good-nature every day; 
Serenely gay, and strict in duty, 

Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 


A NEW SIMILE. IN THE MANNER OF SWIFT. 


Long had I sought in vain to find 
A likeness for the scribbling kind ; 

The modern scribbling kind, who write 
In wdt, and sense, and nature’s spite ; 
Till reading, I forget what day on, 

A chapter out of 'Pooke’s Pantheon, 

I think I met with something there 
To suit my purpose to a hair; 

But let us not proceed too furious. 

First please to turn to God Mercurius ! 
You’ll find him pictured at full length 
In book the second, page the tenth : 

The stress of all my proofs on him I lay, 
And now proceed we to our simile. 


Imprimis, pray observe bis hat, 

Wings upon either side — mark that. 
Well ! what is it from thence we gather? 
Why, these denote a brain of feather. 

A brain of feather ! very right, 

With wit that’s flighty, learning light ; 
Such as to modern bard’s decreed ; 

A just comparison, — proceed. 

In the next place, his feet peruse, 
Wings grow again from both his shoes ; 
Designed, no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godship through the air ; 
And here my simile unites ; 

For in the modern poet’s flights, 
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I’m sure it may be justly said, 

• His feet are useful as his head, 
j Lastly, vouchsafe t’ obsen^e his hand, 
f Filled with a snake- encircled wand, 

I By classic authors termed Caduceus, 

( And highly famed for several uses. 

To wit : most wondrously endued, 

No poppy-water half so good ; 

^ For let folks only get a touch, 

! Its soporific virtue’s such, 
f Though ne’er so much awake before, 

: That quickly they begin to snore. 

Add too, what certain writers tell, 

I With this he drives men’s souls to hell. 

I Now to apply begin we then : — 

I His wand’s a modern author’s pen : 

I The serpents round about it twined 
‘ Denote him of the reptile kind, 


Denote the rage with which he writes ; 
His frothy slaver, venomed bites ; 

An equal semblance still to keep, 

Alike, too, both conduce to sleep. 

This difference only, as the god 
Drove souls to Tart’rus with his rod, 

With his goose-quill the scribbling elf, 
Instead of others, damns himself. 

And here my simile almost tript, 

Yet grant a word by way of postscript. 
Moreover Mercury had a failing : 

Well ! what of that ? out with it — stealing ; 
In which all modern bards agree, 

Being each as g-reat a thief as he. 

But even this deity’s existence 
I Shall lend my simile assistance : 

I Our modem bards ! why, what a pox 
1 Are they —but senseless stones and blocks ? 


DESCRIPTION OF AN AUTHOR’S BEDCHAMBER. 

Where the Red Lion, flaring o’er the way, 

Invites each passing stranger that can pay. 

Where Calvert’s butt and Parson’s black champagne 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Driuy-lane ; 

There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug, 

The Muse found Scroggen stretched beneath a rug. 

A window, patched with paper, lent a ray. 

That dimly showed the state in which he lay ; 

The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread ; 

The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ; 

The royal Game of Goose was there in view, 

And the Twelve Rules the royal martyr drew ; 

The Seasons, framed with listing, found a place, 

And brave Prince William showed his lamp-black face : 

The morn was cold, he views with keen desire 
The rusty grate unconscious of a fire : 

With beer and milk aiTears the frieze was scored, 

And five cracked teacups dressed the chimney board : 

A night-cap decked his brows instead of bay ; 

A cap by night a stocking all the day ! 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A MAD DOG. 


Good people all, of every sort, 

Give ear unto my song ; 

And if you find it wondrous short, — 
It cannot hold you long. 


In Islington there was a man, 

Of whom the world might say, 
That still a godly race he ran, — 
Whene’er he went to pray. 


682 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



A kind and gentle heart he had, Around from all the neighbouring streets 

To comfort friends and foes ; The wondering neighbours ran, 

The naked every day he clad,— And swore the dog had lost his wits, 

When he put on his clothes. To bite so good a man. 

And in that town a clog was found, The wound it seemed both sore and sad 

x\s many dogs there be, To every Christian eye ; 

Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound, And while they swore the dog was mad, 
And curs of low degree. They swore the man would die. 

This dog and man at first were friends ; But soon a wonder came to light, 

But when a pique began, That showed the rogues they lied ; 

The clog, to gain some private ends, The man recovered of the bite, 

Went mad, and bit the man. The dog it was that died. 


STANZAS. ON WOMAN. 

When lovely Woman stoops to folly, The only art her guilt to cover, 

And finds too late that men betray, To hide her shame from every eye, 

What charm can soothe her melancholy, To give repentance to her lover, 
What art can wash her guilt away ? And wring his bosom— is, to die. 


THE GIFT. TO IRIS, IN BOW-STREET, COVENT-GARDEN. 

IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH. 

Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake, A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 

Dear mercenary beauty. My rivals give — and let ’em ; 

What annual offering shall I make If gems, or gold, impart a joy. 

Expressive of my duty ? I’ll give them — when I get ’em. 

My heart, a victim to thine eyes, I’ll give— but not the full-blown rose, 

Should I at once deliver, ^ Or rose-bud more in fashion ; 

Say, would the angry fair one prize Such short lived offerings but disclose 

The gift, who slights the giver ? A transitory passion. 

I’ll give thee something yet unpaid, 

Not less sincere than civil : 

I’ll give thee — ah! too charming maid, 

I’ll give thee — to the devil. 


EPITAPH. ON THOMAS PARNELL. 

This tomb, inscribed to gentle Parnell’s name, 

May s]ieak our gratitude, but not his fame. 

What heart but feels his sweetly moral lay. 

That leads to truth through pleasure’s flowery way 'I 
Celestial themes confessed his tuneful aid ; 

And Heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needless to him the tribute wm bestow. 

The transitory breath of fame below : 

More lasting rapture from his works shall rise, 

While converts dhank their poet in the skies. 
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EPILOGUE TO “ THE SISTER.’- *■ 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLEY. 

What? five long acts — and all to make us wiser J 
Our authoress sure has wanted an adviser. 

Had she consulted me, she should have made 
Pier moral play a speaking masquerade ; 

Warmed up each bustling scene, and in her rage 
PI ave emptied all the green-room on the stage. 

My life on’ t, this had kept her play from sinking ; 

Have pleased our eyes, and saved the pain of thinking. 

Well, since she thus has shown her want of skill, 

What if I give a masquerade ? — I will. 

But how ? ay, there’s the rub ! I’ve got my cue ; 

The world’s a masquerade 1 the masquers, you, you, you. i 

\Io Boxes^ PiL and Calkty. I 

Lud! what a group the motley scene discloses ! 

Praise wits, false wives, false virgins, and false spouses ! 

Statesmen with bridles on ; and, close beside ’em, 

Patriots in partly- coloured suits that ride ’em. 

There liebes, turned of fifty, try once more 
To raise a flame in Cupids of threescore. 

These in their turn, with appetites as keen, 

Deserting fifty, fasten on fifteen. 

Miss, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 

Flings down her sampler, and takes up the woman ; 

The little urchin smiles, and spreads her lure, 

And tides to kill, ere she’s got power to cure. 

Thus ’tis with all : their chief and constant care 
Is to seem everything — but what they are. 

Yon broad, bold, angry spark I fix my eye on, 

Who seems t’ have robbed his vizor from the lion, 

Who frowns, and talks, and swears, with round parade. 

Looking, as who should say, Dain’me ! who’s afraid ? ^Mimkhng. 

Strip but this vizor oif, and sure I am 
You’ll find his lionship a veiy lamb. 

Yon politician, famous in debate, 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, bestrides the state ; 

Yet, when he. deigns his real shape t’ assume, 

He turns old woman, and bestrides a broom. 

Yon patriot, too, who presses on your sight, 

And seems, to every gazer, all in white, 

If with a bribe his candour you attack, 

He bows, turns round, and whip— the man’s a black f 
Yon critic, too— but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 

Well, then, a truce, since she requests it too : 

Do you spare her, and I’ll for once spare you. 
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INTENDED EPILOGUE TO ‘‘SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” 

Enter Mrs. Bulkley, who curtsies very toza as beginning to speak. Then entn 
Miss Catley, who stands full before her, and curtsies to the Audience. 

Mrs. Bul. Hold, Ma’am, your pardon. What’s your business here? 

Miss Cat. The Epilogue. 

Mrs, Bul. The Epilogue? 

Miss Cat. Yes, the Epilogue, my dear. 

Mrs. Bul. Sure you mistake. Ma’am. The Epilogue ! / bring it. 

Miss Cat. Excuse me, Ma’am. The Author bid ?ne sing it. 


recitative. 

Ye beaux and belles, that form this splendid ring, 

Suspend your conversation while I sing. 

Mrs. Bul. Why, sure the girl’s beside herself ! an Epilogue of singing ? 
A hopeful end indeed to such a blest beginning. 

Besides, a singer in a comic set ! — 

Excuse me, Ma’am, I know the etiquette. 

Miss Cat. What if we leave it to the House ? 

Mrs, Bul. The House ! — Agreed. 

Miss Cat. Agreed. 

Mrs. Bul. And she whose party’s largest shall proceed. 

And first, I hope you’ll readily agree 
I’ve all the critics and the wits for me. 

Tliey, I am sure, will answer my commands r 
Ye candid judging few, hold up your hands. 

What ’ no return ? I find too late, I fear, 

That modern judges seldom enter here. 

Miss Cat. I’m for a different set —Old men, whose trade is 
Still to gallant and dangle with the ladies. 


RECITATIVE. 

Who mump their passion, and w^ho, grimly smiling, 
Still thus address the fair with voice beguiling : 

AIR. — Cotillon. 


Mrs. Bul. 


Turn, my fairest, turn, if ever 
Strephon caught thy ravished eye. 
Pity take on your swain so clever. 
Who without your aid must die. 
Yes, I shall die, hu, hu, hu, hti ! 
Yes, 1 must die, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 


uacapo. 

I.et all the old pay homage to your merit : 

Give me the young, the gay, the men of spirit. 
Ye travelled tribe, ye macaroni train, 

Of French friseurs and nosegays justly vain^ 
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Who take a trip to Paris once a year 

To dress and look like awkward Frenchmen here, 

Lend me your hands,— O fatal news to tell ! 

Their hands are only lent to the Heinel. 

Miss Cat. Ay, take your travellers, travellers indeed ! 

Give me my bonny Scot, that travels from the Tweed. 
Where are the chiels ’—Ah, ah, I well discern 
'Phe smiling looks of each bewitching bairn. 

AIR. — A homty young Lad is my Jockey. 

I’ll sing to amuse you by night and by day, 

And be unco* merry when you are but gay ; 

When you with your bagpipes are ready to play, 

My voice shall be ready to carol away 

With Sandy, and Sawney, and Jockey, 
With Sawney, and Jarvie, and Jockey. 
Mrs. Bul. Ye gamesters, who so eager in pursuit 

Make but of all your fortune one va toute : 

Ye Jockey tribe, whose stock of words are few ; 

“ I hold the odds. — Done, done, with you, with you : 
Ye barristers, so fluent with giimace, 

“ My Lord, — your Lordship misconceives the case : ” 
Doctors, who cough and answer every misfortuner, 

I wish I’d been called in a little sooner : ” 

Assist my cause with hands and voices hearty ; 

Come, end the contest here, and aid my party. 

AIR. — BaUinamony. 

Ye brave Irish lads, hark away to the crack, 

Assist me, I pray, in this woful attack ; 

For sure I don’t wrong you, you seldom are slack, 
When the ladies are calling, to blush and hang back. 
For you’re always polite and attentive, 

Still to amuse us inventive, 

And death is your only preventive : 

Your hands and your voices for me,_ 

Well, Madam, what if, after all this sparring, 

We both agree, like friends, to end our jarring t 
And that our friendship may remain unbroken, 

What if we leave the Epilogue unspoken ? 

Agreed. 

Agreed. 

And now with late repentance 
Un-epilogued the Poet waits his sentence. 

Condemn the stubborn fool who can’t submit 
To thrive by flattery, though he starves by wit 




[Exeunt. 
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ANOTHER INTENDED EPILOGUE TO “SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” 

TO BE SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLEY. 

There is a place, so Ariosto sings, 

A treasury for lost and missing things : 

Lost human wits have places there assigned them, 

And they who lose their senses there may find them. 

But where’s this place, this storehouse of the age ? 

The Moon, says he : — but /affirm, the Stage : 

At least in many things, I think, I see 
PI is lunar and our mimic world agree. 

Both shine at night ; for, but at P’oote’s alone, 

We scarce exhibit till the sun goes down : 

Both prone to change, "no settled limits fix : 

And sure the folks of both are lunatics. 

But in this parallel my best pretence is, 

That mortals visit both to find their senses ; 

To this strange spot rakes, macaronies, cits,^ 

Come thronging to collect, their scattered wits. 

The gay coquette, who ogles all the day, 

Comes here at night, and goes a prude away. 

Plither the affected city dame advancing, 

Who sighs for operas, and doats on dancing, 

Taught by our art her ridicule to pause on, 

Quits the ballet, and calls for Nancy Dawson. 

The gamester, too, whose wit’s all high or low, 

Oft risks his fortune on one des])erate throw. 

Comes here to saunter, having made his bet% 

Finds his lost senses out, and pays his debts. 

The Mohawk too, with angry phrases stored, 

As “Dam’me, wSir,” and “Sir, I wear a sword,” 

Here lessoned for a while, and hence retreating, 

Goes out, affronts his man, and takes a beating. 

Here come the sons of scandal and of news, 

But find no sense — for they had none to lose. 

Of all the tribe here wanting an 'adviser. 

Our Author’s the least likely to grow wiser ; 

Plas he not seen how you your favour place 
On sentimental queens and lords in lace? 

Without a star, a coronet, or garter, 

Plow can the piece expect or hope for quarter ? 

No high-life scenes, no sentiment : the creature 
Still stoops among the low to copy nature. 

Yes, he’s far gone and yet some pity fix, 

The English laws forbid to punish lunatics. 

FROM THE ORATORIO OF “THE CAPTIVITY.” 

SONG. 

The wretch condemned with life to part Hope, like the gleaming taper’s light, 
Still, still on hope relies ; Adorns and cheers our way ; 

And every pang that rends the heart And still, as darker grows the night, 

Bids expectation rise. Emits a brighter ray. 
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THE SAME. 

Thou, like the world, opprest oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch’s woe, 
And he who wants each other blessing 
In thee must ever find a foe. 

I THE CLOWN’S REPLY. 

i John Trot was desired by two witty peers 

■f To tell them the reason why asses had ears. 

' “ An’t please you,” quoth John, “I’m not given to letters, 

Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters : 

Howe’er from this time I shall ne’er see your graces, 
i As I hope to be saved 1 without thinking on asses.” 

EPITAPPI ON EDWARD PURDON. 

^ liERE lies poor Ned Purdon, from misery freed, 

Who long was a bookseller’s hack. 

He led such a damnable life in this woidd, 

I don’t think he’ll wish to come back. 


SONG, FROM 

0 Memory, thou fond deceiver ! 

Still importunate and vain ; 

To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain ; 


AN ELEGY ON T PI AT GLORY OF HER SEX, MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 


Good people all, with one accord 
Lament for Madam Blaize, 

Who never wanted a good word, ^ 

' From those who spoke her praise. 

^ The needy seldom passed her door, 

And always found her kind ; 

She freely lent to all the poor,— 

Who left a pledge behind. 

She strove the neighbourhood to please, 
I % With manners wondrous winning ; 

i ' ' And never followed wicked ways, — 

; Unless when she was sinning. 


At church, in silks and satins new, 

With hoop of monstrous size, 

She never slumbered in her pew,— 

„ But when she shut her eyes. 

Her love was sought, I do aver, 

By twenty beaux and more ; 

The king himself has followed her, — 
When she has walked before. 

But now her wealth and finery fled, 

Pier hangers-on cut short all ; 

The doctors found, when she was dead,- 
Her last disorder mortal. 


Let us lament, in sorrow sore, 

For Kent-street well may say, 

That had she lived a twelvemonth more, — 
She had not died to-day. 


.1 


SONG: 

INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SUNG BY MISS HARDCASTLE IN THE COMEDY OF 
‘‘ SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” 

AIR .— Humotirs of BaUamagairy. 


Ah me I when shall I marry me ? 

Lovers are plenty, but fail to relieve me. 
He, fond youth, that could carry me. 
Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 
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But I will rally, and combat the miner ; 

Not a look nor a smile shall my passion discover. 
She that gives all to the false one pursuing her 
Makes but a penitent, and loses a lover. 


PROLOGUE TO “ZOBEIDE,” A TRAGEDY. 

SPOKEN BY ^^R. QUICK IN THE CHARACTER OF A SA7.LOR. 

In these bold times, when Learning’s sons explore 
The distant climates and the savage shore ; 

When wise astronomers to India steer, 

And quit for Venus many a brighter here ; 

While botanists, all cold to smiles and dimpling, 

Forsake the fair, and patiently— go simpling ; 

When every bosom swells with wondrous scenes, 

Priests, cannibals, and hoityAoity queens ; 

Our bard into the general spirit enters, 

And fits his little frigate for adventures. 

With Scythian stores, and trinkets, deeply laden, 

He this way steers his course, in hopes of trading ; 

Yet ere he lands he ’as ordered me before, 

To make an observation on the shore. 

Where are we driven ? our reckoning sure is lost ! 

This seems a barren and a dangerous coast. 

Lord, what a sultry climate am I under ! 

Yon ill-foreboding cloud seems big with thunder - \ Uppey gallery. 
There mangroves spread, and larger than I’ve seen ’em— [/V^. 
Here trees of stately size, and turtles in ’em — \Balconies. 

Here ill-conditioned oranges abound — 

And apples {takes up one mtd tastes it\ bitter apples, strew the 
ground; 

The place is uninhabited 1 fear : 

I heard a hissing — there are serpents here ! 

Oh, there the natives are a dreadful race ; 

The men have tails, the women painted face. 

No doubt they’re all barbarians. — Yes, ’tis so ; 

I’ll try to make palaver with them though : [Making signs. 

’Tis best, however, keeping at a distance. 

Good savages, our Captain craves assistance : 

Our ship’s well stored ; in yonder creek we’ve laid her : 

His honour is no mercenary trader. 

This is his first adventure; lend him aid, 

Or you may chance to spoil a thriving trade. 

His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far. 

Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What ! no reply to promises so ample ? 

I’d best step back— and order up a sample. 
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EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY MR. LEE LEWES, IN THE CHARACTER OF HARLEQUIN, AT HIS BENEFIT. 

Hold, Prompter, hold ! a word before your nonsense 1 
I’d speak a word or two, to ease my conscience. 

My pride forbids it ever should be said 
hly heels eclipsed the honoui's of my head ; 

That I found humour in a piebald vest, 

Or ever thought that jumping was a jest. [ Takes off his mask. 

Whence, and what art thou, visionary birth ? 

Nature disowns and reason scorns thy mirth. 

In thy black aspect every passion sleeps, 

The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 

How hast thou filled the scene with all thy brood 
. (.)f fools pursuing, and of fools pursued ! 

Whose ins and outs no ray of sense discloses, 

Whose only plot it is to break our noses ; 

Whilst from below the trap-door demons rise, 

And from above the dangling deities. 

And shall I mix in this unhallowed crew ? 

May rosined lightning blast me if I do ! 

No — I will act. I’ll vindicate the stage : 

Shakespeare himself shall feel my tragic rage. 

Off, off, vile trappings 1 a new passion reigns ! 

The maddening monarch revels in my veins. 

Oh for a Richard’s voice to catch the theme ! 

“Give me another horse ! bind up my wounds !— soft ; ’twasbut 
a dream.” 

Ay, ’twas but a dream, for now there’s no retreating: 

If I cease Harlequin, I cease from eating. 

’Twas thus that ^.sop’s stag, a creature blameless, 
i Yet something vain, like one that shall be nameless, 

Once on the margin of a fountain stood, 

And cavilled at his image in the flood. 

“The deuce confound,” he cries, “these drumstick shanks ; 

They never have my gratitude nor thanks; 

They’re perfectly disgraceful ! strike me dead ! 

But for a head ; yes, yes, I have a head. 

How piercing is that eye ! how sleek that brow ! 

My horns ! — I’m told horns are the fashion now.” 

Whilst thus he spoke, astonished, To his view, » 

Near, and more near, the hounds and huntsmen drew ; 

Hoicks ! hark forward !” came thundering from behind. 

He bounds aloft, outstrips the fleeting wind ; 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 

Pie starts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length his silly head, so prized before, , . 

Is taught his foimer folly to deplore ; . ^ 

Whilst his strong limbs conspire to set him free, 

And at one bound he saves himself, — ^likeme. 

{Takz^^a jump through the stage-door. ^ 
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THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 


IN IMITATION OF DEAN SWIFT. 



Logicians have but ill defined 
As rational the human mind ; 

Reason, they say, belongs to man, 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wise Aristotle and Smiglecius, 

By ratiocinations specious. 

Have strove to prove with great precision, 
With definition and division, 

Homo est ratione praditum : 

But for my soul I cannot credit ’em ; 

And must in spite of them maintain 
That man and all his ways are vain, 

And that this boasted lord of nature 
Is both a weak and erring creature ; 

That instinct is a surer guide 
Than reason-boasting mortals’ pride ; 
And that brute beasts are far before ’em : 
Dcus esi anima bmtojmm. 

Who ever knew an honest brute 
At law his neighbour prosecute, 

Bring action for assault and batter)^ 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? ■ 
O’er plains they ramble imconfmed, 

No politics disturb their mind ; 

They eat their meals and take their sport, 
Nor know who’s in or out at court ; 
They never to the levee go, 

To treat as dearest friend a foe ; 

They never importune his Grace, 


Nov ever cringe to men in place ; 

Mor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob ; 
Fraught with invective they ne’er go 
To folks at Pater-Noster Row ; 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing-masters, 
No pickpockets, or poetasters, 

Are known to honest quadrupeds ; 

No single brute his fellow leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each other’s throats for pay. 
Of beasts, it is confessed, the ape 
Comes nearest us in human shape t 
Like man he imitates each, fashion, 
And malice is his ruling passion ; 

But both in malice and grimaces 
A courtier any ape surpasses. 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the minister of state ; 

View him soon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduct of superiors : 

He promises with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

Pie in his turn finds imitators : 

At court the porters, lacqueys, waiters', 
Their master’s manners still contract, 
And footmen lords and dukes can act : 
Thus at the court both great and small 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 


STANZAS 

ON THE TAKING OF QUEBEC, AND DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 

Amidst the clamour of exulting joys, 

Which triumph forces from the patriot heart, 

Grief dares to mingle her soul -piercing voice. 

And quells the raptures which from pleasure start. 

O Wolfe! to thee a streaming flood of woe, 

Sighing, we pay, and think e’en conquest dear ; 

Quebec in -vain shall teach our breast to glow, 

Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And saw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes : 

Yet they shall know thou conquerest, though dead ! 

Since from thy tomb a thousand heroes rise. 


'V 
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EPIGRAM 


on ' A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND BY LIGHTNING. 

Sure ’twas by Providence designed, 

. Ratlier in pity than in hate, 

That he should be, like Cupid, blind, 

To save him from Narcissus’ fate. 


A MADRIGAL. 

Wef.ping, murmuring, complaining, Vet why impair thy bright perfection, 
Lost to every gay delight, Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 

Myra, too sincere for feigning, Had Myra followed my direction, 

Fears the approaching bridal night. ■ She long had wanted cause of fear. 


VERSES 


IN REPLY TO AN INVITATION TO DINNER AT DR. BAKER’s. 
“ This M a poem ! This zV a copy of verses ! ” 


Your mandate I got, 

You. may all go to pot; 

Had your senses been right, , 
You’d have sent before night; 
As I ho]^e to be saved, 

I put off being shaved ; 

P'or I could not make bold, 
While the matter was cold, 

To meddle in suds, 

C)r to put on my duds ; 

So tell Horneck and Nesbitt 
And Baker and his bit, 

And Kauffman beside, 

And the Jessamy bride; 

With the rest of the crew, 

The Reynoldses two, 

Little Comedy’s face 
And the Captain in lace. 

(By the bye, you may tell him, 
I have something to sell him ; 
Of use I insist, 

When he comes to enlist 
Your worships must know 
That a few days ago, 


An order went out, 

P'or the foot guards so stout 
To wear tails in high taste, 

Twelve inches at least : 

Now I’ve got him a scale 
To measure each tail, 

To lengthen a short tail, 

And a long one to curtail.) - 

Yet how can I w'hen vext 
Thus stray from my text ? 

Tell each other to rue 
Your Devonshire crew, 

For sending so late 
To one of my slate. 

But ’tis Reynolds’s w^ay 
From wisdom to stray, 

And Angelica’s whim 
To be frolic like him. 

But, alas ! your good worships, how could 
they be wiser,, 

When both have been spoiled in to-day's 
Advertiser ? 
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THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS, 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS a'lIE 
PRINCESS DOWAGER OF WALES. 

1772. 


• . . ■ ■ ..advertisement, . 

The following may more properly be termed a compilation tlian a poem. It was 
prepared for the composer in little more tliail two days ; and may therefore rather be 
considered as an industiioiis effort of gratitude than of genius. In justice to the 
composer it may likewise be right to inform the public, that the music was composed 
in a period of time equally short. 



Overture,— so/mn Dirge, 

Air. — Trio, 

Arise, ye sons of worth, arise, 

And waken every note of woe ! 

When truth and virtue reach the skies, 
’Tis ours to weep the want below. 

Chonis. 

When truth and virtue, &c, 

Man Speaker, 

The praise attending pomp and power, 
The incense given to kings, 

Are but the trappings of an hour — 

Mere transitory things : 

The base bestow them ; but the good 
agree 

To spurn the venal gifts as flattery. 

But when to pomp and power are joined 
x\n equal dignity of mind ; 

When titles are the smallest claim ; 

When wealth and rank and noble blood 
But aid the power of doing good ; 

Then all their trophies last — and flattery 
turns to fame. 

Blest spirit thou, whose fame, just born 
to bloom, 

Shall spread and flourish from the tomb ; 
How hast thou left mankind for Heaven ! 
Even now reproach and faction mourn, 
And, wondering how their rage was born, 
Request to be forgiven ! 

Alas ! they never had thy hate ; 

Unmoved in conscious rectitude, 

Thy towering mind self-centred stood, 
Nor wanted man’s opinion to be great. 


In vain, to charm thy ravished siglit, 

A thousand gifts would fortune send ; 

In vain, to drive thee from tlie right, 

A thousand sorrows urged thy end : 

Like some well-fashioned arch tliy patience 
stood, 

And purchased strength from, its increas- 
ing load : 

Pain met thee like a friend that set thee 
free 

Affliction still is virtue’s opportunity ! 

, S.ONG.— % a Man. 

Virtue, on herself relying, 

Every passion hushed to rest, 
Loses every pain of dying, 

In the hopes of being blest. 

Every added pang she siiflers 
Some increasing good bestows, 
And every shock that malice offers 
Only rocks her to repose. 

Woman Speaker, 

Yet, ah ! what teiTors frowned upon her 
fate — 

Death with its formidable band, 

Fever, and pain, and pale consumptive 
. care, 

Determined took their stand. 

Nor did the cruel ravagers design 

To finish ail their efforts at a blow ; 

But, mischievously slow, 

They robbed the relic and defaced the 
shrine. 

With unavailing grief, 

Despairing of relief* 
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Her weeping children round 
Beheld each hour 
Death’s growing power, 

And trembled as he frowned. 

As helpless friends \yho view from shore 
The labouring ship, and hear the tempest 
■ roar, " , , . 

While winds and waves their wishes 
, cross,-—-.- 

They stood, while hope and comfort fail, 
Not to assist, but to bewail 
The inevitable loss. 

Relentless tyrant, at thy call 
How do the goo^ the virtuous fall! 

Truth, beauty, worth, and all that most 
engage, 

But wake thy vengeance and provoke thy 
rage. 

Song. — By a Man. 

When vice my dart and scythe supply, 
How great a king of terrors 1 1 
If folly, fraud, your heo.rts engage, 
Tremble, ye mortals, at my rage ! 

Fall, around me fall, ye little things, 

Ye statesmen, warriors, poets, kings! 

If Virtue fail lier counsel sage, 

Tremble, ye mortals, at my rage! 

Man Sycaker. 

Yet let that wisdom, urged by her example. 
Teach us to estimate what all must suffer; 
Let us prize death as tlie best gift of 
nature ; 

As a safe inn, where weary travellers, 
When they have journeyed through a 
world of cares. 

May put off life and be at rest for ever. 
Groans, weeping friends, indeed, and 
gloomy sables, 

May oft distract us with their sad solemnity; 
The preparation is the executioner. 

Death, when unmasked, shows me a 
friendly face, 

And is a terror only at a distance ; 

For as the line of life conducts me on 
To Death’s great court, the prospect 
seems more fair. 

’Tis Nature’s kind retreat, that’s always 
open 

To take us in wdrenwehave drained the cup 
Of life, or worn our days to wretchedness. 
In that secure, serene retreat, 


Where all the humble, all the great, 
Promiscuously recline ; 

Where, wildly huddled to the eye. 

The beggar’s pouch and prince’s purple lie, 
May every bliss be thine ! 

And, ah! blest spirit, wheresoe’er thy 
flight, 

Through rolling worlds or fields of liquid 
light, " 

May cherubs welcome their expected guest. 
May saints with songs receive thee to their 
rest,' 

May peace, that claimed while here thy 
wamest love, 

May blissful, endless peace, be thine above 

Song.— Woman. 

Lovely, lasting Peace below, 
Comforter of every woe, 

Ileav’nly born, and bred on high, 

To crown the favourites of the sky; 
Lovely, lasting I’eace appear : 

This world itself, if thou art here, 

Is once again with Eden blest, 

And man contains it in his breast. 

Woman Speaker. 

Our vows are heard! long, long to mortal 
eyes, ^ ^ 

Her soul was fitting to its kindred skies; 
Celestial-like her bounty fell, 

Where modest want and patient sorrow 
dwell ; 

Want passed; for merit at her door, 
Unseen the modest were supplied, 

Her constant pity fed the poor, 

Then only poor, indeed, the day she died. 
And, oh! for this, while sculpture decks 
thy shrine, 

And art exhausts profusion round, 

The tribute of a tear be mine, 

A simple song, a sigh profound. 

There Faith shall come, a pilgi*im grey, 

■ To bless the tomb that wraps thy clay ; 
And calm Religion shall repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 

Truth, Fortitude, and Friendship shall 
agree. 

To blend their virtues while they think 
of thee. 

Air. — Chorus. 

Let us, let all the world agree, 

To profit by resembling thee. 
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Overture— 

Man Speake7% 

Fast by that shore where Thames’ trans- ; 

lucent stream ^ j 

Reflects new glories on his breast, j 

Where, splendid as the youthful poet’s 
dream. 

He forms a scene beyond Elysium blest, 
Where sculptured elegance and native 
grace 

Unite to stamp the beauties of -the place; 
While, sweetly blending, still are seen 
The wavy lawn, the sloping green ; 

While novelty, with cautious cunning, 
Through every mare of fancy running, 
From "china borrows aid to deck the j 
scene : — ! 

I'here sorrowing hy the river’s glassy hed, ' 
Forlorn a rural i)ard complained, 

All whom Augusta’s bounty fed, 

Ail whom her clemency sustained. 

The good old sire, unconscious of decay. 
The modest matron, clad in homespun 
grey, 

The military boy, the orphaned maid, | 

The shattered veteran, now first dismayed ; 
These sadly join beside the murmuring 
deep, 

And as they view the towers of Kew, 

Call on their Mistress, now no more, and 
, weep. 

Choms. 

Ye shady walks, ye waving greens, 

Ye nodding towers, ye fairy scenes, 

Let all your echoes now deplore, 

That she who formed your beauties is no 
more. 

Man Speaker, 

First of the train the patient rastic came, 
Whose callous hand had formed the scene. 
Bending at once with sorrow and with age, 
With many a tear and many a sigh between, 
“And where,” he cried,, “shall now my 
babes have bread, 

Or how shall age support its, feeble fire? 
No lord will take me now, my vigour fled, 
Nor can my strength perform what they 
require ; . ■ 


Each grudging master keeps the labourer 
..■■;.bare, ■■ ■ ' ' . 

A sleek and idle race is all their care. 

My noble iMistress thought not so : 

Her bounty, like the morning dew, 
Unseen, though constant, used to flow, 
And as my strength decayed her bounty 
grew.” 

Woman Speaker, 
lu decent dress and coarsely clean, 

The pious matron next was seen ; 
Clasped in her hand a godly book was 
borne, 

By use and daily meditation worn ; 

That decent dress, tliis holy guide, 
Augusta’s care had well supplied. 

“ And ah ! ” she cries, all woe-begone, 

“ What now remains for me? 

Oh ! where shall weeping want repair ' 
To ask for charity? 

Too late in life for me to ask, 

And shame prevents the deed, 

And tardy, tardy are the times 
To succour, should I need. 

But all my wants, before I spoke, 

Were to my Mistress known ; 

She still relieved, nor sought my 'DX-aise, 
Contented with her own. 

But every day her name I’ll bless, 

My morning prayer, my evening song ; 
I’ll praise her while my life shall last, 

A life that cannot last me long.” 

Song. — By a Woman. 

Each day, each hour, her name I’ll bless, 
My morning and my evening song ; 
And when in death my vows shall cease, 
My children shall the note prolong. 

Man Speaker. 

The hardy veteran after struck the sight. 
Scarred, mangled, maimed in every part, 
Lopped of his limbs in many a gallant 
fight, 

In nought entire — except his heart ; 

Mute for awdiile, and sullenly distressed. 
At last the impetuous sorrow fired his 
' breast. 

“ Wild is the whirlwind rolling 
O’er AfrieJs sandy plain, 

And wild the tempest howling 
Along the billowed main ; 
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But every danger felt before; 

The raging deep, the whirlwind’s roar. 
Less dreadful struck me with dismay, 
Than what I feel this fatal day. 

Oh, let me fly a land that spurns the brave, 

( Iswego’s dreary shores shall be my grave ; 
I’ll seek that less inhospitable coast, 

And lay my l,)ody where my limbs were 
lost” 

Son a. — By a Man. 

Old Edward’s sons, unknown to yield, 
Shall crowd from Crcssy’s laurelled field 
To do thy memory right ; 

For thine and Britain’s wrongs they feel, 
Again they snatch the gleamy steel, 

And wish the avenging fight ! 

Woman Speaker. 

In innocence and youth complaining, 

N ext appeared a lovely maid, 

Affliction o’er each feature reigning, 
Kindly came in beauty’s aid ; 

Every grace that grief dispenses, 

Every glance that warms the soul, 

In sweet succession charmed the senses, 
While pity harmonised the whole. 

“The garland of beauty” (’tis this she 
would say), 

“No more shall my crook or my temples 
adorii ; 

ril not wear a garland — Augusta’s away, 
ril not wear a garland until she return ; 
But alas ! that return I Uever shall see, 
The echoes of Thames shall my sorrows 
t proclaim. 


There -promised a lover to come, but, oh me! 

’Twas Death,— twas the death of my 
Mistress that came. 

But ever, for ever, her image shall last, 

rilistrip all the spring of its earliest bloom ; 

On her grave shall the cowslip and prim- 
rose be cast. 

And the new blossomed thorn shall 
whiten her tomb ! . 

Song .— a Woman. — Pastorale. 

With garlands of beauty the Queen of 
the May 

No more will her crook or her temples 
adorn ; 

For who’d wear a garland when she is 
away,- ■ ■ ■ - 

When she is removed and shall never 
return 1 

On the grave of Augusta these garlands 
be placed. 

We’ll rifle the spring of its earliest bloom ; 

And there shall the cowslip and primrose 
be cast, 

And the new blossomed thorn shall 
whiten her tomb ! 


On the grave of Augusta this garland be 
placed, 

We’ll rifle the spring of its earliest bloom ; 

And there shall the cowslip and primrose 
be cast, 

And the tears of her country shall water 
her tomb ! 
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